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}AMES JoYCE was born in Dublin on February 2, 1882. He was 
the oldest of ten children in a family which, after brief prosper· 
ity, collapsed into poverty. He was nonetheless educated at the 
best Jesuit schools and then at University College, Dublin, 
where he gave proof of his extraordinary talent. In 1902, follow· 
ing his graduation, he went to Paris, thinking he might attend 
medical school there. But he soon gave up attending lectures 
and devoted himself to writing poems and prose sketches, and 
formulating an "aesthetic system." Recalled to Dublin in April 
1903 because of the fatal illness of his mother, he circled slowly 
toward his literary career. During the summer of 1904 he met 
a young woman from Galway, Nora Barnacle, and persuaded 
her to go with him to the Continent, where he planned to teach 
English. The young couple spent a few months in Pola (in for· 
mer Yugoslavia), then in 1905 moved to Trieste, where, except 
for seven months in Rome and three trips to Dublin, they lived 
until June 1915. They had two children, a son and a daughter. 
His first book, the poems of Chamber Music, was published in 
London in 1907, and Dubliners, a book of stories, in 1914. Italy's 
entrance into World War I obliged Joyce to move to Zurich, 
where he remained untill919. During this period, he published 
A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man (1916) and Exiles, a play 
(1918). After a brief return to Trieste following the armistice, 
Joyce determined to move to Paris so as to arrange more easily 
for the publication of Ulysses, a book which he had been work· 
ing on since 1914. It was, in fact, published in Paris on his birth· 
day, in 1922, and brought him international fame. The same 
year, he began work on Finnegans Wake, and though much ha
rassed by eye troubles, and deeply affected by his daughter's 
mental illness, he completed and published that book in 1939. 
After the outbreak of World War II, he went to live in unoc
cupied France, then managed to secure permission in Decem
ber 1940 to return to Zurich. Joyce died there six weeks later, 
on January 13, 1941, and was buried in the Fluntem Cemetery. 
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Editors' Prefaee 

Dubliners was the first work in which James Joyce became wholly 
himself. Although he was always as much poet as novelist, Joyce's 
early poems are mainly derivative and of secondary intensity, filled 
with echoes of Elizabethan songs and the "mood" poems of the 
1890s; it is in the prose of Dubliners that we first hear the authen
tic rhythms of Joyce the poet. Joyce was aware of this paradox, 
and as Dubliners developed, he became more and more dissatisfied 
with the shadowy poems of Chamber Music: by 1906, he could tell 
his brother Stanislaus that "a page of A Little Cloud gives me more 
pleasure than all my verses." Similarly, the long autobiographical 
fragment called Stephen Hero, which. was written at the same time 
as Dubliners and later transformed into A Portrait of the Artist as 
a Young Man, seems awkward and old-fashioned in contrast to the 
polished stories. Although Stephen Hero is deeply personal and 
revealing in its subject matter, its form is curiously anonymous, 
and we may guess that Joyce grew dissatisfied with it because it 
lacked the intensity and allusiveness he had already achieved in 
the stories of Dubliners. 

So Dubliners is, in a very real sense, the foundation of Joyce's 
art. In shaping its stories, he developed that mastery of naturalistic 
detail and symbolic design which is the hallmark of his mature 
fiction. In its subject matter, its form, and its language, Dubliners 
leads naturally and inevitably into the world of the later books, 
just as its characters often wander through their streets. The 



X Editors' Preface 

stories are carefully structured so as to guide the reader from the 
perspectives of childhood and adolescence to those of public life, 
and in this pattern the collection anticipates the design of A Por
trait of the Artist. But the real hero of the stories is not an indi
vidual but the city itself, a city whose geography and history and 
inhabitants are all part of a coherent vision; and in this aspect, 
Dubliners anticipates the anatomy of the modern city made by 
Joyce in Ulysses. Even Finnegans Wake, with its fabric of rumor 
and "popular" culture, may be seen as a grotesque extension of 
the world of Dubliners. 

The first aim of this volume is to provide an authoritative text 
of the stories. The text is that prepared for the Viking Compass 
edition by Robert Scholes, in consultation with Richard Ellmann, 
and it is based on a careful collation of all available sources (see 
"A Note on the Text," 225). 

The second aim of this volume is to provide a variety of per
spectives for the reader of Dubliners. Since Joyce's lengthy corre
spondence with publisher and friends concerning the attempts to 
"censor" Dubliners reveals a great deal about his aesthetic aims 
and the particular plan of the stories, we have -reprinted all the 
significant parts of that correspondence. In addition, we have pro
vided an early draft of one story, which shows the distance Joyce 
traveled in the years from 1904 to 1907. This early draft should 
give the reader a graphic sense of Joyce's direction as he reworked 
both the texture of his stories and the larger plan of the collection. 
When an early story such as "After the Race" is compared with 
"The Dead," or the first draft of "The Sisters" with the final ver
sion, it becomes obvious that the making of Dubliners was also 
the making of a style. 

In the course of half a century, Joyce's colloquialisms and local 
references have become increasingly more obscure, demanding 
more annotation than we had at first believed necessary. In the 
notes to the stories, we have tried to explain all the local allusions, 
slang terms, and Irishisms that are likely to trouble the general 
reader; we have also provided lengthier notes on the religious and 
political issues which underlie many of the stories. The notes to 
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each ·story open with a headnote summarizing useful background 
information not given elsewhere in the volume, and placing the 
story in the process of composition; for a wider view of the place 
of Dubliners in Joyce's career, the reader should turn to the "Chro
nology." Since the stories of Dubliners are embedded in a literal 
landscape which often takes on symbolic overtones, we have 
provided maps that locate the principal landmarks and line~ of 
action. 

The section on the Epiphanies attempts to clarify one of the 
most puzzling problems in any study ofJoyce's early aesthetic. But 
the question of the Epiphanies is only one of many relevant crit
ical questions, and in the "Criticism" section, we have reprinted 
essays which reflect the entire range of current critical opinion. 
Beginning with general essays on the design of Dubliners, this sec
tion moves through essays on individual stories and culminates in 
a series of essays which offer various approaches to Joyce's mas
terpiece, "The Dead." In "Topics for Discussion and Papers," we 
have suggested ways in which the reader can build upon these 
critical essays, and in the "Selected Bibliography," we have pro
vided guides for further study and research. 

During their years of writing on Joyce, the editors have accu
mulated more debts than can be formally acknowledged. However, 
we would like to give specific thanks to those involved in the mak
ing of this volume, especially Malcolm Cowley and Charles Noyes 
of The Viking Press. Their advice has made it a better book. The 
explanatory notes owe obvious debts to previous commentators on 
Dubliners, especially Marvin Magalaner and Don Gifford. We 
would also like to thank William Stowe and the Reverend Austin 
MacCurtain, S.J., for their help with some of the difficult 
annotations. 

-R.S. 
A. W.L. 

This revised edition of the Viking Critical Library Dubliners has 
given us the opportunity to eliminate some of the older critical 
essays, and to replace them with recent essays that reflect new 
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trends in critical theory. The "Selected Bibliography" has also 
been completely updated, and we are grateful to Mark Gaipa for 
his excellent work on this section of the edition. 

A. W. L. 
R. S. 
May 1995 



Chronology 

1882 James Joyce was born in Dublin on February 2, the eldest 
son of John Stanislaus Joyce, an improvident tax collec
tor, and Mary Jane Joyce. 

1884 Birth of Stanislaus Joyce. Of the ten Joyce children who 
survived infancy, Stanislaus was closest to his brother 
James. 

1888 In September, Joyce entered Clongowes Wood College, 
a Jesuit boarding school, where he remained (except for 
holidays) until June 1891. 

1891 A crucial year in Joyce's life. Financial difficulties forced 
John Joyce to withdraw James from Clongowes Wood in 
June. The death of Parnell on October 6 deeply affected 
the nine-year-old boy, who wrote a poem, "Et Tu, 
Healy," denouncing Parnell's "betrayer," Tim Healy; 
John Joyce was so pleased that he had the poem printed, 
but no copy has survived. Christmas dinner in the Joyce 
household was marred by a violent scene, later described 
in A Portrait of the Artist. 

1893 In April, Joyce entered another Jesuit school, Belvedere 
College, where he remained untill898, making a brilliant 
academic record. 
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1898 Joyce began to attend University College, Dublin, a Jesuit 
institution founded by Cardinal Newman. It was here 
that his revolt against Catholicism and provincial patri
otism took form. 

1899 In May, Joyce opposed his fellow students and refused to 
sign a letter attacking the "heresy" of Yeats's Countess 
Cathleen. 

1900 A year of literary activity. In January, Joyce read a paper, 
"Drama and Life," before the college literary society (see 
Stephen Hero); in April, his essay "Ibsen's New Drama" 
appeared in the distinguished Fortnightly Review. 

1901 Late in the year Joyce published "The Day of the Rab
blement," an essay attacking the provincialism of the 
Irish theater (originally designed for a college magazine, 
it was rejected by the Jesuit adviser). 

1902 In February, Joyce read a paper on the Irish poet James 
Clarence Mangan, claiming that Mangan had been the 
victim of narrow nationalism. 

Joyce received his degree in October, and finally de
cided to study medicine in Paris. He left Dublin in late 
November, and paused briefly in London to visit Yeats 
and investigate possible outlets for his writing. 

1903 Once in Paris, Joyce soon lost interest in medicine and 
began to write reviews for a Dublin newspaper. On April 
10, he received a telegram, MOTHER DYING COME HOME 

FATHER, and immediately returned to Dublin. His 
mother died on August 13. 

1904 Early in 1904 Joyce began work on his autobiographical 
novel with a short piece called "A Portrait of the Artist": 
this was later expanded into Stephen Hero and then recast 
to make A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man. 

The situation of the Joyce family had worsened after 
Mary Joyce's death, and James gradually withdrew from 
the family. In March, he took a job as teacher in a Dalkey 
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school, remaining there until the end of June. On June 
10, he met Nora Barnacle, and soon fell in love with her. 
Since he was opposed to marriage as an institution, and 
could not live with Nora in Dublin, Joyce decided to make 
his way in Europe. He and Nora left Dublin on October 8 
and traveled through London and Zurich to Pola, where 
Joyce began teaching English at the Berlitz School. 

During the last months of 1904, the first of the Dub-. 
liners stories were published in the Irish Homestead: the 
early version of "The Sisters" (August 13), "Eveline" 
(September 10), and "After the Race" (December 17). 
"Clay" (first called "Christmas Eve," later "Hallow Eve") 
was begun in November. 

1905 Joyce moved to Trieste in March, and a son, Giorgio, was 
born on July 27. Three months later, Joyce's younger 
brother Stanislaus joined him in Trieste. 

Meanwhile, the writing of Dubliners proceeded at a 
fast pace. "The Boarding House," "Counterparts," and 
"A Painful Case" (originally "A Painful Incident") were 
drafted by July, while "Ivy Day in the Committee Room," 
"An Encounter," "A Mother," and "Araby" were com
pleted by the end of September. "Grace" was begun in 
October, and on December 3, Joyce submitted the twelve 
stories already written to the publisher Grant Richards. 
They made a symmetrical group: Three stories of child
hood ("The Sisters," "An Encounter," "Araby"), three of 
adolescence ("The Boarding House," "After the Race," 
"Eveline"), three of mature life ("Clay," "Counterparts," 
"A Painful Case"), and a final triad dealing with the pub
lic life of Dublin ("Ivy Day," "A Mother," "Grace"). 

1906 "Two Gallants" was completed in February, and "A Lit
tle Cloud" was mailed to Grant Richards in July. Dubli
ners was accepted for publication by Grant Richards in 
February, but after a long controversy the manuscript 
was rejected in September. Joyce moved to Rome in July, 
where he worked in a bank until March of the next year. 
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1907 

1908 

1909 

Chronology 

"The Dead," which was planned in Rome, was written 
after Joyce's return to Trieste in March. 

In May, a London publisher issued Chamber Music, 
a collection of poems. 

A daughter, Lucia Anna, was born on Ji.dy 26. 
In September, Joyce began revising Stephen Hero and 

continued this work into the next year, but after finish
ing three chapters, he temporarily abandoned the manu
script. 

On August 1 Joyce traveled to Ireland for a visit. The 
next month he came back to Trieste, gained financial 
support, and returned 'to Dublin to open a cinema. 
Maunsel and Company, a Dublin publisher, had agreed 
in April to look at the manuscript of Dubliners, and by 
September, the firm had decided to publish the book the 
next spring. 

1910 Joyce returned to Trieste in January, and the cinema ven
ture soon collapsed. He corrected proofs for Dubliners·in 
June, but even as the proofs were being corrected, Maun
sel and Company began to have second thoughts. The 
firm objected to certain passages in "Ivy Day," Joyce re
fused to make changes, and the publication of the stories 
was delayed. 

1911 Negotiations dragged on, and the controversy over Dub
liners became almost an obsession with Joyce. Finally, in 

1912 July 1912, he made his last trip to Dublin, but was unable 
to arrange for publication. The sheets of Dubliners 
printed for Maunsel and Company were destroyed, and 
Joyce left Dublin in great bitterness. On the return jour
ney to Trieste, he wrote a savage broadside, Gas from a 
Burner. 

1913 Late in the year Joyce began to correspond with Ezra 
Pound; his luck was changing. 
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1914 Joyce's annus mirabilis. In January, Grant Richards ac
cepted Dubliners for the second time (offering the same 
contract as in 1906), and the stories were finally published 
in June. Serial publication of A Portrait of the Artist as a 
Young Man began in the Egoist (installments ran from 
February 1914 to September 1915). In March, Joyce be
gan drafting Ulysses, but he soon suspended work on the 
novel in order to write his play Exiles. 

1915 Exiles was completed in the spring. 
In spite of the war, Joyce was allowed to depart in 

June for neutral Switzerland. 

1916 Portrait was published in book form on December 29. 

1917 During this year Joyce underwent his first eye operation. 
By the end of 1917 he had finished drafting the first three 
episodes of Ulysses; the structure of the novel was already 
taking shape. 

1918 In March the Little Review (New York) began to serialize 
Ulysses. Exiles was published on May 25. 

1919 In October, Joyce returned to Trieste, where he taught 
English and drove Ulysses toward completion. 

1920 At the insistence of Ezra Pound, Joyce moved to Paris in 
early July. In October a complaint from the Society for 
the Suppression of Vice stopped publication of Ulysses in 
the Little Review. 

1921 This year was devoted to completing the last episodes of 
Ulysses and revising the entire work. 

1922 Ulysses was published on February 2, Joyce's fortieth 
birthday. 

1923 On March lO Joyce wrote the first pages of Finnegans 
Wake (known before publication in 1939 as Work in Prog
ress). He had been actively planning for this new work 
through several years. 
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1924 

1927-
1929 

1931 

1932 

1933 

1934 

1935-
1938 

1939 

1940 
1941 

Chronology 

The first published fragment of Finnegans Wake appeared 
in April. During the next fourteen years, Joyce was to 
publish most of Finnegans Wake in preliminary versions. 

Between April1927 and November 1929, Joyce published 
early versions of Finnegans Wake, Parts I and III, in the ex
perimental magazine transition. During the next ten years, 
several sections of Work in Progress were published as books. 

In May, the Joyces traveled to London, and on July 4, 
James and Nora Joyce were married at a registry office 
("for testamentary reasons"). 

Joyce's father died on December 29; and a grandson, 
Stephen Joyce, was born on February 15 of the next year. 
Both events affected Joyce profoundly: see his poem writ
ten at the time, "Ecce Puer." 

In March, Joyce's daughter, Lucia, suffered a nervous 
breakdown; she never recovered, and the remainder of 
Joyce's life was darkened by this event. 

Late in the year an American court ruled that Ulysses was 
not pornographic; this famous decision led to the first au
thorized American publication of the work in February of 
the next year (the first English edition was issued in 1936). 

Most of this year was spent in Switzerland, so that Joyce 
could be near Lucia (who was confined to an institution 
near Zurich) and could consult a Zurich doctor who had 
cared for his failing eyesight since 1930. 

During these years Joyce labored slowly to complete Fin
negans Wake; residence in Paris was broken by frequent 
trips through France, Switzerland, and Denmark. 

Finnegans Wake was published on May 4, but Joyce re
ceived a copy in time for his fifty-seventh birthday. 

After the fall of France, the Joyces managed to reach 
Zurich; James Joyce died there on January 13, 1941, after 
an abdominal operation. 
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THE SISTERS 

THERE was no hope for him this time: it was the third 
stroke. Night after night I had passed the house (it was vaca
tion time) and studied the lighted square of window: and night 
after night I had found it lighted in the same way, faintly and 
evenly. If he was dead, I thought, I would see the reflection of 
candles on the darkened blind for I knew that two candles 
must be set at the head of a corpse. He had often said to me: 
I am not long for this world, and I had thought his words idle. 
Now I knew they were true. Every night as I gazed up at the 
window I said ~oftly to myself the word paralysis. It had al
ways sounded strangely in my ears, like the word gnomon in 
the Euclid and the word simony in the Catechism. But now it 
sounded to me like the name of some maleficent and sinful be
ing. It filled me with fear, and yet I longed to be nearer to it 
and to look upon its deadly work. . 

Old Cotter was sitting at the fire, smoking, when I carne 
downstairs to supper. While my· aunt was ladling out my stir
about he said, as if returning to some former remark of his: 

-No, I wouldn't say he was exactly ... but there was 

9 
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something queer . . . there was something uncanny about 
him. I'll tell you my opinion. . . . 

He began to puff at his pipe, no doubt arranging his opinion 
in hi~ mind. Tiresome old fool! When we knew him first he 
used to be rather interesting, talking of faints and worms; but I 
soon grew tired of him and his endless stories about the distil
lery. 

-I have my own theory about it, he said. I think it was one 
of those ... peculiar cases .... But it's hard to say .... 

He began to puff again at his pipe without giving us his 
theory. My uncle saw me staring and said to me: 

-Well, so your old friend is gone, you'll be sorry to hear. 
-Who? said I. 
-Father Flynn. 
-Is he dead? 
-Mr Cotter here has just told us. He was passing by the 

house. 
I knew that I was under observation so I continued eating as 

if the news had not interested me. My uncle explained to old 
Cotter. 

-The youngster and he were great friends. The old chap 
taught him a great deal, mind you; and they say he had a great 
wish for him. 

-God have mercy on his soul, said my aunt piously. 
Old Cotter looked at me for a while. I felt that his little 

beady black eyes were examining me but I would not satisfy 
him by looking up from my plate. He returned to his pipe and 
finally spat rudely into the grate. 

-1 wouldn't like children of mine, he said, to have too much 
to say to a man like that. 

-How do you mean, Mr Cotter? asked my aunt. 
-What I mean is, said old Cotter, it's bad for children. 

My idea is: let a young lad run about and play with young 
lads of his own age and not be . . . Am I right, Jack? 



The Sisters • II 
-That's my principle, too, said my uncle. Let him learn 

to box his comer. That's what I'm always saying to that Rosi
crucian there: take exercise. Why, when I was a nipper every 
morning of my life I had a cold bath, winter and summer. 
And that's what stands to me now. Education is all very fine 
and large. . . . Mr Cotter might take a pick of that leg of 
mutton, he added to my aunt. · 

-No, no, not for me, said old Cotter. 
My aunt brought the dish from the safe and laid it on the 

table. 
-But why do you think it's not good for children, Mr Cot

ter? she asked. 
-It's bad for children, said old Cotter, because their minds 

are so impressionable. When children see things like that, you 
know, it has an effect. . . . 

I crammed my mouth with stirabout for fear I might give 
utterance to my anger. Tiresome old red-nosed imbecile! 

It was late when I fell asleep. Though I was angry with old 
Cotter for alluding to me as a child I puzzled my head to ex
tract meaning from his unfinished sentences. In the dark of my 
room I imagined that I saw again the heavy grey face of the 
paralytic. I drew the blankets over my head and tried to think 
of Christmas. But the grey face still followed me. It murmured; 
and I understood that it desired to confess something. I felt my 
soul receding into some pleasant and vicious region; and there 
again I found it waiting for me. It began to confess to me in 
a murmuring voice and I wondered why it smiled continually 
and why the lips were so moist with spittle. But then I remem
bered that it had died of paralysis and I felt that I too was smil
ing feebly as if to absolve the simoniac of his sin. 

The next morning after breakfast I went down to look at the 
little house in Great Britain Street. It was an unassuming shop, 
registered under the vague name of Drapery .. The drapery 
consisted mainly of children's bootees and umbrellas; and on 



u • DubUners 

ordinary days a notice used to hang in the window, saying: 
Umbrellas Re-cowred. No notice was visible now for the shut
ters were up. A crape bouquet was tied to the door-knocker 
with ribbon. Two poor women and a telegram boy were read
ing the card pinned on the crape. I also approached and read: 

July 1st, 1895 
The Rev. James Flynn (formerly of S. Catherine's Church, 

Meath Street), aged sixty-five years. 
R.I.P. 

The reading of the card persuaded me that he was dead 
and I was disturbed to find myself at check. Had he not been 
dead I would have gone into the little dark room behind the 
shop to find him sitting in his arm-chair by the fire, nearly 
smothered in his great-coat. Perhaps my aunt would have 
given me a packet of High Toast for him and this present would 
have roused him from his stupefied doze. It was always I who 
emptied the packet into his black snuff-box for his hands trem
bled too much to allow him to do this without spilling half 
the snuff about the floor. Even as he raised his large trembling 
hand to his nose little clouds of smoke dribbled through his 
fingers over the front of his coat. It may have been these con
stant showers of snuff which gave his ancient priestly garments 
their green faded look for the red handkerchief, blackened, as 
it always was, with the snuff-stains of a week, with which he 
tried to brush away the fallen grains, was quite inefficacious. 

I wished to go in and look at him but I had not the courage 
to knock. I walked away slowly along the sunny side of the 
street, reading all the theatrical advertisements in the shop
windows as I went. I found it strange that neither I nor the day 
seemed in a mourning mood and I felt even annoyed at dis
covering in myself a sensation of freedom as if I had been 
freed from something by his death. I wondered at this for, as 
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my uncle had said the night before, he had taught me a great 
deal. He had studied in the Irish college in Rome and he had 
taught me to pronounce Latin properly. He had told me stories 
about the catacombs and about Napoleon Bonaparte, and he 
had explained to me the meaning of the different ceremonies 
of the Mass and of the different vestments worn by the priest. 
Sometimes he had amused himself by putting difficult questions 
to me, asking me what one should do in certain circumstances 
or whether such and such sins were mortal or venial or only 
imperfec_tions. His questions showed me how complex and mys
terious were certain institutions of the Church which I had al
ways regarded as the simplest acts. The duties of the priest to
wards the Eucharist and towards the secrecy of the confes
sional seemed su grave to me that I wondered how anybody 
had ever found in himself the courage to undertake them; and 
I was not surprised when he told me that the fathers of the 
Church had written books as thick as the Post Office Direc
tory and as closely printed as the law notices in the newspaper, 
elucidating all these intricate questions. Often when I thought 
of this I could make no answer or only a very foolish and halt
ing one upon which he used to smile and nod his head twice or 
thrice. Sometimes he used to put me through the responses of 
the Mass which he had made me learn by heart; and, as I pat
tered, he used to smile pensively and nod his head, now and 
then pushing huge pinches of snuff up each nostril alternately. 
When he smiled he used to uncover his big discoloured teeth 
and let his tongue lie upon his lower lip-a habit which had 
made me feel uneasy in the beginning of our acquaintance be
fore I knew him well. 

As I walked along in the sun I remembered old Cotter's 
words and tried to remember what had happened afterwards 
in the dream. I remembered that I had noticed long velvet cur
tains and a swinging lamp of antique fashion. I felt that I had 
been very far away, in some land where the customs were 
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strange-in Persia, I thought. . . . But I could not remember 
the end of the dream. 

In the evening my aunt took me with her to visit the house 
of mourning. It was after sunset; but the window-panes of the 
houses that looked to the west reflected the tawny gold of a 
great bank of clouds. Nannie received us in the hall; and, as it 
would have been unseemly to have shouted at her, my aunt 
shook hands with her for all. The old woman pointed upwards 
interrogatively and, on t:nY aunt's nodding, proceeded to toil 
up the narrow staircase before us, her bowed head being 
scarcely above the level of the banister-rail. At the first land
ing she stopped and beckoned us forward encouragingly to
wards the open door of the dead-room. My aunt went in and 
the old woman, seeing that I hesitated to enter, began to beckon 
to me again repeatedly with her hand. 

I went in on tiptoe. The room through the lace end of the 
blind was suffused with dusky golden light amid which the 
candles looked like pale thin flames. He had been coffined. 
Nannie gave the lead and we three knelt down at the foot of 
the bed. I pretended to pray but I could not gather my 
thoughts because the old woman's mutterings distracted me. I 
noticed how clumsily her skirt was hooked at the back and 
how the heels of her cloth boots were trodden down all to one 
side. The fancy came to me that the old priest was smiling as 
he lay there in his coffin. 

But no. When we rose and went up to the head of the bed I 
saw that he was not smiling. There he lay, solemn and copious, 
vested as for the altar, his large hands loosely retaining a chal
ice. His face was very truculent, grey and massive, with black 
cavernous nostrils and circled by a scanty white fur. There 
was a heavy odour in the room-the flowers. 

We blessed ourselves and came away. In the little room 
downstairs we found Eliza seated in his arm-chair in state. I 
groped my way towards my usual chair in the corner while 
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Nannie went to the sideboard and brought out a decanter of 
sherry and some wine-glasses. She set t~ese on the table and 
invited us to take a little glass of wine. Then, at her sister's 
bidding, she poured out the sherry into the glasses and passed 
them to us. She pressed me to take some cream crackers also 
hut I declined because I thought I would make too much noise 
eating them. She seemed to be somewhat disappointed at my re
fusal and went over quietly to the sofa where she sat down be
hind her sister. No one spoke: we all gazed at the empty fire
place. 

My aunt waited until Eliza sighed and then said: 
-Ah, well, he's gone to a better world. 
Eliza sighed again and bowed hei" head in assent. My aunt 

fingered the stem of her wine-glass before sipping a little. 
-Did he ... peacefully? she asked. 
-0, quite peacefully, ma'am, said Eliza. You couldn't tell 

when the breath went out of him. He had a beautiful death, 
God be praised. 

-And everything . . . ? 
-Father O'Rourke was in with him a Tuesday and anointed 

him and prepared him and all. 
-He knew then? 
-He was quite resigned. 
-He looks quite resigned, said my aunt. 
-That's what the woman we had in to wash him said. She 

said he just looked as if he was asleep, he looked that peaceful 
and resigned. No one would think he'd make such a beautiful 
corpse. 

-Yes, indeed, said my aunt. 
She sipped a little more from her glass and said: 
-Well, Miss Flynn, at any rate it must be a great comfort 

for you to know that you did all you could for him. You 
were both very kind to him, I must say. 

Eliza smoothed her dress over her knees. 
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-Ah, poor James! she said. God knows we done all we 
could, as poor as we are-we wouldn't see him want anything 
while he was in it. 

Nannie had leaned her head against the sofa-pillow and 
seemed about to fall asleep. 

-There's poor Nannie, said Eliza, looking at her, she's wore 
out. All the work we had, she and me, getting in the woman to 
wash him and then laying him out and then the coffin and 
then arranging about the Mass in the chapel. Only for Father 
O'Rourke I don't know what we'd have done at all. It was him 
brought us all them flowers and them two candlesticks out of 
the chapel and wrote out the notice for the Freeman's General 
and took charge of all the papers for the cemetery and poor 
James's insurance. 

-Wasn't that good of him? said my aunt. 
Eliza closed her eyes and shook her head slowly. 
-Ah, there's no friends like the old friends, she said, when 

all is said and done, no friends that a body can trust. , 
-Indeed, that's true, said my aunt. And I'm sure now that 

he's gone to his eternal reward he won't forget you and all your 
kindness to him. 

-Ah, poor James! said Eliza. He was no great trouble to us. 
You wouldn't hear him in the house any more than now. Still, 
I know he's gone and all to that. . . . 

-It's when it's all over that you'll· miss him, said my aunt. 
-1 know that, said Eliza. I won't be bringing him in his 

cup of beef-tea any more, nor you, ma'am, sending him his 
snuff. Ah, poor James! 

She stopped, as if she were communing with the past and 
then said shrewdly: 

-Mind you, I noticed there was something queer coming 
over him latterly. Whenever I'd bring in his soup to him there 
I'd find him with his breviary fallen to the floor, lying back in 
the chair and his mouth open. 
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She laid a finger against her nose and frowned: then she 
continued: 

-But still and all he kept on saying that before the summer 
was over he'd go out for a drive one fine day just to see the 
old house again where we were all born down in Irishtown and 
take me and Nannie with him. If we could only get one of them 
new-fangled carriages that makes no noise that Father 
O'Rourke told him about-them with the rheumatic wheels 
-for the day cheap, he said, at johnny Rush's over the way 
there and drive out the three of us together of a Sunday eve
ning. He had his mind set on that. . .. Poor James! 

-The Lord have mercy on his soul! said my aunt. 
Eliza took out her handkerchief and wiped her eyes with it. 

Then she put it back again in her pocket and gazed into the 
empty grate for some time without speaking. 

-He was too scrupulous always, she said. The duties of 
the priesthood was too much for him. And then his life was, 
you might say, crossed. 

-Yes, said my aunt. He was a disappointed man. You could 
see that. · 

A silence took possession of the little room and, under cover 
of it, I approached the table and tasted my sherry and then re
turned quietly to my chair in the corner. Eliza seemed to have 
fallen into a deep revery. We waited respectfully for her to 
break the silence: and after a long pause she said slowly: 

-It was that chalice he broke. . . . That was the beginning 
of it. Of course, they say it was all right, that it contained noth
ing, I mean. But still. . . . They say it was the boy's fault. 
But poor James was so nervous, God be merciful to him! 

-And was that it? said my aunt. I heard something. . . . 
Eliza nodded. 
-That affected his mind, she said. After that he began to 

mope by himself, talking to no one and wandering about by 
himself. So one night he was wanted for to go on a call and they 
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couldn't find him anywhere. They looked high up and low 
down; and still they couldn't see a sight of him anywhere. So 
then the clerk suggested to try the chapel. So then they got 
the keys and opened the chapel and the clerk and Father 
O'Rourke and another priest that was there brought in a light 
for to look for him .... And what do you think but there he 
was, sitting up by himself in the dark in his confession-box, 
wide-awake and laughing-like softly to himself? 

She stopped suddenly as if to listen. I too listened; but there 
was no sound in the house: and I knew that the old priest was 
lying still in his coffin as we had seen him, solemn and trucu
lent in death, an idle chalice on his breast. 

Eliza resumed: 
-Wide-awake and laughing-like to himself .... So then, 

of course, when they saw that, that made them think that there 
was something gone wrong with him. . . . 



AN ENCOUNTER 

lr was Joe Dillon who introduced the Wild West to us .. He 
had a little library made up of old numbers of The Union Jack, 
Pluck and The Halfpenny Marvel. Every evening after school 
we met in his back garden ·and arranged Indian battles. He and 
his fat young brother Leo the idler held the loft of the stable 
while we tried to carry it by storm; or we fought a pitched 
battle on the grass. But, however well we fought, we never won 
siege or battle and all our bouts ended with Joe Dillon's war 
dance of victory. His parents went to eight-o'clock mass every 
morning in Gardiner Street and the peaceful odour of Mrs Dil
lon was prevalent in the hall of the house. But he played too 
fiercely for us who were younger and more timid. He looked 
like some kind of an Indian when he capered round the garden, 
an old tea-cosy on his head, beating a tin with his fist and yell
ing: 

- Y a! yaka, yaka, yaka! 
Everyone was incredulous when it was reported that he 

had a vocation for the priesthood. Nevertheless it was true. 

19 
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A spirit of unruliness diffused itself among us and, under 
its influence, differences of culture and constitution were 
waived. We banded ourselves together, some boldly, some in 
jest and some almost in fear: and of the number of these latter, 
the reluctant Indians who were afraid to seem studious or lack
ing in robustness, I was one. The adventures related in the lit
erature of the Wild West were remote from my nature but, at 
least, they opened doors of escape. I liked better some Ameri
can detective stories which were traversed from time to time 
by unkempt fierce and beautiful girls. Though there was 
nothing wrong in these stories and though their intention was 
sometimes literary they were circulated secretly at school. 
One day when Father Butler was hearing the four pages of Ro
man History clumsy Leo Dillon was discovered with a copy of 
The Halfpenny Marvel. 

-This page or this page? This page? Now, Dillon, up! 
Hardly bad the day ... Go on! What day? Hardly bad the 
day dtl'Wned . . . Have you studied it? What have you there 
in your pocket? 

Everyone's heart palpitated as Leo Dillon handed up the pa
per' and everyone assumed an innocent face. Father Butler 
turned over the pages, frowning. 

-What is this rubbish? he said. The Apache Chief! Is this 
what you read instead of studying your Roman History? Let 
me not find any more of this wretched stuff in this college. The 
man who wrote it, I suppose, was some wretched scribbler that 
writes these things for a drink. I'm surprised at boys like you, 
educated, reading such stuff. I could understand it if you were 
... National School boys. Now, Dillon, I advise you strongly, 
get at your work or . . . 

This rebuke during the sober hours of school paled much 
of the glory of the Wild West for me and the confused puffy 
face of Leo Dillon awakened one of my consciences. But when 
the restraining intluence of the school was at a distance I be-
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gan to hunger again for wild sensations, for the escape which 
those chronicles of disorder alone seemed to offer me. The 
mimic warfare of the evening became at last as wearisome to 
me as the routine of school in the morning because I wanted 
real adventures to happen to myself. But real adventures, I re
flected, do not happen to people who remain at home: they 
must be sought abroad. 

The summer holidays were· near at hand when I made up 
my mind to break out of the weariness of school-life for one 
day at least. With Leo Dillon and a boy named Mahony I 
planned a day's miching. Each of us saved up sixpence. We 
were to meet at ten in the morning on the Canal Bridge. Ma
hony's big sister was to write an excuse for him and Leo Dillon 
was to tell his brother to say he was sick. We arranged to -go 
along the Wharf Road until we came to the ships, then to cross 
in the ferryboat and walk out to see the Pigeon House. Leo 
Dillon· was afraid we might meet Father Butler or someone 
out of the college; but Mahony asked, very sensibly, what 
would Father Butler be doing out at the Pigeon House. We 
were reassured: and I brought the first stage of the plot to an 
end by collecting sixpence from the other two, at the same 
time showing them my own sixpence. When we were making 
the last arrangements on the eve we were all vaguely excited. 
We shook hands, laughing, and Mahony said: 

-Till to-morrow, mates. 
That night I slept badly. In the morning I was firstcomer 

to the bridge as I lived nearest. I hid my books in the long 
grass near the ashpit at the end of the garden where nobody 
ever came and hurried along the canal bank. It was a mild 
sunny morning in the first week of June. I sat up on the coping 
of the bridge admiring my frail canvas shoes which I had dili
gently pipeclayed overnight and watching the docile horses 
pulling a tramload of business people up the hill. All the 
branches of the tall trees which lined the mall were gay with 
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little light green leaves and the sunlight slanted through them 
on to the water. The granite stone of the bridge was beginning 
to be warm and I began to pat it with my hands in time to an 
air in my head. I was very happy. 

When I had been sitting there for five or ten minutes I saw 
Mahony's grey suit approaching. He came up the hill, smil
ing, and clambered up beside me on the bridge. While we were 
waiting he brought out the catapult which bulged from his 
inner pocket and explained some improvements which he had 
made in it. I asked him why he had brought it and he told me he 
had brought it to have some gas with the birds. Mahony used 
slang freely, and spoke of Father Butler as Bunsen Burner. We 
waited on for a quarter of an hour more but still there was no 
sign of Leo Dillon. Mahony, at last, jumped down and said: 

-Come along. I knew Fatty'd funk it. 
-And his sixpence . . . ? I said. 
-That's forfeit, said Mahony. And so much the better for 

us-a bob and a tanner instead of a bob. 
We walked along the North Strand Road till we came to the 

Vitriol Works and then turned to the right along the Wharf 
Road. Mahony began to play the Indian as soon as we were out 
of public sight. He chased a crowd of ragged girls, brandishing 
his unloaded catapult and, when two ragged boys began, out 
of chivalry, to fling stones at us, he proposed that we should 
charge them. I objected that the boys were too small, and so 
we walked on, the ragged troop screaming after us: Swaddlers! 
Swaddlers! thinking that we were Protestants because Ma
hony, who was dark-complexioned, wore the silver badge of a 
cricket club in his cap. When we came to the Smoothing Iron 
we arranged a siege; but it was a failure because you must have 
at least three. We revenged ourselves on Leo Dillon by saying 
what a funk he was- and guessing how many he would get at 
three o'clock from Mr Ryan. 

We came then near the river. We spent a long time walking 
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about the noisy streets flanked by high stone walls, watch
ing the working of cranes and engines and often being shouted 
at for our immobility by the drivers of groaning cans. It was 
noon when we reached the quays and, as all the labourers 
seemed to be eating their lunches, we bought two big currant 
buns and sat down to eat them on some metal piping beside 
the river. We pleased ourselves with the spectacle of Dublin's 
commerce-the barges signalled from far away by their curls 
of woolly smoke, the brown fishing fleet beyond Ringsend, 
the big white sailing-vessel which was being discharged on the 
opposite quay. Mahony said it would be right skit to run away 
to sea on one of those big ships and even I, looking at the high 
masts, saw, or imagined, the geography which had been scan
tily dosed to me at school graduaJly taking substance under 
my eyes. School and home seemed to recede from us and their 
influences upon us seemed to wane. 

We crossed the Liffey in the ferryboat, paying our toll to be 
transported in the company of two labourers and a little Jew 
with a bag. We were serious to the point of solemnity, but once 
during the short voyage our eyes met and we laughed. When 
we landed we watched the discharging of the graceful three
master which we had observed from the other quay. Some by
stander said that she was a Norwegian vessel. I went to the 
stern and tried to decipher the legend upon it but, failing to do 
so, I came back and examined the foreign sailors to see had any 
of them green eyes for I had some confused notion. . . . The 
sailors' eyes were blue and grey and even black. The only 
sailor whose eyes could have been caJled green was a tall man 
who amused the crowd on the quay by caWing out cheerfully 
every time the planks fell: 

-All right! All right! 
When we were tired of this sight we wandered slowly into 

Ringsend. The day had grown sultry, and in the windows 
of the grocers' shops musty biscuits lay bleaching. We bought 
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some biscuits and chocolate which we ate sedulously as we 
wandered through the squalid streets where the families of the 
fishermen live. We could find no dairy and so we went into a 
huckster's shop and bought a bottle of raspberry lemonade 
each. Refreshed by this, Mahony chased a cat down a lane, but 
the cat escaped into a wide field. We both felt rather tired and 
when we reached the field we made at once for a sloping bank 
over the ridge of which we could see the Dodder. 

It was too late and we were too tired to carry out our project 
of visiting the Pigeon House. We had to be home before four 
o'clock lest our adventure should be discovered. Mahony 
looked regretfully at his catapult and I had to suggest going 
home by train before he regained any cheerfulness. The sun 
went in behind some clouds and left us to our jaded thoughts 
and the crumbs of our provisions. 

There was nobody but ourselves in the field. When we had 
lain on the bank for some time without speaking I saw a man 
approaching from the far end of the field. I watched him la
zily as I chewed one of those green stems on which girls tell 
fonunes. He came along by the bank slowly. He walked with 
one hand upon his hip and in the other hand he held a stick 
with which he tapped the turf lightly. He was shabbily dressed 
in a suit of greenish-black and wore what we used to call a 
jerry hat with a high crown. He seemed to be fairly old for his 
moustache was ashen-grey. When he passed at ()Ur feet he 
glanced up at us quickly and then continued his way. We fol
lowed him with our eyes and saw that when he had gone on 
for perhaps fifty paces he turned about and began to retrace 
his steps. He walkled towards us very slowly, always tapping 
the ground with his stick, so slowly that I thought he was look
ing for something in the grass. 

He stopped when he came level with us and bade us good
day. We answered him and he sat down beside us on the slope 
slowly and with great care. He began to talk of the weather, 
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saying that it would be a very hot summer and adding that the 
seasons had changed greatly since he was a boy-a long time 
ago. He said that the happiest time of one's life was undoubt
edly one's schoolboy days and that he would give anything to 
be young again. While he expressed these sentiments which 
bored us a little we kept silent. Then he began to talk of school 
and of books. He asked us whether we had read the poetry 
of Thomas Moore or the works of Sir Walter Scott and Lord 
Lytton. I pretended that I had read every book he mentioned 
so that in the end he said: 

-Ah, I can see you are a bookworm like myself. Now, he 
added, pointing to Mahony who was regarding us with open 
eyes, he is different; he goes in for games. 

He said he had all Sir Walter Scott's works and all Lord Lyt
ton's works at home and never tired of reading· them. Of 
course, he said, there were some of Lord Lytton's works which 
boys couldn't read. Mahony asked why couldn't boys read them 
-a question which agitated and pained me because I was afraid 
the man would think I was as stupid as Mahony. The man, how
ever, only smiled. I saw that he had great gaps in his mouth 
between his yellow teeth. Then he asked us which of us had 
the most sweethearts. Mahony mentioned lightly that he had 
three totties. The man asked me how many had I. I answered 
that I had none. He did not believe me and said he was sure I 
must have one. I was silent. 

-Tell us, said Mahony pertly to the man, how many have 
you yourself? 

The man smiled as before and said that when he was our age 
he had lots of sweethearts. 

-Every boy, he said, has a little sweetheart. 
His attitude on this point struck me as strangely liberal in 

a man of his age. In my heart I thought that what he said about 
boys and sweethearts was reasonable. But I disliked the words 
in his mouth and I wondered why he shivered once or twice as 
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if he feared something or felt a sudden chill. As he proceeded 
I noticed that his accent was good. He began to speak to us 
about girls, saying what nice soft hair they had and how soft 
their hands were and how all girls were not so gaod as they 
seemed to be if one only knew. There was nothing he liked, he 
said, so much as looking at a nice young girl, at her nice white 
hands and her beautjful soft hair. He gave me the impression 
that he was repeating something which he had learned by heart 
or that, magnetised by some words of his own speech, his 
mind was slowly circling round and round in the same orbit. 
At times he spoke as if he were simply alluding to some fact 
that everybody knew, and at times he lowered his voice and 
spoke mysteriously as if he were telling us something secret 
which he did not wish others to overhear. He repeated his 
phrases over and over again, varying them and surrounding 
them with his monotonous voice. I continued to gaze towards 
the foot of the slope, listening to him. 

After a long while his monologue paused. He stood up 
slowly, saying that he had to leave us for a minute or so, a few 
minutes, and, without changing the direction of my gaze, I 
saw him walking slowly away from us towards the near end 
of the field. We remained silent when he had gone. After a si
lence of a few minutes I heard Mahony exclaim: 

-I say! Look what he's doing! 
As I neither answered nor raised my eyes Mahony exclaimed 

again: 
-1 say . . . He's a queer old josser! 
:....In case he asks us for our names, I said, let you be Murphy 

and I'll be Smith. 
We said nothing further to each other. I was still considering 

whether I would go away or not when the man came back and 
sat down beside us again. Hardly had he sat down when Ma
hony, catching sight of the cat which had escaped him, sprang 
up and pursued her across the field. The man and I watched 
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the chase. The cat escaped once more and Mahony began to 
throw stones at the wall she had escaladed. Desisting from this, 
he began to wander about the far end of the field, aimlessly. 

After an interval the man spoke to me. He said that my 
friend was a very rough boy and asked did he get whipped 
often at school. I was going to reply indignantly that we were 
not National School boys to be whipped, as he called it; but I re
mained silent. He began to speak on the subject of chastising 
boys. His mind, as if magnetised again by his speech, seemed 
to circle slowly round and round its new centre. He said that 
when boys were that kind they ought to be whipped and well 
whipped. When a boy was rough and unruly there was nothing 
would do him any good but a good sound whipping. A slap 
on the hand or a box on the ear was no good: what he wanted 
was to get a nice warm whipping. I was surprised at this senti
ment and involuntarily glanced up at his face. As I did so I 
met the gaze of a pair of bottle-green eyes peering at me from 
under a twitching forehead. I turned my eyes away again. 

The man continued his monologue. He seemed to have for
gotten his recent liberalism. He said that if ever he found a 
boy talking to girls or having a girl for a sweetheart he would 
whip him and whip him; and that would. teach him not to be 
tlllking to girls. And if a boy had a girl for a sweetheart and 
told lies about it then he would give him such a whipping as no 
boy ever got in this world. He said that there was nothing in 
this world he would like so well as that. He described to me 
how he would whip such a boy as if he were unfolding some 
elaborate mystery. He would love that, he said, better than 
anything in this world; and his voice, as he led me monoto
nously through the mystery, grew almost affectionate and 
seemed to plead with me that I should understand him. 

I waited till his monologue paused again. Then I stood up 
abruptly. Lest I should betray my agitation I delayed a few 
moments pretending to fix my shoe properly and then, saying 
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that I was obliged to go, I bade him good-day. I went up the 
slope calmly but my heart was beating quickly with fear that 
he would seize me by the ankles. When I reached the top of the 
slope I turned round and, without looking at him, called loudly 
across the field: 

-Murphy! 
My voice had an accent of forced bravery in it and I was 

ashamed of my paltry stratagem. I had to call the name again 
before Mahony saw me and hallooed in answer. How my heart 
beat as he came running across the field to me! He ran as if 
to bring me aid. And I was penitent; for in my heart I had al
ways despised him a little. 



ARABY 

NORTH RICHMOND STREET, being blind, was a quiet street 
except at the hour when the Christian Brothers' School set the 
boys free. An uninhabited house of two storeys stood at the 
blind end, detached from its neighbours in a square ground. 
The other houses of the street, conscious of decent lives within 
them, gazed at one another with brown imperturbable faces. 

The former tenant of our house, a priest, had died in the 
back drawing-room. Air, musty from having been long en
closed, hung in all the rooms, and the waste room behind the 
kitchen was littered with old useless papers. Among these I 
found a few paper-covered books, the pages of which were 
curled and damp: The Abbot, by Walter Scott, The De
vout Communicant and The Memoirs of Vidocq. I liked the 
last best because its leaves were yellow. The wild garden be
hind the house contained a central apple-tree and a few strag
gling bushes under one of which I found the late tenant's 
rusty bicycle-pump. He had been a very charitable priest; in 
his will 'he had left all his money to institutions and the furni
ture of his house to his sister. 
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When the short days of winter came dusk fell before we 
had well eaten our dinners. When we met in the street the 
houses had grown sombre. The space of sky above us was the 
colour of ever-changing violet and towards it the lamps of the 
street lifted their feeble lanterns. The cold air stung us and we 
played till our bodies glowed. Our shouts echoed in the silent 
street. The career of our play brought us through the dark 
muddy lanes behind the houses where we ran the gantlet of 
the rough tribes from the cottages, to the back doors of the 
dark dripping gardens where odours arose from the ashpits, 
to the dark odorous stables where a coachman smoothed and 
combed the horse or shook music from the buckled harness. 
When we returned to the street light from the kitchen win
dows had filled the areas. If my uncle was seen turning the cor
ner we hid in the shadow until we had seen him safely housed. 
Or if Mangan's sister came out on the doorstep to call her 
brother in to his tea we watched her from our shadow peer 
up and down the street. We waited to see whether she would 
remain or go in and, if she remained, we left our shadow and 
walked up to Mangan's steps resignedly. She was waiting for 
us, her figure defined by the light from the half-opened door. 
Her brother always teased her before he obeyed and I stood 
by the railings looking at her. Her dress swung as she moved 
her body and the soft rope of her hair tossed from side to side. 

Every morning I lay on the floor in the front parlour watch
ing her door. The blind was pulled down to within an inch of 
the sash so that I could not be seen. When she came out on 
the doorstep my heart leaped. I ran to the hall, seized my books 
and followed her. I kept her brown figure always in my eye 
and, when we came near the point at which our ways diverged, 
I quickened my pace and passed her. This happened morning 
after morning. I had never spoken to her, except for a few cas
ual words, and yet her name was like a summons to all my fool
ish blood. 
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Her image accompanied me even in places the most hostile 
to romance. On Saturday evenings when my aunt went market
ing I had to go to carry some .of the parcels. We walked 
through the flaring streets, jostled by drunken men and bar
gaining women, amid the curses of labourers, the shrill litanies 
of shop-boys who stood on guard by the barrels of pigs' 
cheeks, the nasal chanting of street-singers, who sang a come
all-you about O'Donovan Rossa, or a ballad about the troubles 
in our native land. These noises converged in a single sensa
tion of life for me: I imagined that I bore my chalice safely 
through a throng of foes. Her name sprang to my lips at mo
ments in strange prayers and praises which I myself did not 
understand. My eyes were often full of tears (I could not tell 
why) and at times a flood from my heart seemed to pour itself 
out into my bosom. I thought little of the future. I did not 
know whether I would ever speak to her or not or, if I spoke to 
her, how I could tell her of my confused adoration. But my 
body was like a harp and her words and gestures were like fin
gers running upon the wires. 

One evening I went into the back drawing-room in which 
the priest had died. It was a dark rainy evening and there was 
no sound in the house. Through one of the broken panes I 
heard the rain impinge upon the earth, the fine incessant nee
dles of water playing in the sodden beds. Some distant lamp 
or lighted window gleamed below me. I was thankful that I 
could see so little. All my senses seemed to desire to veil them
selves and, feeling that I was about to slip from them, I pressed 
the palms of my hands together until they trembled, mur
muring: 0 love! 0 love! many times. 

At last she spoke to me. When she addressed the first words 
to me I was so confused that I did not know what to answer. 
She asked me was I going to Araby. I forget whether I an
swered yes or no. It would be a splendid bazaar, she said; she 
would love to go. 
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-And why can't you? I asked. 
While she spoke she turned a silver bracelet round and round 

her wrist. She could not go, she said, because there would be a re
treat that week in her convent. Her brother and two other boys 
were fighting for their caps and I was alone at the railings. She 
held one of the spikes, bowing her head towards me. The light 
from the lamp opposite our door caught the white curve of her 
neck, lit up her hair that rested there and, falling, lit up the hand 
upon the railing. It fell over one side of her dress and caught 
the white border of a petticoat, just visible as she stood at ease. 

-It's well for you, she said. 
-If I go, I said, I will bring you something. 
What innumerable follies laid waste my waking and sleeping 

thoughts after that evening! I wished to annihilate the tedious 
intervening days. I chafed against the work of school. At night 
in my bedroom and by day in the classroom her image came 
between me and the page I strove to read. The syllables of the 
word Araby were called to me through the silence in which 
my soul luxuriated and cast an Eastern enchantment over me. I 
asked for leave to go to the bazaar on Saturday night. My aunt 
was surprised and hoped it was not some Freemason affair. I 
answered few questions in class. I watched my master's face 
pass from amiability to sternness; he hoped I was not beginning 
to idle. I could not call my wandering thoughts together. I had 
hardly any patience with the serious work of life which, now 
that it stood between me and my desire, seemed to me child's 
play, ugly monotonous child's play. 

On Saturday morning I reminded my uncle that I wished 
to go to the bazaar in the evening. He was fussing at the hall
stand, looking for the hat-brush, and answered me curtly: 

-Yes, boy, I know. 
As he was in the hall I could not go into the front parlour 

and lie at the window. I left the house in bad humour and 
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walked slowly towards the school. The air was pitilessly raw 
and already my heart misgave me. 

When I came home to dinner my uncle had not yet been 
home. Still it was early. I sat staring at the clock for some time 
and, when its ticking began to irritate me, I left the rodm. I 
mounted the staircase and gained the upper part of the 
house. The high cold empty gloomy rooms liberated me and 
I went from room to room singing. From the front window I 
saw my companions playing below in the street. Their cries 
reached me weakened and indistinct and, leaning my forehead 
against the cool glass, I looked over at the dark house where she 
lived. I may have stood there for an hour, seeing nothing but 
the brown-clad figure cast by my imagination, touched dis
creetly by the lamplight at the curved neck, at the hand upon 
the railings and at the border below the dress. 

When I came downstairs again I found Mrs Mercer sitting at 
the fire. She was an old garrulous woman, a pawnbroker's 
widow, who collected used stamps for some pious purpose. I 
had to endure the gossip of the tea-table. The meal was pro-

, longed beyond an hour and still my uncle did not come. Mrs 
Mercer stood up to go: she was sorry she couldn't wait any 
longer, but it was after eight o'clock and she did not like to be 
out late, as the night air was bad for her. When she had gone I 
began to walk up and down the room, clenching my fists. My 
aunt said: 

-I'm afraid you may put off your bazaar for this night of 
Our Lord. 

At nine o'clock I heard my uncle's latchkey in the halldoor. 
I heard him talking to himself and heard the hallstand rocking 
when it had received the weight of his overcoat. I could inter
pret these signs. When he was midway through his dinner I 
asked him to give me the money to go to the bazaar. He had 
forgotten. 
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-The people are in bed and after their first sleep now, he 
said. · 

I did not smile. My aunt said to him energetically: 
-Can't you give him the money and let him go? You've 

kept ·him late enough as it is. 
My uncle said he was very sorry he had forgotten. He said 

he believed in the old saying: All work and no play makes 
Jack a dull boy. He asked me where I was going and, when I 
had told him a second time he asked me did I know The 
Arab's Farewell to his Steed. When I left the kitchen he was 
about to recite the opening lines of the piece to my aunt. 

I h~ld a florin tightly in my hand as I strode down Bucking
ham Street towards the station. The sight of the streets 
thronged with buyers and glaring with gas recalled to me the 
purpose of my journey. I took my seat in a third-class car
riage of a deserted' train. After an intolerable delay the train 
moved out of the station slowly. It crept onward among ruin
ous houses and over the twinkling river. At Westland Row Sta
tion a crowd of people pressed to the carriage doors; but the 
porters moved them back, saying that it was a special train for 
the bazaar. I remained alone in the bare carriage. In a few 
minutes the train drew up beside an improvised wooden plat
form. I passed out on to the road and saw by the lighted dial of 
a clock that it was ten minutes to ten. In front of me was a 
large building which displayed the magical name. 

I could not find any sixpenny entrance and, fearing that the 
bazaar would be closed, I passed in quickly through a turnstile, 
handing a shilling to a weary-lookirJ man. I found myself in 
a big hall girdled at half its height by a gallery. Nearly all the 
stalls were closed and the greater part of the hall was in dark
ness. I recognised a silence like that which. pervades a church 
after a service. I walked into the centre of the bazaar timidly. 
A few people were gathered about the stalls which were still 
open. Before a curtain, over which the words Cafe Cbantant 
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were written in coloured lamps, two men were counting 
money on a salver. I listened to the fall of the coins. 

Remembering with difficulty why I had come I went over 
to one of the stalls and examined porcelain vases and flowe~ed 
tea-sets. At the door of the stall a young lady was talking and 
laughing with two young gentlemen. I remarked their English 
accents and listened vaguely to their conversation. 

-0, I never said such a thing! 
-0, but you did! 
-0, but I didn't! 
-Didn't she say that? 
-Yes. I heard her. 
-0, there's a . . . fib! 
Observing me the young lady came over and asked me did 

I wish to buy anything. The tone of her voice was not en
couraging; she seemed to have spoken to me out of a sense of 
duty. I looked humbly at the great jars that stood like eastern 
guards at either side of the dark entrance to the stall and mur
mured: 

-No, thank you. 
The young lady changed the position of one of the vases 

and went back to the two young men. They began to talk of 
. the same subject. Once or twice the young lady glanced at 
me over her shoulder. 

I lingered before her stall, though I knew my stay was use
less, to make my interest in her wares seem the more real. Then 
I turned away slowly and walked down the middle of the ba
zaar. I allowed the two pennies to fall against the sixpence in 
my pocket. I heard a voice call from one end of the gallery that 
the light was out. The upper part of the hall was now com
pletely dark. 

Gazing up into the darkness I saw myself as a creature 
driven and derided by vanity; and my eyes burned with an
guish and anger. 



EVELINE 

SHE sat at the window watching the evening invade the 
avenue. Her head was leaned against the window curtains and 
in her nostrils was the odour of dusty cretonne. She was tired. 

Few people passed. The man out of the last house passed on 
his way home; she heard his footsteps clacking along the con
crete pavement and afterwards crunching on the cinder path 
before the new red houses. One time there used to be a field 
there in which they used to play every evening with other 
people's children. Then a man from Belfast bought the field 
and built houses in it-not like their little brown houses but 
bright brick houses with shining roofs. The children of the 
avenue used to play together in that field-the Devines, the 
Waters, the Dunns, little Keogh the cripple, she and her broth
ers and sisters. Ernest, however, never played: he was too 
grown up. Her father used often to hunt them in out of the 
field with his blackthorn stick; but usually little Keogh used 
to keep nix and call out when he saw her father coming. Still 
they seemed to have been rather happy then. Her father was 
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not so bad then; and besides, her mother was alive. That was a 
long time ago; she and her brothers and sisters were all grown 
up; her mother was dead. Tizzie Dunn was dead, too, and the 
Waters had gone back to England. Everything changes. Now 
she was going to go away like the others, to leave her home. 

Home! She looked round the room, reviewing all its familiar 
objects which she had dusted once a week for so many years, 
wondering where on earth all the dust came from. Perhaps she 
would never see again those familiar objects from which she 
had never dreamed of being divided. And yet during all those 
years she had never found out the name of the priest whose yel
lowing photograph hung on the wall above the broken har
monium beside the coloured print of the promises made to 
Blessed Margaret Mary Alacoque. He had been a school friend 
of her father. Whenever he showed the photograph to a visitor 
her father used to pass it with a casual word: 

-He is in Melbourne now. 
She had consented to go away, to leave her home. Was that 

wise? She tried to weigh each side of the question. In her home 
anyway she had shelter and food; she had those whom she had 
known all her life about her. Of course she had to work bard 
both in the house and at business. What would they say of her 
in the Stores when they found out that she had run away with a 
fellow? Say she was a fool, perhaps; and her place would be 
filled up by advertisement. Miss Gavan would be glad. She had 
always had an edge on her, especially whenever there were 
people listening. 

-Miss Hill, don't you see these ladies are waiting? 
-Look lively, Miss Hill, please. 
She would not cry many tears at leaving the Stores. 
But in her new home, in a distant unknown country, it 

would not be like that. Then she would be married-she, Eve
line. People would treat her with respect then. She would not 
be treated as her mother had been. Even now, though she was 
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over nineteen, she sometimes felt herself in danger of her 
father's violence. She knew it was that that had given her the 
palpitations. When they were growing up he had never gone 
for her, like he used to go for Harry and Ernest, because she 
was a girl; but latterly he had begun to threaten her and say 
what he would do to her only for her dead mother's sake. And 
now she had nobody to protect her. Ernest was dead and 
Harry, who was in the church decorating business, was nearly 
always down somewhere in the country. Besides, the invariable 
squabble for money on Saturday nights had begun to weary 
her unspeakably. She always gave her entire wages-seven shil
lings-and Harry always sent up what he could but the trouble 
was to get any money from her father. He said she used to 
squander the money, that she had no head, that he wasn't going 
to give her his hard-earned money to throw about the streets, 
and much more, for he was usually fairly bad of a Saturday 
night. In the end he would give her the money and ask her had 
she any intention of buying Sunday's dinner. Then she had to 
rush out as quickly as she could and do her marketing, holding 
her black leather purse tightly in her hand as she elbowed her 
way through the crowds and returning home late under her 
load of provisions. She had hard work to keep the house 
together and to see that the two young children who had been 
left to her c!harge went to school regularly and got their meals 
regularly. It was hard work-a hard life-but now that she was 
about to leave it she did not find it a wholly undesirable life. 

She was about to explore another life with Frank. Frank was 
very kind, manly, open-hearted. She W'as to go away with him 
by the night-boat to be his wife and to live with him in Buenos 
Ayres where he had a home waiting for her. How well she re
membered the first time she had seen him; he was lodging in a 
house on the main road where she used to visit. It seemed a few 
weeks ago. He was standing at the gate, his peaked cap pushed 
back on his head and his hair tumbled forward over a face of 
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bronze. Then they had come to know each other. He used to 
meet her outside the Stores every evening and see her home. 
He took her to see The Bobemitm Girl and she felt elated as 
she sat in an unaccustomed part of the theatre with him. He 
was awfully fond of music and sang a little. People knew that 
they were courting and, when he sang about the lass that loves 
a sailor, she always felt pleasantly confused. He used to call her 
Poppens out of fun. First of all it had been an excitement for 
her to have a fellow and then she had begun to like him. He had 
tales of distant countries. He had started as a deck boy at a 
pound a month on a ship of the Allan Line going out to Canada. 
He told her the names of the ships he had been on aad the 
names of the different services. He had sailed through the 
Straits of Magellan and he told her stories of the terrible Pata
gonians. He had fallen on his feet in Buenos Ayres, he said, and 
had come over to the old country just for a holiday. Of course, 
her father had found out the affair and had forbidden her to 
have anything to say to him. 

-1 know these sailor chaps, he said. 
One day he had quarrelled with Frank and after that she 

had to meet her lover secretly. 
The evening deepened in the avenue. The white of two 

letters in her lap grew indistinct. One was to Harry; the other 
was to her father. Ernest had been her favourite but she liked 
Harry too. Her father was becoming old lately, she noticed; 
he would miss her. Sometimes he could be very nice. Not long 
before, when she had been laid up for a day, he had read her 
out a ghost story and made toast for her at the fire. Another 
day, when their mother was alive, they had all gone for a pic
nic to the Hill of Howth. She remembered her father putting 
on her mother's bonnet to make the children laugh. 

Her time was running out but she continued to sit by the 
window, leaning her head against the window curtain, inhal
ing the odour of dusty cretonne. Down far in the avenue she 
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could hear a street organ playing. She knew the air. Strange 
that it should come that very night to remind her of the prom
ise to her mother, her promise to keep the home together as 
long as she could. She remembered the last night of her 
mother's illness; she was again in the close dark room at the 
other side of the hall and outside she heard a melancholy air 
of Italy. The organ-player had been ordered to go away and 
given sixpence. She remembered her father strutting back 
into the sickroom saying: 

-Damned Italians! coming over here! 
As she mused the pitiful vision of her mother's life laid its 

spell on the very quick of her being-that life of common
place sacrifices closing in final craziness. She trembled as she 
heard again her mother's voice saying constantly with foolish 
insistence: 

-Derevaun Seraun! Derevaun Seraun! 
She stood up in a sudden impulse of terror. Escape! She 

must escape! Frank would save her. He would give her life, 
perhaps love, too. But she wanted to live. Why should she be 
unhappy? She had a right to happiness. Frank would take her 
in his arms, fold her in his arms. He would save her. 

She stood among the swaying crowd in the station at the 
North Wall. He held her hand and she knew that he was speak
ing to her, saying something about the passage over and 
over again. The station was full of soldiers with brown bag
gages-. Through the wide doors of the sheds she caught a 
glimpse of the black mass of the boat, lying in beside the quay 
wall, with illumined portholes. She answered nothing. She felt 
her cheek pale and cold and, out of a maze of distress, she 
prayed to God to direct her, to show her what was her duty. 
The boat blew a long mournful whistle into the mist. If she 
went, to-morrow she would be on the sea with Frank, steam
ing towards Buenos Ayres. Their passage had been booked. 
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Could she still draw back after all he had done for her? 
Her distress awoke a nausea in her body and she kept moving 
her lips in silent fervent prayer. 

A bell clanged upon her heart. She felt him seize her hand: 
-Come! 
All the seas of the world tumbled about her heart. He was 

drawing her into them: he would drown her. She gripped with 
both hands at the iron railing. 

-Come! 
No! No! No! It was impossible. Her hands clutched the 

iron in frenzy. Amid the seas she sent a cry of anguish! 
-Eveline! Evvy! 
He rushed beyond the barrier and called to her to follow. 

He was shouted at to go on but he still called to her. She set 
her white face to him, passive, like a helpless animal. Her eyes 
gave him no sign of love or farewell or recognition. 



AFTER THE RACE 

hE cars came scudding in towards Dublin, running 
evenly like pellets in the groove of the Naas Road. At the crest 
of the hill at Inchicore sightseers had gathered in clumps to 
watch the cars careering homeward and through this channel 
of poveny and inaction the Continent sped its wealth and 
industry. Now and again the clumps of people raised the 
cheer of the gratefully oppressed. Their sympathy, however, 
was for the blue cars-the cars of their friends, the French. 

The French, moreover, were virtual victors. Their teani 
had finished solidly; they had been placed second and third 
and the driver of the winning German car was reponed a 
Belgian. Each blue car, therefore, received a double round 
of welcome as it topped the crest of the hill and each cheer 
of welcome was acknowledged with smiles and nods by those 
in the car. In one of these trimly built cars was a pany of four 
young men whose spirits seemed to be at present well above 
the level of successful Gallicism: in fact, these four young 
men were almost hilarious. They were Charles Segouin, the 
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owner of the car; Andre Riviere, a young electrician of Cana
dian birth; a huge Hungarian named Villona and a neatly 
groomed young man named Doyle. Segouin was in good hu
mour because he had unexpectedly received some orders in 
advance (he was about to start a motor establishment in Paris) 
and Riviere was in good humour because he was to be ap
pointed manager of the establishment; these two young men 
(who were cousins) were also in good humour because of the 
success of the French cars. Villona was in good humour be
cause he had had a very satisfactory luncheon; and besides he 
was an optimist by nature. The fourth member of the party, 
however, was too excited to be genuinely happy. 

He was about twenty-six years of age, with a soft, light 
brown moustache and rather innocent-looking grey eyes. 
His father, who had begun life as an advanced Nationalist, had 
modified his views early. He had made his money as a butcher 
in Kingstown and by opening shops in Dublin and in the sub
urbs he had made his money many times over. He had also 
been fortunate enough to secure some of the police contracts 
and in the end he had become rich enough to be alluded to in 
the Dublin newspapers as a merchant prince. He had sent his 
son to England to be educated in a big Catholic college and had 
afterwards sent him to Dublin University to study law. jimmy 
did not study very earnestly and took to bad courses for a 
while. He had money and he was popular; and he divided his 
time curiously between musical and motoring circles. Then he 
had been sent for a term to Cambridge to see a little life. H~s 
father, remonstrative, but covertly proud of the excess, had paid 
his bills and brought him home. It was at Cambridge that he 
had met Segouin. They were not much more than acquaint
ances as yet but Jimmy found great pleasure in the society of 
one who had seen so much of the world and was reputed to 
own some of the biggest hotels in France. Such a person (as his 
father agreed) was well worth knowing, even if he had not 
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been the channing companion he was. Villona was entertaining 
also-a brilliant pianist-but, unfortunately, very poor. 

The car ran on merrily with its cargo of hilarious youth. 
The two cousins sat on the front seat; Jimmy and his Hun
garian friend sat behind. Decidedly Villona was in excellent 
spirits; he kept up a deep bass hum of melody for miles of 
the road. The Frenchmen flung their laughter and light words 
over their shoulders and _often Jimmy had to strain forward 
to catch the quick phrase. This was not altogether pleasant 
for him, as he had nearly always to make a deft guess at the 
meaning and shout back a suitable answer in the teeth of a 
high wind. Besides Villona's humming would confuse any
body; the noise of the car, too. 

Rapid motion through space elates one; so does notoriety; 
so does the possession of money. These were three good rea
sons for jimmy's excitement. He had been seen by many of 
his friends that day in the company of these Continentals. At 
the control Segouin had presented him to one of the French 
competitors and, in answer to his confused murmur of com
pliment, the swarthy face of the driver had disclosed a line 
of shining white teeth. It was pleasant after that honour to 
return to the profane world of spectators amid nudges and 
significant looks. Then as to money-he really had a great 
sum under his control. Segouin, perhaps, would not think it a 
great sum but Jimmy who, in spite of temporary errors, was 
at heart the inheritor of solid instincts knew well with what 
difficulty it had been got together. This knowledge had pre
viously kept his bills within the limits of reasonable reckless
ness and, if he had been so conscious of the labour latent in 
money when there had been question merely of some freak 
of the higher intelligence, how much more so now when he 
was about to stake the greater part of his substance! It was a 
serious thing for him. 

Of course, the investment was a good one and Segouin had 
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managed to give the impression that it was by a favour of 
friendship the mite of Irish money was to be included in the 
capital of the concern. Jimmy had a respect for his father's 
shrewdness in business matters and in this case it had been his 
father who had first suggested the investment; money to be 
made in the motor business, pots of money. Moreover Segouin 
had the unmistakable air of wealth. Jimmy set out to translate 
into days' work that lordly car in which he sat. How smoothly 
it ran. In what style they had come careering along the coun
try roads! The journey laid a magical finger on the genuine 
pulse of life and gallantly the machinery of human nerves strove 
to answer the bounding courses of the swift blue animal. 

They drove down Dame Street. The street was busy with 
unusual traffic, loud with the horns of motorists and the gongs 
of impatient tram-drivers. Near the Bank Segouin drew up 
and Jimmy and his friend alighted. A little knot of people col
lected on the footpath to pay homage to the snorting motor. 
The party was to dine together that evening in Segouin's 
hotel and, meanwhile, Jimmy and his friend, who was staying 
with him, were to go home to dress. The car steered out 
slowly for Grafton Street while the two young men pushed 
their way through the knot of gazers. They walked north
ward with a curious feeling of disappointment in the exercise, 
while the city hung its pale globes of light above them in a 
haze of summer evening. · 

In Jimmy's house this dinner had been pronounced an occa
sion. A certain pride mingled with his parents' trepidation, 
a certain eagerness, also, to play fast and loose for the names 
of great foreign cities have at least this virtue. Jimmy, too, 
looked very well when he was dressed and, as he stood in the 
hall giving a last equation to the bows of his dress tie, his fa
ther may have felt even commercially satisfied at having se
cured for his son qualities often unpurchasable. His father, 
therefore, was unusually friendly with Villona and his manner 
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expressed a real respect for foreign accomplishments; but this 
subtlety of his host was probably lost upon the Hungarian, who 
was beginning to have a sharp desire for his dinner. 

The dinner was excellent, exquisite. Segouin, Jimmy de
cided, had a very refined taste. The party was increased by a 
young Englishman named Routh whom Jimmy had seen with 
Segouin at Cambridge. The young men supped in a snug room 
lit by electric candle-lamps. They talked volubly and with little 
reserve. Jimmy, whose imagination was kindling, conceived the 
lively youth of the Frenchmen twined elegantly upon the firm 
framework of the Englishman's manner. A graceful image of 
his, he thought, and a just one. He admired the dexterity with 
which their host directed the conversation. The five young 
men had various tastes and their tongues had been loosened. 
Villona, with immense respect, began to discover to the mildly 
surprised Englishman the beauties of the English madrigal, de
ploring the loss of old instruments. Riviere, not wholly ingen
uously, undertook to explain to Jimmy the triumph of the 
French mechanicians. The resonant voice of the Hungarian 
was about to prevail in ridicule of the spurious lutes of the 
romantic painters when Segouin shepherded his party into 
politics. Here was congenial ground for all. Jimmy, under 
generous influences, felt the buried zeal of his father wake to 
life within him: he aroused the torpid Routh at last. The room 
grew doubly hot and Segouin's task grew harder each moment: 
there was even danger of personal spite. The alert host at an 
opportunity lifted his glass to Humanity and, when the toast 
had been drunk, he threw open a window significantly. 

That night the city wore the mask of a capital. The five 
young men strolled along Stephen's Green in a faint cloud of 
aromatic smoke. They talked loudly and gaily and their cloaks 
dangled from their shoulders. The people made way for them. 
At the corner of Grafton Street a short fat man was putting 
two handsome ladies on a car in charge of another fat man. 
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The car drove off and the short fat man caught sight of the 
party. 

-Andre. 
-It's Farley! 
A torrent of talk followed. Farley was an American. No one 

knew very well what the talk was about. Villona and Riviere 
were the noisiest, but all the men were excited. They got 
up on a car, squeezing themselves together amid much laugh
ter. They drove by the crowd, blended now into soft colours, 
to a music of merry bells. They took the train at Westland 
Row and in a few seconds, as it seemed to Jimmy, they were 
walking out of Kingstown Station. The ticket-collector saluted 
Jimmy; he was an old man: 

-Fine night, sir! 
It was a serene summer night; the harbour lay like a dark

ened mirror at their feet. They proceeded towards it with 
linked arms, singing Cadet Roussel in chorus, stamping their 
feet at every: 

-Ho! Ho! Hohe, vraiment! 
They got into a rowboat at the slip and made out for the 

American's yacht. There was to be supper, music, cards. Vii
lana said with conviction: 

-It is beautiful! 
There was a yacht piano in the cabin. Villona played a waltz 

for Farley and Riviere, Farley acting as cavalier and Riviere as 
lady. Then an impromptu square dance, the men devising 
original figures. What merriment! Jimmy took his part with 
a will; this was seeing life, at least. Then Farley got out of 
breath and cried Stop! A man brought in a light supper, and 
the young men sat down to it for form' sake. They drank, 
however: it was Bohemian. They drank Ireland, England, 
France, Hungary, the United States of America. Jimmy made a 
speech, a long speech, Villona saying Hear! hear! whenever 
there was a pause. There was a great clapping of hands when 



48 • DubUners 

he sat down. It must have been a good speech. Farley 
clapped him on the back and laughed loudly. What jovial fel
lows! What good company they were! 

Cards! cards! The table was cleared. Villona returned qui
etly to his piano and played voluntaries for them. The other 
men played game after game, flinging themselves boldly 
into the adventure. They drank the health of the Queen of 
Hearts and of the Queen of Diamonds. Jimmy felt obscurely 
the lack of an audience: the wit was flashing. Play ran very 
high and paper began to pass. Jimmy did not know exactly 
who was winning but he knew that he was losing. But it was 
his own fault for he frequently mistook his cards and the 
other men had to calculate his I.O.U.'s for him. They were 
devils of fellows but he wished they would stop: it was getting 
late. Someone gave the toast of the yacht The Belle of New
port and then someone proposed one great game for a finish. 

The piano had stopped; Villona must have gone up on 
deck. It was a terrible game. They stopped just before the 
end of it to drink for luck. Jimmy understood that the game 
lay between Routh and Segouin. What excitement! Jimmy 
was excited too; he would lose, of course. How much had he 
written away? The men rose to their feet to play the last 
tricks, talking and gesticulating. Routh won. The cabin shook 
with the young men's cheering and the cards" were bundled 
together. They began then to gather in what they had 
won. Farley and Jimmy were the heaviest losers. 

He knew that he would regret in the morning but at pres
ent he was glad of the rest, glad of the dark stupor that would 
cover up his folly. He leaned his elbows on the table and 
rested his head between his hands, counting the beats of his 
temples. The cabin door opened and he saw the Hungarian 
standing in a shaft of grey light: 

-Daybreak, gentlemen! 



TWO GALLANTS 

hE grey warm evening of August had descended upon 
the city and a mild warm air, a memory of summer, circu
lated in the streets. The streets, shuttered for the repose of 
Sunday, swarmed with a gaily coloured crowd. Like illu
mined pearls the lamps shone from the summits of their tall 
poles upon the living texture below which, changing shape 
and hue unceasingly, sent up into the warm grey evening air 
an unchanging unceasing murmur. 

Two young men came down the hill of Rutland Square. One 
of them was just bringing a long monologue to a close. The 
other, who walked on the verge of the path and was at times 
obliged to step on to the road, owing to his companion's rude
ness, wore an amused listening face. He was squat and 
ruddy. A yachting cap was shoved far back from his forehead 
and the narrative to which he listened made constant waves of 
expression break forth over his face from the corners of his 
nose and eyes and mouth. Little jets of wheezing laughter 
followed one another out of his convulsed body. His eyes, 

-twinkling with cunning enjoyment, glanced at every moment 
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towards his companion's face. Once or twice he rearranged the 
light waterproof which he had slung over one shoulder in 
toreador fashion. His breeches, his white rubber shoes a~d 
his jauntily slung waterproof expressed youth. But his figure 
fell into rotundity at the waist, his hair was scant and grey 
and his face, when the waves of expression had passed over it, 
had a ravaged look. 

When he was quite sure that the narrative had ended he 
laughed noiselessly for fully half a minute. Then he said: 

-Well! ... That takes the biscuit! 
His voice seemed winnowed of vigour; and to enforce 

his words he added with humour: 
-That takes the solitary, unique, and, if I may so call 

it, recherche biscuit! 
He became serious and silent when he had said this. His 

tongue was tired for he had been talking all the afternoon in 
a public-house in Dorset Street. Most people considered Lene
han a leech but, in spite of this reputation, his adroitness 
and eloquence had always prevented his friends from form
ing any general policy against him. He had a brave manner 
of coming up to a party of them in a bar and of holding him
self nimbly at the borders of the company until he was in
cluded in a round. He was a sporting vagrant armed with a vast 
stock of stories, limericks and riddles. He was insensitive to 
all kinds of discourtesy. No one knew how he achieved 
the stem task of living, but his name was vaguely associated 
with racing tissues. 

-And where did you pick her up, Corley? he asked. 
Corley ran his tongue swiftly along his upper lip. 
-One night, man, he said, I was going along Dame Street 

and I spotted a fine tart under Waterhouse's clock and said 
good-night, you know. So we went for a walk round by the 
canal and she told me she was a slavey in a house in Baggot 
Street. I put my arm round her and squeezed her a bit that 
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night. Then next Sunday, man, I met her by appointment. We 
went out to Donnybrook and I brought her into a field there. 
She told me she used to go with a dairyman. . . . It was fine, 
man. Cigarettes every night she'd bring me and paying the 
tram out and back. And one night she brought me two bloody 
fine cigars-0, the real cheese, you know, that the old fel
low used to smoke .... I was afraid, man, she'd get in the 
family way. But she's up to the dodge. 

-Maybe she thinks you'll marry her, said Lenehan. 
-I told her I was out of a job, said Corley. I told her I 

was in Pim's. She doesn't know my name. I was too hairy to 
tell her that. But she thinks I'm a bit of class, you know. 

Lenehan laughed again, noiselessly. 
-Of all the good ones ever I heard, he said, that emphat

ically takes the biscuit. 
Corley's stride acknowledged the compliment. The swing 

of his burly body made his friend execute a few light skips 
from the path to the roadway and back again. Corley was 
the son of an inspector of police and he had inherited his fa
ther's frame and·gait. He walked with his hands by his sides, 
holding himself erect and swaying his head from side to side. 
His head was large, globular and oily; it sweated in all weath
ers; and his large round hat, set upon it sideways, looked like 
a bulb which had grown out of another. He always stared 
straight before him as if he were on parade and, when he 
wished to gaze after someone in the street, it was necessary 
for him to move his body from the hips. At present he was 
about town. Whenever any job was vacant a friend was al
ways ready to give him the hard word. He was often to be 
seen walking with policemen in plain clothes, talking ear
nestly. He knew the inner side of all affairs and was fond of 
delivering final judgments. He spoke without listening to the 
speech of his companions. His conversation was mainly about 
himself: what he had said to such a person and what such a per-
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son had said to him and what he had said to settle the matter. 
When he reported these dialogues he aspirated the first letter 
of his name after the manner of Florentines. 

Lenehan offered his friend a cigarette. As the two young 
men walked on through the crowd Corley occasionally turned 
to smile at some of the passing girls but Lenehan's gaze was 
fixed on the large faint moon circled with a double halo. He 
watched earnestly the passing of the grey web of twilight 
across its face. At length he said: 

-Well ... tell me, Corley, I suppose you'll be able to 
pull it off all right, eh? 

Corley closed one eye expressively as an answer. 
-Is she game for that? asked Lenehan dubiously. You can 

never know women. 
-She's all right, said Corley. I know the way to get around 

her, man. She's a bit gone on me. 
-You're what I call a gay Lothario, said Lenehan. And the 

proper kind of a Lothario, too! 
A sh.ade of mockery relieved the servility of his manner. To 

save himself he had the habit of leaving his flattery open to 
the interpretation of raillery. But Corley had not a subtle mind. 

-There's nothing to touch a good slavey, he affirmed. 
Take my tip for it. 

-By one who has tried them all, said Lenehan. 
-First I used to go with girls, you know, said Corley, un-

bosoming; girls off the South Circular. I used to take them 
out, man, on the tram somewhere and pay the tram or take 
them to a band or a play at the theatre or buy them chocolate 
and sweets or something that way. I used to spend money on 
them right enough, he added, in a convincing tone, as if he 
were conscious of being disbelieved. 

But Lenehan could well believe it; he nodded gravely. 
-1 know that game, he said, and it's a mug's game. 
-And damn the thing I ever got out of it, said Corley. 
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-Ditto here, said Lenehan. 
-Only off of one of them, said Corley. 
He moistened his upper lip by running his tongue along it. 

The recollection brightened his eyes. He too gazed at the pale 
disc of the moon, now nearly veiled, and seemed to meditate. 

-She was ... a bit of all right, he said regretfully. 
He was silent again. Then he added: 
-She's on the turf now. I saw her driving down Earl Street 

one night with two fellows with her on a car. 
-1 suppose that's your doing, said Lenehan. 
-There was others at her before me, said Corley philosoph-

ically. 
This time Lenehan was inclined to disbelieve. He shook 

his head to and fro and smiled. 
-You know you can't kid me, Corley, he said. 
-Honest to God! said Corley. Didn't she tell me herself? 
Lenehan made a tragic gesture. 
-Base betrayer! he said. 
As they passed along the railings of Trinity College, Lene

han skipped out into the road and peered up at the clock. 
-Twenty after, he said. 
-Time enough, said Corley. She'll be there all right. I al-

ways let her wait a bit .. 
Lenehan laughed quietly. 
-Ecod! Corley, you know how to take them, he said, 
-I'm up to all their little tricks, Corley confessed. 
-But tell me, said Lenehan again, are you sure you can bring 

it off all right? You know it's a ticklish job. They're damn 
close on that point. Eh? . . . What? 

His bright, small eyes searched his companion's face for 
reassurance. Corley swung his head to and fro as if to toss 
aside an insistent insect, and his brows gathered. 

-I'll pull it off, he said. Leave it to me, can't you? 
Lenehan said no more. He did not wish to ruffle his friend's 
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temper, to be sent to the devil and told that his advice was 
not wanted. A little tact was necessary. But Corley's brow was 
soon smooth again. His thoughts were running another way. 

-She's a fine decent tart, he said, with appreciation; that's 
what she is. 

They walked along Nassau Street and then turned into Kil
dare Street. Not far from the porch of the club a harpist stood 
in the roadway, playing to a little ring of listeners. He plucked 
at the wires heedlessly, glancing quickly from time to time 
at the face of each new-comer and from time to time, wea
rily also, at the sky. His harp too, heedless that her coverings 
had fallen about her knees, seemed weary alike of the eyes of 
strangers and of her master's hands. One hand played in the 
bass the melody of Silent, 0 Moyle, while the other hand ca
reered in the treble after each group of notes. The notes of 
the air throbbed deep and full. 

The two young men walked up the street without speaking, 
the mournful music following them. When they reached Steph
en's Green they crossed the road. Here the noise of trams, the 
lights and the crowd released them from their silence. 

-There she is! said Corley. 
At the corner of Hume Street a young woman was standing. 

She wore a blue dress and a white sailor hat. She stood on the 
curbstone, swinging a sunshade in one hand. Lenehan grew 
lively. 

-Let's have a squint at her,Corley, he said. 
Corley glanced sideways at his friend and an unpleasant 

grin appeared on his face. 
-Are you trying to get inside me? he asked. 
-Damn it! said Lenehan boldly, I don't want an introduc-

tion. All I want is to have a look at her. I'm not going to eat 
her. 

-0 ... A look at her? said Corley, more amiably. Well 
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. I'll tell you what. I'll go over and talk to her and y.ou can 
pass by. 

-Right! said Lenehan. 
Corley had already thrown one leg over the chains when 

Lenehan called out: 
-And after? Where will we meet? 
-Half ten, answered Corley, bringing over his other leg. 
-Where? 
-Corner of Merrion Street. We'll be coming back. 
-Work it all right now, said Lenehan in farewell. 
Corley did not answer. He sauntered across the road sway

ing his head from side to side. His bulk, his easy pace and 
the solid sound of his boots had something of the conqueror 
in them. He approached the young woman and, without 
saluting, began at once to converse with her. She swung her 
sunshade more quickly and executed half turns on her heels. 
Once or twice when he spoke to her at close quarters she 
laughed and bent her head. 

Lenehan observed them for a few minutes. Then he 
walked rapidly along beside the chains to some distance and 
crossed the road obliquely. As he approached Home Street 
corner he found the air heavily scented and his eyes made a 
swift anxious scrutiny of the young woman's appearance. 
She had her Sunday finery on. Her blue serge skirt was held 
at the waist by a belt of black leather. The great silver buckle 
of her belt seemed to depress the centre of her body, catch
ing the light stuff of her white blouse like a clip. She wore a 
short black jacket with mother-of-pearl buttons and a ragged 
black boa. The ends of her tulle collarette had been carefully 
disordered and a big bunch of red flowers was pinned in 
her bosom, stems upwards. Lenehan's eyes noted approvingly 
her stout short muscular body. Frank rude health glowed in 
her face, on her fat red cheeks and in her unabashed blue eyes. 
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Her features were blunt. She had broad nostrils, a straggling 
mouth which lay open in a contented leer, and two projecting 
front teeth. As he passed Lenehan took off his cap and, after 
about ten seconds, Corley returned a salute to the air. This he 
did by raising his hand vaguely and pensively changing the 
angle of position of his hat. 

Lenehan walked as far as the Shelbourne Hotel where he 
halted and waited. After waiting for a little time he saw them 
coming towards him and, when they turned to the right, he 
followed them, stepping lightly in his white shoes, down one 
side of Merrion Square. As he walked on slowly, timing his 
pace to theirs, he watched Corley's head which turned at 
every moment towards the young woman's face like a big 
ball revolving on a pivot. He kept the pair in view until he 
had seen them climbing the stairs of the Donnybrook tram; 
then he turned about and went back the way he had come. 

Now that he was alone his face looked older. His gaiety 
seemed to forsake him and, as he carne by the railings of the 
Duke's Lawn, he allowed his hand to run along them. The air 
which the harpist had played began to control his move
ments. His softly padded feet played the melody while his 
fingers swept a scale of variations idly along the railings after 
each group of notes. 

He walked listlessly round Stephen's Green and then down 
Grafton Street. Though his eyes took note of many elements 
of the crowd through which he passed they did so morosely. 
He found trivial all that was meant to charm him and did not 
answer the glances which invited him to be bold. He knew 
that he would have to speak a great deal, to invent and to 
amuse, and his brain and throat were too dry for such a task. 
The problem of how he could pass the hours till he met Cor
ley again troubled him a little. He could think of no way of 
passing them but to keep on walking. He turned to the left 
when he came to the corner of Rutland Square and felt more 
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at ease in the dark quiet street, the sombre look of which suited 
his mood. He paused at last before the window of a poor-look
ing shop over which the words Refreshment Bar were printed 
in white letters. On the glass of the window were two flying 
inscriptions: Gi·nger Beer and Ginger Ale. A cut ham was ex
posed on a great blue dish while near it on a plate lay a seg
ment of very light plum-pudding. He eyed this food earnestly 
for some time and then, after glancing warily up and down the 
street, went into the shop quickly. 

He was hungry for, except some biscuits which he had 
asked two grudging curates to bring him, he had eaten noth
ing since breakfast-time. He sat down at an uncovered 
wooden table opposite two work-girls and a mechanic. A 
slatternly girl waited on him. 

-How much is a plate of peas? he asked. 
-Three halfpence, sir, said the girl. 
-Bring me a plate of peas, he said, and a bottle of ginger 

beer. 
He spoke roughly in order to belie his air of gentility for 

his entry had been followed by a pause of talk. His face. was 
heated. To appear natural he pushed his cap back on his head 
and planted his elbows on the table. The mechanic and the two 
work-girls examined him point by point before resuming their 
conversation in a subdued voice. The girl brought him a 
plate of hot grocer's peas, seasoned with pepper and vinegar, a 
fork and his ginger beer. He ate his food greedily and found it 
so good that he made a note of the shop mentally. When he had 
eaten all the peas he sipped his ginger beer and sat for some 
time thinking of Corley's adventure. In his imagination he 
beheld the pair of lovers walking along some dark road; he 
heard Corley's voice in deep energetic gallantries and saw 
again the leer of the young woman's mouth. This vision made 
him feel keenly his own poverty of purse and spirit. He was 
tired of knocking about, of pulling the devil by the tail, of 
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shifts and intrigues. He would be thirty-one in November. 
Would he never get a good job? Would he never have a home 
of his own? He thought how pleasant it would be to have a 
warm fire to sit by and a good dinner to sit down to. He had 
walked the streets long enough with friends and with girls. He 
knew what those friends were worth: he knew the girls too. 
Experience had embittered his heart against the world. But 
all hope had not left him. He felt better after having eaten than 
he had felt before, less weary of his life, less vanquished in 
spirit. He might yet be able to settle down in some snug comer 
and live happily if he could only come across some good 
simple-minded girl with a little of the ready. 

He paid twopence halfpenny to the slatternly girl and went 
out of the shop to begin his wandering again. He went into 
Capel Street and walked along towards the City Hall. Then he 
turned into Dame Street. At the corner of George's Street he 
met two friends of his and stopped to converse with them. He 
was glad that he could rest from all his walking. His friends 
asked him had he seen Corley and what was the latest. He re
plied that he had spent the day with Corley. His friends talked 
very little. They looked vacantly after some figures in the 
crowd and sometimes made a critical remark. One said that 
he had seen Mac an hour before in Westmoreland Street. At 
this Lenehan said that he had been with Mac the night before 
in Egan's. The young man who had seen Mac in Westmore
land Street asked was it true that Mac had won a bit over a bil
liard match. Lenehan did not know: he said that Holohan had 
stood them drinks in Egan's. 

He left his friends at a quarter to ten and went up George's 
Street. He turned to the left at the City Markets and walked 
on into Grafton Street. The crowd of girls and young men 
had thinned and on his way up the street he heard many 
groups and couples bidding one another good-night. He went 
as far as the clock of the College of Surgeons: it was on the 
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stroke of ten. He set off briskly along the northern side of 
the Green, hurrying for fear Corley should return too soon. 
When he reached the comer of Merrion Street he took his 
stand in the shadow of a lamp and brought out one of the ciga
rettes which he had reserved and lit it. He leaned against the 
lamp-post and kept his gaze fixed on the part from which he 
expected to see Corley and the young woman return. 

His mind became active again. He wondered had Corley 
managed it successfully. He wondered if he had asked her 
yet or if he would leave it to the last. He suffered all the 
pangs and thrills of his friend's situation as well as those of his 
own. But the memory of Corley's slowly revolving head 
calmed him somewhat: he was sure Corley would pull it 
off all right. All at once the idea struck him that perhaps Corley 
had seen her home by another way and given him the slip. His 
eyes searched the street: there was no sign of them. Yet it was 
surely half-an-hour since he had seen the clock of the College 
of Surgeons. Would Corley do a thing like that? He lit his last 
cigarette and began to smoke it nervously. He strained his 
eyes as each tram stopped at the far comer of the square. They 
must have gone home by another way. The paper of his 
cigarette broke and he flung it into the road with a curse. 

Suddenly he saw them coming towards him. He started with 
delight and, keeping close to his lamp-post, tried to read the 
result in their walk. They were walking quickly, the young 
woman taking quick short steps, while Corley kept beside her 
with his long stride. They did not seem to be speaking. An in
timation of the result pricked him like the point of a sharp 
instrument. He knew Corley would fail; he knew it was no go. 

They turned down Baggot Street and he followed them 
at once, taking the other footpath. When they stopped he 
stopped too. They talked for a few moments and then the 
young woman went down the steps into the area of a house. 
Corley remained standing at the edge of the path, a little dis-
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tance from the front steps. Some minutes passed. Then the 
hall-door was opened slowly and cautiously. A woman came 
running down the front steps and coughed. Corley turned 
and went towards her. His broad figure hid hers from view 
for a few seconds and then she reappeared running up the 
steps. The door closed on her and Corley began to walk 
swiftly towards Stephen's Green. 

Lenehan hurried on in the same direction. Some drops of 
light rain fell. He took them as a warning and, glancing back 
towards the house which the young woman had entered 
to see that he was not observed, he ran eagerly across the road. 
Anxiety and his swift run made him pant. He called out: 

-Hallo, Corley! 
Corley turned his head to see who had called him, and 

then continued walking as before. Lenehan ran after him, set
tling the waterproof on his shoulders with one hand. 

-Hallo, Corley! he cried again. 
He came level with his friend and looked keenly in his face. 

He could see nothing there. 
-Well? he said. Did it come off? 
They had reached the corner of Ely Place. Still without an

swering Corley swerved to the left and went up the side street. 
His features were composed in stern calm. Lenehan kept up 
with his friend, breathing uneasily. He was hatRed and a note 
of menace pierced through his voice. 

-Can't you tell us? he said. Did you try her? 
Corley halted at the first lamp and stared grimly before 

him. Then with a grave gesture he extended a hand towards 
the light and, smiling, opened it slowly to the gaze of his dis
ciple. A small gold coin shone in the palm. 



THE BOARDING 

HOUSE 

Mas MooNEY was a butcher's daughter. She was a woman 
who was quite able to keep things to herself: a detennined 
woman. She had married her father's foreman and opened 
a butcher's shop near Spring Gardens. But as soon as his father
in-law was dead Mr Mooney began to go to the devil. He 
drank, plundered the till, ran headlong into debt. It was no 
use making him take the pledge: he was sure to break out 
again a few days after. By fighting his wife in the presence of 
customers and by buying bad meat he ruined his business. 
One night he went for his wife with the cleaver and she had 
to sleep in a neighbour's house. 

After that they Jived apart. She went to the priest and got 
a separation from him with care of the children. She would 
give him neither money nor food nor house-room; and so he 
was obliged to enlist himself as a sheriff's man. He was a shabby 
stooped little drunkard with a white face and a white mous
tache and white eyebrows, pencilled above his little eyes, which 
were pink-veined and raw; and all day long he sat in the bail-

6I 
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iff's room, waiting to be put on a job. Mrs Mooney, who had 
taken what remained of her money out of the butcher business 
and set up a boarding house in Hardwicke Street, was a big im
posing woman. Her house had a floating population made up of 
tourists from Liverpool and the Isle of Man and, occasionally, 
artistes from the music halls. Its resident population was made 
up of clerks from the city. She governed her house cunningly 
and firmly, knew when to give credit, when to be stem and 
when to let things pass. All the resident young men spoke of 
her as The Madam. 

Mrs Mooney's young men paid fifteen shillings a week for 
board and lodgings (beer or stout at dinner excluded). They 
shared in common tastes and occupations and for this reason 
they were very chummy with one another. They discussed 
with one another the chances of favourites and outsiders. 
Jack Mooney, the Madam's son, who was clerk to a commis
sion agent in Fleet Street, had the reputation of being a hard 
case. He was fond of using soldiers' obscenities: usually 
he came home in the small hours. When he met his friends he 
had always a good one to tell them and he was always sure to 
be on to a good thing-that is to say, a likely horse or a likely 
artiste. He was also handy with the mits and sang comic songs. 
On Sunday nights there would often be a reunion in Mrs 
Mooney's front drawing-room. The music-hall artistes would 
oblige; and Sheridan played waltzes and polkas and vamped 
accompaniments. Polly Mooney, the Madam's daughter. 
would also sing. She sang: 

I'm a . . . naughty girl. 
You needn't sham: 
You knO'W I am. 

Polly was a slim girl of nineteen; she had light soft hair and 
a small full mouth. Her eyes, which were grey with a shade 
of green through them, had a habit of glancing upwards when 
she spoke with anyone, which made her look like a little per-
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verse madonna. Mrs Mooney ~ad first sent her daughter to be 
a typist in a corn-factor's office but, as a disreputable sheriff's 
man used to come every other day to the office, asking to 
be allowed to say a word to his daughter, she had taken her 
daughter home again and set her to do housework. As Polly 
was very lively the intention was to give her the run of the 
young men. Besides, young men like to feel that there is a 
young woman not very far away. Polly, of course, flirted 
with the young men but Mrs Mooney, who was a shrewd judge, 
knew that the young men were only passing the time away: 
none of them meant business. Things went on so for a long 
time and Mrs Mooney began to think of sending Polly back to 
typewriting when she noticed that something was going on be
tween Polly and one of the young men. She watched the pair 
and kept her own counsel. 

Polly knew that she was being watched, but still her 
mother's persistent silence could not be misunderstood. 
There had been no open complicity between mother and 
daughter, no open understanding but, though people in the 
house began tp talk of the affair, still Mrs Mooney did not 
intervene. Polly began to grow a little strange in her manner 
and the young man was evidently perturbed. At last, when she 
judged it to be the right moment, Mrs Mooney intervened. She 
dealt with moral problems as a cleaver deals with meat: and 
in this case she had made up her mind. 

It was 'a bright Sunday morning of early summer, promising 
heat, but with a fresh breeze blowing. All the windows of the 
boarding house were open and the lace curtains ballooned 
gently towards the street beneath the raised sashes. The belfry 
of George's Church sent out constant peals and worshippers, 
singly or in groups, traversed the little circus before the 
church, revealing their purpose by their self-contained demean
our no less than by the little volumes in their gloved hands. 
Breakfast was over in the boarding house and the table of the 



6'f • Dubliners 

breakfast-room was covered with plates on which lay yellow 
streaks of eggs with morsels of bacon-fat and bacon-rind. Mrs 
Mooney sat in the straw arm-chair and watched the servant 
Mary remove the breakfast things. She made Mary collect the 
crusts and pieces of broken bread to help to make Tuesday's 
bread-pudding. When the table was cleared, the broken bread 
collected, the sugar and butter safe under lock and key, she 
began to reconstruct the interview which she had had the night 
before with Polly. Things were as she had suspected: she had 
been frank in her questions and Polly had been frank in her 
answers. Both had been somewhat awkward, of course. She 
had been made awkward by her not wishing to receive the 
news in too cavalier a fashion or to seem to have connived and 
Polly had been made awkward not merely because allusions 
of that kind always made her awkward but also because she 
did not wish it to be thought that in her wise innocence she 
had divined the intention behind her mother's tolerance. 

Mrs Mooney glanced instinctively at the little gilt clock on 
the mantelpiece as soon as she had become aware through her 
revery that the bells of George's Church had stopped ring
ing. It was seventeen minutes past eleven: she would have lots 
of time to have the matter out with Mr Doran and then catch 
short twelve at Marlborough Street. She was sure she would 
win. To begin with she had all the weight of social opinion on 
her side: she was an outraged mother. She had allowed him to 
live beneath her roof, assuming that he was a man of honour, 
and he had simply abused her hospitality. He was thirty-four 
or thirty-five years of age, so that youth could not be pleaded 
as his excuse; nor could ignorance be his excuse since he was a 
man who had seen something of the world. He had simply 
taken advantage of Polly's youth and inexperience: that was 
evident. The question was: What reparation would he make? 

There must be reparation made in such cases. It is all very 
well for the man: he can go his ways as if nothing had hap-
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pened, having had his moment of pleasure, but the girl has to 
bear the brunt. Some mothers would be content to patch up 
such an affair for a sum of money; she had known cases of it. 
But she would not do so. For her only one reparation could 
make up for the loss of her daughter's honour: marriage. 

She counted all her cards again before sending Mary up to 
Mr Doran's room to say that she wished to speak with him. She 
felt sure she would win. He was a serious young man, not 
rakish or loud-voiced like the others. If it had been Mr Sher
idan or Mr Meade or Bantam Lyons her task would have been 
much harder. She did not think he would face publicity. All 
the lodgers in the house knew something of the affair; details 
had been invented by some. Besides, he had been employed 
for thirteen years in a great Catholic wine-merchant's office 
and publicity would mean for him, perhaps, the loss of his sit. 
Whereas if he agreed all might be well. She knew he had a 
good screw for one thing and she suspected he had a bit of 
stuff put by. 

Nearly the half-hour! She stood up and surveyed herself 
in the pier-glass. The decisive expression of her great florid 
face _satisfied her and she thought of some mothers she knew 
who could not get their daughters off their hands. 

Mr Doran was very anxious indeed this Sunday morning. 
He had made two attemp~s to shave but his hand had been so 
unsteady that he had been obliged to desist. Three days' red
dish beard fringed his jaws and every two or three minutes a 
mist gathered on his glasses so that he had to take them off and 
polish them with his pocket-handkerchief. The recollection 
of his confession of the night before was a cause of acute pain 
to him; the priest had drawn out every ridiculous detail of 
the affair and in the end had so magnified his sin that he was 
almost thankful at being afforded a loophole of reparation. 
The harm was done. What could he do now but marry her or 
run away? He could not brazen it out. The affair would be 
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sure to be talked of and his crmployer would be certain to 

hear of it. Dublin is such a small city: everyone knows every
one else's business. He felt his heart leap warmly in his throat 
as he heard in his excited imagination old Mr Leonard call
ing out in his rasping voice: Send Mr Doran here, please. 

All his long years of service gone for nothing! All his indus
try and diligence thrown away! As a young man he had sown 
his wild oats, of course; he had boasted of his free-thinking 
and denied the existence of God to his companions in public
houses. But that was all passed and done with ... nearly. He 
still bought a copy of Reynolds's Newspaper every week but 
he attended to his religious duties and for nine-tenths of the 
year lived a regular life. He had money enough to settle down 
on; it was not that. But the family would look down on her. 
First of all there was her disreputable father and then her 
mother's boarding house was beginning to get a certain fame. 
He had a notion that he was being had. He could imagine his 
friends talking of the affair and laughing. She was a little vul
gar; sometimes she said I seen and If I bad've known. But what 
would grammar matter if he really loved her? He could not 
make up his mind whether to like her or. despise her for what 
she had done. Of course, he had done it too. His instinct urged 
him to remain free, not to marry. Once you are married you 
are done for, it said. 

While he was sitting helplessly on the side of the bed in shirt 
and trousers she tapped lightly at his door and entered. She 
told him all, that she had made a clean breast of it to her 
mother and that her mother would speak with him that morn
ing. She cried and threw her arms round his neck, saying: 

-0, Bob! Bob! What am I to do? What am I to do at all? 
She would put an end to herself, she said. 
He comforted her feebly, telling her not to cry, that it 

would be all right, never fear. He felt against his shirt the 
agitation of her bosom. 
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It was not altogether his fault that it had happened. He re
membered well, with the curious patient memory of the celi
bate, the first casual caresses her dress, her breath, her fingers 
had given him. Then late one night as he was undressing for 
bed she had tapped at his door, timidly. She wanted to re
light her candle at his for hers had been blown out by a gust. 
It was her bath night. She wore a loose open combing-jacket 
of printed flannel. Her white instep shone in the opening of 
her furry slippers and the blood glowed warmly behind her 
perfumed skin. From her hands and wrists too as she lit and 
steadied her candle a faint perfume arose. 

On nights when he came in very late it was she who warmed 
up his dinner. He scarcely knew what he was eating, feeling 
her beside him alone, at night, in the sleeping house. And her 
thoughtfulness! If the night was anyway cold or wet or windy 
there was sure to he a little tumbler of punch ready for him. 
Perhaps they could be happy together. . . . 

They used to go upstairs together on tiptoe, each with a 
candle, and on the third landing exchange reluctant good
nights. They used to kiss. He remembered well her eyes, the 
touch of her hand and his delirium. . . . 

But delirium passes. He echoed her phrase, applying it to 
himself: What am I to do? The instinct of the celibate warned 
him to hold back. But the sin was there; even his sense of hon
our told him that reparation must he made for such a sin. 

While he was sitting with her on the side of the bed Mary 
came to the door and said that the missus wanted to see him 
in the parlour. He stood up to put on his coat and waistcoat, 
more helpless than ever. When he was dressed he went over 
to her to comfon her. It would be all right, never fear. He 
left her crying on the bed and moaning softly: 0 my God! 

Going down the stairs his glasses became so dimmed with 
moisture that he had to take them off and polish them. He 
longed to ascend through the roof and fly away to another 
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country where he would never hear again of his trouble, and 
yet a force pushed him downstairs step by step. The impla
cable faces of his employer and of the Madam stared upon his 
discomfiture. On the last flight of stairs he passed Jack Moo
ney who was coming up from the pantry nursing two bottles 
of Bass. They saluted coldly; and the lover's eyes rested for a 
second or two on a thick bulldog face and a pair of thick short 
arms. When he reached the foot of the staircase he glanced up 
and saw Jack regarding him from the door of the return-room. 

Suddenly he remembered the night when one of the music
hall artistes, a little blond Londoner, had made a rather free 
allusion to Polly. The reunion had been almost broken up on 
account of Jack's violence. Everyone tried to quiet tiim. The 
music-hall artiste, a little paler than usual, kept smiling and 
saying that there was no harm meant: but Jack kept shouting 
at him that if any fellow tried that sort of a game on with his 
sister he'd bloody well put his teeth down his throat, so he 
would. 

Polly sat for a little time on the side of the bed, crying. 
Then she dried her eyes and went over to the looking-glass. 
She dipped the end of the towel in the water-jug and re
freshed her eyes with the cool water. She looked at herself in 
profile and readjusted a hairpin above her ear. Then she went 
back to the bed again and sat at the foot. She regarded the pil
lows for a long time and the sight of them awakened in her 
mind secret amiable memories. She rested the nape of her neck 
against the cool iron bed-rail and fell into a revery. There 
was no longer any perturbation visible on her face. 

She waited on patiently, almost cheerfully, without alarm, 
her memories gradually givi~g place to hopes and visions 
of the future. Her hopes and visions were so intricate 
that she no longer saw the white pillows on which her gaze 
was fixed or remembered that she was waiting for anything. 
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At last she heard her mother calling. She staned to her feet 

and ran to the banisters. 
-Polly! Polly! 
-Yes, mamma? 
-Come down, dear. Mr Doran wants to speak to you. 
Then she remembered what she had been waiting for. 



A LITTLE CLOUD 

EIGHT years before he had seen his friend off at the North 
Wall and wished him godspeed. Gallaher had got on. You 
could tell that at once by his travelled air, his well-cut tweed 
suit and fearless accent. Few fellows had talents like his and 
fewer still could remain unspoiled by such success. Gallaher's 
heart was in the right place and he had deserved to win. It 
was something to have a friend like that. 

Little Chandler's thoughts ever since lunch-time had been 
of his meeting with Gallaher, of Gallaher's invitation and of 
the great city London where Gallaher lived. He was called 
Little Chandler because, though he was but slightly under the 
average stature, he gave one the idea of being a little man. His 
hands were white and small, his frame was fragile, his voice 
was quiet and his manners were refined. He took the greatest 
care of his fair silken hair and moustache and used perfume 
discreetly on his handkerchief. The half-moons of his nails 
were perfect and when he smiled you caught a glimpse of a 
row of childish white teeth. 
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As he sat at his desk in the King's Inns he thought what 
changes those eight years had brought. The friend whom he 
had known under a shabby and necessitous guise had become 
a brilliant figure on the London Press. He turned often from 
his tiresome writing to gaze out of the office window. The 
glow of a late autumn sunset covered the grass plots and 
walks. It cast a shower of kindly golden dust on the untidy 
nurses and decrepit old men who drowsed on the benches; it 
flickered upon all the moving figures-on the children who 
ran screaming along the gravel paths and on everyone who 
passed through the gardens. He watched the scene and 
thought of life; and (as always happened when he thought of 
life) he became sad. A gentle melancholy took possession of 
him. He felt how useless it was to struggle against fortune, 
this being the burden of wisdom which the ages had be
queathed to him. 

He remembered the books of poetry upon his shelves at 
home. He had bought them in his bachelor days and many an 
evening, as he sat in the little room off the hall, he had been 
tempted to take one down from the bookshelf and read out 
something to his wife. But shyness had always held him back; 
and so the books had remained on their shelves. At times he 
repeated lines to himself and this consoled him. 

When his hour had ·Struck he stood up and took leave of 
his desk and of his fellow-clerks punctiliously. He emerged 
from under the feudal arch of the King's Inns, a ,neat modest 
figure, and walked swiftly down Henrietta Street. The golden 
sunset was waning and the air had grown sharp. A horde of 
grimy children populated the street. They stood or ran in the 
roadway or crawled up the steps before the gaping doors or 
squatted like mice upon the thresholds. Little Chandler gave 
them no thought. He picked hi.o; way deftly through all that 
minute vermin-like life and under the shadow of the gaunt 
spectral mansions in which the old nobility of Dublin had roist-
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ered. No memory of the past touched him, for his mind was 
full of a present joy. 

He had never been in Corless's but he knew the value of 
the name. He knew that people went there after the theatre 
to eat oysters and drink liqueurs; and he had heard that the 
waiters there spoke French and German. Walking swiftly 
by at night he had seen cabs drawn up before the door and 
richly dressed ladies, escorted by cavaliers, alight and enter 
quickly. They wore noisy dresses and many wraps. Their 
faces were powdered and they caught up their dresses, when 
they touched earth, like alarmed Atalantas. He had always 
passed without turning his head to look. It was his habit to 
walk swiftly in the street even by day and whenever he found 
himself in the city late at night he hurried on his way appre
hensively and excitedly. Sometimes, however, he courted the 
causes of his fear. He chose the darkest and narrowest streets 
and, as he walked boldly forward; the silence that was spread 
about his footsteps troubled him, the wandering silent figures 
troubled him; and at times a sound of low fugitive laughter 
made him tremble like a leaf. 

He turned to the right towards Capel Street. Ignatius Galla
her on the London Press! Who would have thought it possible 
eight years before? Still, now that he reviewed the past, Little 
Chandler could remember many signs of future greatness in 
his friend. People used to say that Ignatius Gallaher was wild. 
Of course, he did mix with a rakish set of fellows at that time, 
drank freely and borrowed money on all sides. In the end he 
had got mixed up in some shady affair, some money transac
tion: at least, that was one version of his flight. But nobody 
denied him talent. There was always a certain . . . something 
in Ignatius Gallaher that impressed you in spite of yourself. 
Even when he was out at elbows and at his wits' end for money 
he kept up a bold face. Little Chandler remembered (and the 
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remembrance brought a slight flush of pride to his cheek) one 
of Ignatius Gallaher's sayings when he was in a tight corner: 

-Half time, now, boys, he used to say light-heartedly. 
Where's my considering cap? 

That was Ignatius Gallaher all out; and, damn it, you 
couldn't but admire him for it. 

Little Chandler quickened his pace. For the first time in 
his life he felt himself superior to the people he passed. For 
the first time his soul revolted against the dull inelegance of 
Capel Street. There was no doubt about it: if you wanted to 
succeed you had to go away. You could do nothing in Dub
lin. As he crossed Gratt:in Bridge he looked down the river 
towards the lower quays and pitied the poor stunted houses. 
They seemed to him a band of tramps, huddled together along 
the river-banks, their old coats covered with dust and soot, 
stupefied by the panorama of sunset and waiting for the first 
chill of night to bid them arise, shake themselves and begone. 
He wondered whether he could write a poem to express his 
idea. Perhaps Gallaher might be able to get it into some Lon
don paper for him. Could he write something original? He 
was not sure what idea he wished to express but the thought 
that a poetic moment had touched him took life within him 
like an infant hope. He stepped onward bravely. 

Every step brought him nearer to London, farther from his 
own sober inartistic life. A light began to tremble on the hori
zon of his mind. He was not so old-thirty-two. His tempera
ment might be said to be just at the point of maturity. There 
were so many different moods and impressions that he wished 
to express in verse. He felt them within him. He tried to 
weigh his soul to see if it was a poet's soul. Melancholy was 
the dominant note of his temperament, he thought, but it was 
a melancholy tempered by recurrences of faith and resigna
tion and simple joy. If he could give expression to it in a book 
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of poems perhaps men would listen. He would never be popu
lar: he saw that. He could not sway the crowd but he might 
appeal to a little circle of kindred minds. The English critics, 
perhaps, would recognise him as one of the Celtic school by 
reason of the melancholy tone of his poems; besides that, 
he would put in allusions. He began to invent sentences and 
phrases from the notices which his book would get. Mr Chan
dler bas the gjft of easy and graceful verse . ... A wistful sad
ness pervades these poems . ... The Celtic note. It was a pity 
his name was not more Irish-looking. Perhaps it would be 
better to insert his mother's name before the surname: Thomas 
Malone Chandler, or better still: T. Malone Chandler. He 
would speak to Gallaher about it. 

He pursued his revery so ardently that he passed his street 
and had to turn back. As he came near Corless's his former 
agitation began to overmaster him and he halted before the 
door in indecision. Finally he opened the door and entered. 

The light and noise of the bar held him at the doorway for 
a few moments. He looked about him, but his sight was con
fused by the shining of many red and green wine-glasses. 
The bar seemed to him to be full of people and he felt that 
the people were observing him curiously. He glanced quickly 
to right and left (frowning slightly to make his errand appear 
serious), but when his sight cleared a little he saw that nobody 
had turned to look at him: and there, sure enough, was Igna
tius Gallaher leaning with his back against the counter and 
his feet planted far apart. 

-Hallo, Tommy, old hero, here you are! What is it to be? 
What will you have? I'm taking whisky: better stUff than we 
get across the water. Soda? Lithia? No mineral? I'm the same. 
Spoils the flavour. . . . Here, garfon, · bring us two halves 
of malt whisky, like a good fellow .... Well, and how have 
you been pulling along since I saw you last? Dear God, how 
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old we're getting! Do you see any signs of aging in me-eh, 
what? A little grey and thin on the top-what? 

Ignatius Gallaher took off his hat and displayed a large 
closely cropped head. His face was heavy, pale and clean
shaven. His eyes, which were of bluish slate-colour, relieved 
his unhealthy pallor and shone out plainly above the vivid 
orange tie he wore. Between these rival feature$ the lips ap
peared very long and shapeless and colourless. He bent his 
head and felt with two sympathetic fingers the thin hair at the 
crown. Little Chandler shook his head as a denial. Ignatius 
Gallaher put on his hat again. 

-It pulls you down, he said, Press life. Always hurry and 
scurry, looking for copy and sometimes not finding it: and 
then, always to have something new in your stuff. Damn 
proofs and printers, I say, for a few days. I'm deuced glad, I 
can tell you, to get back to the old country. Does a fellow 
good, a bit of a holiday. I feel a ton better since I landed again 
in dear dirty Dublin .... Here you are, Tommy. Water? Say 
when. 

Little Chandler allowed his whisky to be very much diluted. 
-You don't know what's good for you, my boy, said Igna

tius Gallaher. I drink mine neat. 
-1 drink very little as a rule, said Little Chandler mod

estly. An odd half-one or so when I meet any of the old crowd: 
that's all. 

-Ah, well, said Ignatius Gallaher, cheerfully, here's to us 
and to old times and old acquaintance. 

They clinked glasses and drank the toast. 
-1 met some of the old gang to-day, said Ignatius Gallaher. 

O'Hara seems to be in a bad way. What's he doing? 
-Nothing, said Little Chandler. He's gone to the dogs. 
-But Hogan has a good sit, hasn't he? 
-Yes; he's in the Land Commission. 
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-1 met him one night in London and he seemed to be very 
flush .... Poor O'Hara! Boose, I suppose? 

-Other things, too, said Little Chandler shortly. 
Ignatius Gallaher laughed. 
-Tommy, he said, I see you haven't changed an atom. 

You're the very same serious person that used to lecture me 
on Sunday mornings when I had a sore head and a fur on my 
tongue. You'd want to knock about a bit in the world. Have 
you never been anywhere, even for a trip? 

-I've been to the Isle of Man, said Litde Chandler. 
Ignatius Gallaher laughed. 
-The Isle of Man! he said. Go to London or Paris: Paris, 

for choice. That'd do you good. 
-Have you seen Paris? 
-1 should think I have! I've knocked about there a little. 
-And is it really so beautiful as they say? asked Little Chan-

dler. 
He sipped a little of his drink while Ignatius Gallaher fin

ished his boldly. 
-Beautiful? said Ignatius Gallaher, pausing on the word 

and on the flavour of his drink. It's not so beautiful, you know. 
Of course, it is beautiful. . . . But it's the life of Paris; that's 
the thing. Ah, there's no city like Paris for gaiety, movement, 
excitement. . . . 

Little Chandler finished his whisky and, after some trouble, 
succeeded in catching the barman's eye. He ordered the same 
again. 

-I've been to the Moulin Rouge, Ignatius Gallaher con
tinued when the barman had removed their glasses, and I've 
been to all the Bohemian cafes. Hot stUff! Not for a pious 
chap like you, Tommy. 

Little Chandler said nothing until the barman returned 
with the two glasses: then he touched his friend's glass lightly 
and reciprocated the former toast. He was beginning to feel 
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somewhat disillusioned. Gallaher's accent and way of ex
pressing himself did not please him. There was something 
vulgar in his friend which he had not observed before. But 
perhaps it was only the result of living in London amid the 
bustle and competition of the Press. The old personal charm 
was still there under this new gaudy manner. And, after all, 
Gallaher had lived, he had seen the world. Little Chandler 
looked at his friend enviously. 

-Everything in Paris is gay, said Ignatius Gallaher. They 
believe in enjoying life-and don't you think they're right? 
If you want to enjoy yourself properly you must go to Paris. 
And, mind you, they've a great feeling for the Irish there. 
When they heard I was from Ireland they were ready to eat 
me, man. 

Little Chandler took four or five sips from his glass. 
-Tell me, he said, is it true that Paris is so . . . immoral 

as they say? 
Ignatius Gallaher made a catholic gestUre with his right arm. 
-Every place is immoral, he said. Of course you do find 

spicy bits in Paris. Go to one of the students' . balls, for in
stance. That's lively, if you like, when the cocottes begin to 
let themselves loose. You know what they are, I suppose? 

-I've heard of them, said Little Chandler. 
Ignatius Gallaher drank off his whisky and shook his head. 
-Ah, he said, you may say what you like. There's no 

woman like the Parisienne-for style, for go. 
-Then it is an immoral city, said Little Chandler, with 

timid insistence-} mean, compared with London or Dublin? 
-London! said Ignatius Gallaher. It's six of one and half-a

dozen of the other. You ask Hogan, my boy. I showed him a 
bit about London when he was over there. He'd open your eye . 
. . . I say, Tommy, don't make punch of that whisky: liquor 
up. 

-No, really .... 
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-0, come on, another one won't do you any hann. What 
is it? The same ag,ain, I suppose? 

-Well . . . all right. 
-Franfois, the same again .... Will you smoke, Tommy? 
Ignatius Gallaher produced his cigar-case. The two friends 

lit their cigars and puffed at them in silence until their drinks 
were served. 

-I'll tell you my opinion, said Ignatius Gallaher, emerging 
after some time from the clouds of smoke in which he had 
taken refuge, it's a rum world. Talk of immorality! I've heard 
of cases-what am I saying?-l've known them: cases of ... 
immorality .... 

Ignatius Gallaher puffed thoughtfully at his cigar and then, 
in a calm historian's tone, he proceeded to sketch for his 
friend some pictures of the corruption which was rife abroad. 
He summarised the vices of many capitals and seemed in
clined to award the palm to Berlin. Some things he could not 
vouch for (his friends had told him), but of others he had had 
personal experience. He spared neither rank nor caste. He re
vealed many of the secrets of religious houses on the Conti
nent and described some of the practices which were fashion
able in high society and ended by telling, with details, a story 
about an English duchess-a story which he knew to be true. 
Little Chandler was astonished. 

-Ah, well, said Ignatius Gallaher, here we are in old jog
. along Dublin where nothing is known of such things. 

-How dull you must find it, said Little Chandler, ~ter all 
the other places you've seen! 

-Well, said Ignatius Gallaher, it's a relaxation to come 
over here, you know. And, after all, it's the old country, as 
they say, isn't it? You can't help having a certain feeling 
for it. That's human nature. . . . But tell me something about 
yourself. Hogan told me you had . . . tasted the joys of con
nubial bliss. Two years ago, wasn't it? 
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Little Chandler blushed and smiled. 
-Yes, he said. I was married last May twelve months. 
-1 hope it's not too late in the day to offer my best wishes, 

said Ignatius Gallaher. I didn't know your address or I'd have 
done so at the time. 

He extended his hand, which Little Chandler took. 
-Well, Tommy, he said, I wish you and yours every joy in 

life, old chap, and tons of money, and may you never die till 
I shoot you. And that's the wish of a sincere friend, an old 
friend. You know that? 

-1 know that, said Little Chandler. 
-Any youngsters? said Ignatius Gallaher. 
Little Chandler blushed again. 
-We have one child, he said. 
-Son or daughter? 
-A little boy. 
Ignatius Gallaher slapped his friend sonorously on the back. 
-Bravo, he said, I wouldn't doubt you, Tommy. 
Little Chandler smiled, looked . confusedly at his glass and 

bit his lower lip with three childishly white front teeth. 
-1 hope you'll spend an evening with us, he said, before 

you go back. My wife will be delighted to meet you. We can 
have a little music and-

- Thanks awfully, ·old chap, said Ignatius Gallaher, I'm 
sorry we didn't meet earlier. But I must leave to-morrow night. 

-To-night, perhaps ... ? 
-I'm awfully sorry, old man. You see I'm over here with 

another fellow, clever young chap he is too, and we arranged 
to go to a little card-party. Only for that ... 

-0, in that case. . . . 
-But who knows? said Ignatius Gallaher considerately. 

Next year I may take a little skip over here now that I've 
broken the ice. It's only a pleasure deferred. 

-Very well, said Little Chandler, the next time you come 
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we must have an ·evening together. That's agreed now, isn't it? 
-Yes, that's agreed, said Ignatius Gallaher. Next year if I 

come, parole d'bonneur. 
-And to clinch the bargain, said Little Chandler, we'll just 

have one more now. 
Ignatius Gallaher took out a large gold watch and looked at 

it. 
-Is it to be the last? he said. Because you know, I have an a.p. 
-0, yes, positively, said Little Chandler. 
-Very well, then, said Ignatius Gallaher, let us have an-

other one as a deoc an doruis-that's good vernacular for a 
small whisky, I believe. 

Little Chandler ordered the drinks. The blush which had 
risen to his face a few moments before was establishing itself. 
A trifle made him blush at any time: and now he felt warm 
and excited. Three small whiskies had gone to his head and 
Gallaher's strong cigar had confused his mind, for he was a 
delicate and abstinent person. The adventure of meeting Gal
laher after eight years, of finding himself with Gallaher in 
Corless's surrounded by lights and noise, of listening to Galla
her's stories and of sharing for a brief space Gallaher's vagrant 
and triumphant life, upset the equipoise of his sensitive na
ture. He felt acutely the contrast between his own life and 
his friend's, and it seemed to him unjust. Gallaher was his in
ferior in birth and education. He was sure that he could do 
something better than his friend had ever done, or could ever 
do, something higher than mere tawdry journalism if he only 
got the chance. What was it that stood in his way? His unfortu
nate timidity! He wished to vindicate himself in some way, to 
assert his manhood. He saw behind Gallaher's refusal of his 
invitation. Gallaher was only patronising him by his friendli
ness just as he was patronising Ireland by his visit. 

The barman brought their drinks. Little Chandler pushed 
one glass towards his friend and took up the other boldly. 
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-Who knows? he said, as they lifted their glasses. When 
you come next year I may have the pleasure of wishing long 
life and happiness to Mr and Mrs Ignatius Gallaher. 

Ignatius Gallaher in the act of drinking closed one eye ex
pressively over the rim of his glass. When he had drunk he 
smacked his lips decisively, set down his glass and said: 

-No blooming fear of that, my boy. I'm going to have my 
fling first and see a bit of life and the world before I put my 
head in the sack-if I ever do. 

-Some day you will, said Little <;:handler calmly. 
Ignatius Gallaher turned his orange tie and slate-blue eyes 

full upon his friend. 
-You think so? he said. 
-You'll put your head in the sack, repeated Little Chan-

dler stoutly, like everyone else if you can find the girl. 
He had slightly emphasised his tone and he was aware that 

he had betrayed himself; but, though the colour had height
ened in his cheek, 'he did not flinch from his friend's gaze. 
Ignatius Gallaher watched him for a few moments and then 
said: 

-If ever it occurs, you may bet your bottom dollar there'll 
be no mooning and spooning about it. I mean to marry money. 
She'll have a good fat account at the bank or she won't do 
forme. 

Little Chandler shook his head. 
-Why, man alive, said Ignatius Gallaher, vehemently, do 

you know what it is? I've only to say the word and to-mor
row I can have the woman and the cash. You don't believe it? 
Well, I know it. There are hundreds-what am I saying?
thousands of rich Germans and Jews, rotten with money, 
that'd only be too glad .... You wait a while, my boy. See 
if I don't play my cards properly. When I go about a thing I 
mean business, I tell you. You just wait. 

He tossed his glass to his mouth, finished his drink and 
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laughed loudly. Then he looked thoughtfully before him and 
said in a calmer tone: 

-But I'm in no hurry. They can wait. I don't fancy tying 
myself up to one woman, you know. 

He imitated with his mouth the act of tasting and made a 
wry face. 

-Must get a bit stale, I should think, he said. 

Little Chandler sat in the room off the hall, holding a child 
in his arms. To save money they kept no servant but Annie's 
young sister Monica came for an hour or so in the morning 
and an hour or so in the evening to help. But Monica had gone 
home long ago. It was a quarter to nine. Little· Chandler had 
come home late for tea and, moreover, he had forgotten to 
bring Annie home the parcel of coffee from Bewley's. Of 
course she was in a bad humour and gave him short answers. 
She said she would do without any tea but when it came near 
the time at which the shop at the corner closed she decided to 
go out herself for a quarter of a pound of tea and two pounds 
of sugar. She put the sleeping child deftly in his arms and said: 

-Here. Don't waken him. 
A little lamp with a white china shade stood upon the table 

and its light fell over a photograph which was enclosed in a 
frame of crumpled hom. It was Annie's photograph. Little 
Chandler looked at it, pausing at the thin tight lips. She wore 
the pale blue summer blouse which he had brought her home 
as a present one Saturday. It had cost him ten and elevenpence; 
but what an agony of nervousness it had cost him! How he had 
suffered that day, waiting at the shop door until the shop was 
empty, standing at the counter and trying w appear at his ease 
while the girl piled ladies' blouses before him, paying at the desk 
and forgetting to take up the odd penny of his change, being 
called back by the cashier, and, finally, striving to hide his 
blushes as he left the shop by examining the parcel to see if 
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it was securely tied. When he brought the blouse home Annie 
kissed him and said it was very pretty and stylish; but when she 
heard the price she threw the blouse on the table and said it was 
a regular swindle to charge ten and elevenpence for that. At 
first she wanted to take it back but when she tried it on she was 
delighted with it, especially with the make of the sleeves, 
and kissed him and said he was very good to think of her. 

Hm! ... 
He looked coldly into the eyes of the photograph and they 

answered coldly. Cenainly they were pretty and the face 
itself was pretty. But he found something mean in it. Why 
was it so unconscious and lady-like? The composure of the 
eyes irritated him. They repelled him and defied him: there 
was no passion in them, no rapture. He thought of what Gal
laher had said about rich Jewesses. Those dark Oriental eyes, 
he thought, how full they are of passion, of voluptuous long
ing! . . . Why had he married the eyes in the photograph? 

He caught himself up at the question and glanced nerv
ously round the room. He found something mean in the 
pretty furniture which he had bought for his house on the 
hire system. Annie had chosen it herself and it reminded him 
of her. It too was prim and pretty. A dull resentment against 
his life awoke within him. Could he not escape from his little 
house? Was it too late for him to try to live bravely like Galla
her? Could he go to London? There was the furniture still to 
be paid for. If he could only write a book and get it published, 
that might open the. way for him. 

A volume of Byron's poems lay before him on the table. 
He opened it cautiously with his left hand lest he should 
waken the child and began to read the first poem in the book: 

Hushed are the 'Winds and still the e'Uening gloom, 
Not e'en a Zephyr wanders through the grove, 

Whilst I return to view my Margaret's tomb 
And scatter flowers on the dust I love. 
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He paused. He felt the rhythm of the verse about him in 
the room. How melancholy it was! Could he, too, write like 
that, express the melancholy of his soul in verse? There were 
so many things he wanted to describe: his sensation of a few 
hours before on Grattan Bridge, for example. If he could get 
back again into that mood. . . . 

The child awoke and began to cry. He turned from the 
page and tried to hush it: but it would not be hushed. He 
began to rock it to and fro in his arms but its wailing cry grew 
keener. He rocked it faster while his eyes began to read the 
second stanza: 

Within this narrow cell reclines her clay, 
That clay where once . . . 

It was useless. He couldn't read. He couldn't do anything. 
The wailing of the child pierced the drum of his ear. It was 
useless, useless! He was a prisoner for life. His arms trembled 
with anger and suddenly bending to the child's face he 
shouted: 

-Stop! 
The child stopped for an instant, had a spasm of fright and 

· began to scream. He jumped up from his chair and walked 
hastily up and down the room with the child in his arms. It 
began to sob piteously, losing its breath for four or five sec
onds, and then bursting out anew. The thin walls of the room 
echoed the sound. He tried to soothe it but it sobbed more 
convulsively. He looked at the contracted and quivering face 
of the child and began to be alarmed. He counted seven sobs 
without a break between them and caught the child to his 
breast in fright. If it died! . . . 

The door was burst open and a young woman ran in, pant
ing. 

-What is it? What is it? she cried. 
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The child, hearing its mother's voice, broke out into a par

oxysm of sobbing. 
-It's nothing, Annie ... it's nothing .... He began to 

cry ... 
She flung her parcels on the floor and snatched the child 

from him. 
-What have you done to him? she cried, glaring into his 

face. 
Little Chandler sustained for one moment the· gaze of her 

eyes and his heart closed together as he met the hatred in 
them. He began to stammer: 

-It's nothing. . .. He . . . he began to cry. . .. I 
couldn't . . . I didn't do anything. . .. What? 

Giving no heed to him she began to walk up and down the 
room, clasping the child tightly in her arms and murmuring: 

-My little man! My little mannie! Was 'ou frightened, 
love? . . . There now, love! There now! . . . Lambabaun! 
Mamma's little lamb of the world! ... There now! 

Little Chandler felt his cheeks suffused with shame and he 
stood back out of the lamplight. He listened while the par
oxysm of the child's sobbing grew less and less; and tears of 
remorse started to his eyes. 



COUNTERPARTS 

LE bell rang furiously and, when Miss Parker went to 
the tube, a furious voice called out in a piercing North of Ire
land accent: 

-Send Farrington here! 
Miss Parker returned to her machine, saying to a man who 

was writing at a desk: 
-Mr Alleyne wants you upstairs. 
The man muttered Blast him! under his breath and pushed 

back his chair to stand up. When he stood up he was tall and 
of great bulk. He had a hanging face, dark wine-coloured, 
with fair eyebrows and moustache: his eyes bulged forward 
slightly and the whites of them were dirty. He lifted up the 
counter and, passing by the clients, went out of the office 
with a heavy step. 

He went heavily upstairs until he came to the second land
ing, where a door bore a brass plate with the inscription Mr 
Alleyne. Here he halted, puffing with labour and vexation, 
and knocked. The shrill voice cried: 
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-Come in! 
The man entered Mr Alleyne's room. Simultaneously Mr 

Alleyne, a little man wearing gold-rimmed glasses on a clean
shaven face, shot his head up over a pile of documents. The 
head itself was so pink and hairless that it seemed like a large egg 
reposing on the papers. Mr Alleyne did not lose a moment: 

-Farrington? What is the meaning of this? Why have I 
always to complain of you? May I ask you why you haven't 
made a copy of that contract between Bodley and Kirwan? 
I told you it must be ready by four o'clock. 

-But Mr Shelley said, sir-
-Mr Shelley said, sir. . . . Kindly attend to what I say 

and not to what Mr Shelley says, sir. You have always some 
excuse or another for shirking work. Let me tell you that if 
the contract is not copied before this evening I'll lay the mat
ter before Mr Crosbie. . . ~ Do you hear me now? 

-Yes, sir. 
-Do you hear me now? ... Ay and another little mat-

ter! I might as well be talking to the wall as talking to you. 
Understand once for all that you get a half an hour for your 
lunch and not an hour and a half. How many courses do you 
want, I'd like to know .... Do you mind me, now? 

-Yes, sir. 
Mr Alleyne bent his head again upon his pile of papers. 

The man stared fixedly at the polished skull which directed 
the affairs of Crosbie & Alleyne, gauging its fragility. A spasm 
of rage gripped his throat for a few moments and then passed, 
leaving after it a sharp sensation of thirst. The man recognised 
the sensation and felt that he must have a good night's drink
ing. The middle of the month was passed and, if he could get 
the copy done in time, Mr Alleyne might give him an order on 
the cashier. He stood still, gazing fixedly at the head upon 
the pile of papers. Suddenly Mr Alleyne began to upset all the 
papers, searching for something. Then, as if he had been un-
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aware of the man's presence till that moment, he shot up his 
head again, saying: 

-Eh? Are you going to stand there all day? Upon my word, 
Farrington, you take things easy! 

-1 was waiting to see . . . 
-Very good, you needn't wait to see. Go downstairs 

and do your work. 
The man walked heavily towards the door and, as he went 

out of the room, he heard Mr Alleyne cry after him that if the 
contract was not copied by evening Mr Crosbie would hear of 
the matter. 

He returned to his desk in the lower office and counted the 
sheets which remained to be copied. He took up his pen and 
dipped it in the ink but he continued to stare stupidly at the 
last words he had written: In no case shall the said Bemard 
Bodley be ... The evening was falling and in a few min
utes they would be lighting the gas: then he could write. He 
felt that he must slake the thirst in his throat. He stood up 
from his desk and, lifting the counter as before, passed out of 
the office. As he was passing out the chief clerk looked at 
him inquiringly. 

-It's all right, Mr Shelley, said the man, pointing with his 
finger to indicate the objective of his journey. 

The chief clerk glanced at the hat-rack but, seeing the row 
complete, offered no remark. As soon as he was on the landing 
the man pulled a shepherd's plaid cap out of his pocket, put it 
on his head and ran quickly down the rickety stairs. From the 
street door he walked on furtively on the inner side of the 
path towards the corner and all at once dived into a doorway. 
He was now safe in the dark snug of O'Neill's shop, and, fill
ing up the little window that looked into the bar with his in
flamed face, the col!>ur of dark wine or dark meat, be called 
out: 

-Here, Pat, give us a g.p., like a good fellow. 
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The curate brought him a glass of plain porter. The man 
drank it at a gulp and asked for a caraway seed. He put his 
penny on the counter and, leaving the curate to grope for 
it in the gloom, retreated out of the snug as furtively as he 
had entered it. 

Darkness, accompanied by a thick fog, was gaining upon 
the dusk of February and the lamps in Eustace Street had 
been lit. The man went up by the houses until he reached the 
door of the office, wondering whether he could finish his 
copy in time. On the stairs a moist pungent odour of per
fumes saluted his nose: evidently Miss Delacour had come 
while he was out in O'Neill's. He crammed his cap back again 
into his pocket and re-entered the office, assuming an air of 
absent-mindedness. 

-Mr Alleyne has been calling for you, said the chief clerk 
severely. Where were you? 

The man glanced at the two clients who were standing at 
the counter as if to intimate that their presence prevented him 
from answering. As the clients were both male the chief clerk 
allowed himself a laugh. 

-1 know that game, he said. Five times in one day is a lit
de bit. . . . Well, you better look sharp and get a copy of 
our correspondence in the Delacour case for Mr Alleyne. 

This address in the presence of the public, his run upstairs 
and the porter he had gulped down so hastily confused the 
man and, as he sat down at his desk to get what was required, 
he realised how hopeless was the task of finishing his copy of 
the contract before half past five. The dark damp night was 
coming and he longed to spend it in the bars, drinking with 
his friends amid the glare of gas and the clatter of glasses. He 
got out the Delacour correspondence and passed out of the of
fice. He hoped Mr Alleyne would not discover that the last 
two letters were missing. 

The moist pungent perfume lay all the way up to Mr AI-
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leyne's room. Miss Delacour was a middle-aged woman of 
Jewish appearance. Mr Alleyne was said to be sweet on her 
or on her money. She came to the office often and stayed a long 
time when she came. She was sitting beside his desk now in 
an aroma of perfumes, smoothing the handle of her umbrella 
and nodding the great black feather in her hat. Mr Alleyne 
had swivelled his chair round to face her and thrown his 
right foot jauntily upon his left knee. The man put the corre
spondence on the desk and bowed respectfully but neither 
Mr Alleyne nor Miss Delacour took any notice of his bow. 
Mr Alleyne tapped a finger on the correspondence and then 
flicked it towards him as if to say: That's all right: you can go. 

The man returned to the lower office and sat down again 
at his desk. He stared intently at the incomplete phrase: In 
no case shall the said Bernard Bodley be ... and thought 
how strange it was that the last three words began with the 
same letter. The chief clerk began to hurry Miss Parker, say
ing she would never have the letters typed in time for post. 
The man listened to the clicking of the machine for a few min
utes and then set to work to finish his copy. But his head was 
not clear and his mind wandered away to the glare and rattle 
of the public-house. It was a night for hot punches. He strug
gled on with his copy, but when the clock struck five he had 
still fourteen pages to write. Blast it! He couldn't finish it in 
time. He longed to execrate aloud, to bring his fist down on 
something violently. He was so enraged that he wrote Bernard 
Bernard instead of Bernard Bodley and had to begin again on 
a clean sheet. 

He felt strong enough to clear out the whole office single
handed. His body ached to do something, to rush out and 
revel in violence. All the indignities of his life enraged him . 
. . . Could he ask the cashier privately for an advance? No, 
the cashier was no good, no damn good: he wouldn't give an 
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advance. . . . He knew where he would meet the boys: Leon
ard and O'Halloran and Nosey Flynn. The barometer of his 
emotional nature was set for a spell of riot. 

His imagination had so abstracted him that his name was 
called twice before he answered. Mr Alleyne and Miss Dela
cour were standing outside the counter and all the clerks had 
turned round in anticipation of something. The man got up 
from his desk. Mr Alleyne began a tirade of abuse, saying that 
two letters were missing. The man answered that he knew 
nothing about them, that he had made a faithful copy. The 
tirade continued: it was so bitter and violent that the man 
could hardly restrain his fist from descending upon the head 
of the manikin before him. 

-1 know nothing about any other two letters, he said stu

pidly. 
-Y ou-knO'W-nothing. Of course you know nothing, 

said Mr Alleyne. Tell me, he added, glancing first for approval 
to the lady beside him, do you take me for a fool? Do you 
think me an utter fool? 

The man glanced from the lady's face to the little egg
shaped head and back again; and, almost before he was aware 
of it, his tongue had found a felicitous moment: 

-1 don't think, sir, he said, that that's a fair question to put 
tome. 

There was a pause in the very breathing of the clerks. 
Everyone was astounded (the author of the witticism no less 
than his neighbours) and Miss Delacour, who was a stout ami
able person, began to smile broadly. Mr Alleyne flushed to the 
hue of a wild rose and his mouth twitched with a dwarfs 
passion. He shook his fist in the man's face till it seemed to 
vibrate like the knob of some electric machine: 

-You impertinent ruffian! You impertinent ruffian! I'll make 
short work of you! Wait till you see! You'll apologise to me 
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for your impertinence or you'll quit the office instanter! You'll 
quit this, I'm telling you, or you'll apologise to me! 

He stood in a doorway opposite the office watching to see 
if the cashier would come out alone. All the clerks passed 
out and finally the cashier came out with the chief clerk. It 
was no use trying to say a word to him when he was with the 
chief clerk. The man felt that his position was bad enough. 
He had been obliged to offer an abject apology to Mr Alleyne 
for his impertinence but he knew what a hornet's nest the of
fice would be for him. He could remember the way in 
which Mr Alleyne had hounded little Peake out of the office in 
order to make room for his own nephew. He felt savage and 
thirsty and revengeful, annoyed with himself and with every
one else. Mr Alleyne would never give him an hour's rest; his 
life would be a hell to him. He had made a proper fool of him
self this time. Could he not keep his tongue in his cheek? But 
they had never pulled together from the first, he and Mr Al
leyne, ever since the day Mr Alleyne had overheard him mim
icking his North of Ireland accent to amuse Higgins and Miss 
Parker: that had been the beginning of it. He might have tried 
Higgins for the money, but sure Higgins never had anything 
for himself. A man with two establishments to keep up, of 
course he couldn't. . . . 

He felt his great body again aching for the comfort of the 
public-house. The fog had begun to chill him and he won
dered could he touch Pat in O'Neill's. He could not touch him 
for more than a bob-and a bob was no use. Yet he must get 
money somewhere or other: he had spent his last penny for the 
g.p. and soon it would be too late for getting money any
where. Suddenly, as he was fingering his watch-chain, he 
thought of Terry Kelly's pawn-office in Fleet Street. That was 
the dart! Why didn't he think of it sooner? 

He went through the narrow alley of Temple Bar quickly, 
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muttering to himself that they could all go to hell because he 
was going to have a good night of it. The clerk in Terry Kelly's 
said A crown! but the consignor held out for six shillings; 
and in the end the six shillings was allowed him literally. He 
came out of the pawn-office joyfully, making a little cylinder 
of the coins between his thumb and fingers. In Westmore
land Street the footpaths were crowded with young men and 
women returning from business and ragged urchins ran here 
and there yelling out the names of the evening editions. 
The man passed through the crowd, looking on the spectacle 
generally with proud satisfaction and staring masterfully at 
the office-girls. His head was full of the noises of tram-gongs 
and swishing trolleys and his nose already sniffed the curling 
fumes of punch. As he walked on he preconsidered the terms 
in which he would narrate the incident to the boys: 

-So, I just looked at him-coolly, you know, and looked at 
her. Then I looked back at him again-taking my time, you 
know. I don't think that that's a fair question to put to me, 
says I. 

Nosey Flynn was sitting up in his usual corner of Davy 
Byrne's and, when he heard the story, he stood Farrington a 
half-one, saying it was as smart a thing as ever he heard. Far
rington stood a drink in his turn. After a while O'Halloran and 
Paddy Leonard came in and the story was repeated to them. 
O'Halloran stood tailors of malt, hot, all round and told the 
story of the retort he had made to the chief clerk when he was 
in Callan's of Fownes's Street; but, as the retort was after the 
manner of the liberal shepherds in the eclogues, he had to ad
mit that it was not so clever as Farrington's retort. At this Far
rington told the boys to polish off that and have another. 

Just as they were naming their poisons who should come 
in but Higgins! Of course he had to join in with the others. 
The men asked him to give his version of it, and he did so with 
great vivacity for the sight of five small hot whiskies was very 
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exhilarating. Everyone roared laughing when he showed the 
way in which Mr Alleyne shook his fist in Farrington's face. 
Then he imitated Farrington, saying, And here was my nabs, 
as cool as you please, while Farrington looked at the company 
out of his heavy dirty eyes, smiling and at times drawing forth 
stray drops of liquor from his moustache with the aid of his 
lower lip. 

When that round was over there was a pause. O'Halloran 
had money but neither of the other two seemed to have any; 
so the whole party left the shop somewhat regretfully. At the 
corner of Duke Street Higgins and Nosey FlyM bevelled off 
to the left while the other three turned back towards the 
city. Rain was drizzling down on the cold streets and, when 
they reached the Ballast Office, Farrington suggested the 
Scotch House. The bar was full of men and loud with the 
noise of tongues and glasses. The three men pushed past the 
whining match-sellers at the door and formed a little party at 
the corner of the counter. They began to exchange stories. 
Leonard introduced them to a young fellow named Weathers 
who was performing at the Tivoli as an acrobat and knock
about artiste. Farrington stood a drink all round. Weathers 
said he would take a small Irish and Apollinaris. Farrington, 
who had definite notions of what was what, asked the boys 
would they have an Apollinaris too; but the boys told Tim to 
make theirs hot. The talk became theatrical. O'Halloran stood 
a round and then Farrington stood another round, Weathers 
protesting that the hospitality was too Irish. He promised to 
get them in behind the scenes and introduce them to some 
nice girls. O'Halloran said that he and Leonard would go but 
that Farrington wouldn't go because he was a married man; 
and Farrington's heavy dirty eyes leered at the company in 
token that he understood he was being chaffed. Weathers made 
them all have just one little tincture at his expense and prom
ised to meet them later on at Mulligan's in Poolbeg Street. 
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When the Scotch House closed they went round to Mulli
gan's. They went into the parlour at the back and O'Halloran 
ordered small hot specials all round. They were all beginning 
to feel mellow. Farrington was just standing another round 
when Weathers came hack. Much to Farrington's relief he 
drank a glass of bitter this time. Funds were running low but 
they had enough to keep them going. Presently two young 
women with big hats and a young man in a check suit came 
in and sat at a table close by. Weathers saluted them and told 
the company that they were out of the Tivoli. Farrington's 
eyes wandered at every moment in the direction of one of the 
young women. There was something striking in her appear
ance. An immense scarf of peacock-blue muslin was wound 
round her hat and knotted in a great bow under her chin; and 
she wore bright yellow gloves, reaching to the elbow. Far
rington gazed admiringly at the plump arm which she moved 
very often and with much grace; and when, after a little time, 
she answered his gaze he admired still more her large dark 
brown eyes. The oblique staring expression in them fascinated 
him. She glanced at him once or twice and, when the patty 
was leaving the room, she brushed against his chair and said 
0, pardon! in a London accent. He watched her leave the 
room in the hope that she would look back at him, but he was 
disappointed. He cursed his want of money and cursed all the 
rounds he had stood, particularly all the whiskies and Apol
linaris which he had stood to Weathers. If there was one thing 
that he hated it was a sponge. He was so angry that he lost 
count of the conversation of his friends. 

When Paddy Leonard called him he found that they were 
talking about feats of strength. Weathers was showing his 
biceps muscle to the company and boasting so much that the 
other two had called on Farrington to uphold the national hon
our. Farrington pulled up his sleeve accordingly and showed 
his biceps muscle to the company. The two arms were exam-
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ined and compared and finally it was agreed to have a trial of 
strength. The table was cleared and the two men rested their 
elbows on it, clasping hands. When Paddy Leonard said Go! 
each was to try to bring down the other's hand on to the table. 
Farrington looked very serious and determined. 

The trial began. After about thirty seconds Weathers 
brought his opponent's hand slowly down on to the table. Far
rington's dark wine-coloured face flushed darker still with 
anger and humiliation at having been defeated by such a strip
ling. 

-You're not to put the weight of your body behind it. 
Play fair, he said. 

-Who's not playing fair? said the other. 
-Come on again. The two best out of three. 
The trial began again. The veins stood out on Farring

ton's forehead, and the pallor of Weathers' complexion 
changed to peony. Their hands and arms trembled under the 
stress. After a long struggle Weathers again brought his op
ponent's hand slowly on to the table. There was a murmur of 
applause from the spectators. The curate, who was standing 
beside the table, nodded his red head towards the victor and 
said with loutish familiarity: 

-Ah! that's the knack! 
-What the hell do you know about it? said Farrington 

fiercely, turning on the man. What do you put in your gab 
for? 

-Sh, sh! said O'Halloran, observing the violent expression 
of Farrington's face. Pony up, boys. We'll have just one little 
smahan more and then we'll be off. 

A very sullen-faced man stood at the corner of O'Connell 
Bridge waiting for the little Sandymount tram to take him 
home. He was full of smouldering anger and revengefulness. 
He felt humiliated and discontented; he did not even feel 
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drunk; and he had only twopence in his pocket. He cursed 
everything. He had done for himself in the office, pawned 
his watch, spent all his money; and he had not even got drunk. 
He began to feel thirsty again and he longed to be back again 
in the hot reeking public-house. He had lost his reputation as 
a strong man, having been defeated twice by a mere boy. 
His heart swelled with fury and, when he though~ of the 
woman in the big hat who had brushed against him and said 
Pardon! his fury nearly choked him. 

His tram let him down at Shelbourne Road and he steered 
his great body along in the shadow of the wall of the barracks. 
He loathed returning to his home. When he went in by the 
side-door he found the kitchen empty and the kitchen fire 
nearly out. He bawled upstairs: 

-Ada! Ada! 
His wife was a little sharp-faced woman who bullied her 

husband when he was sober and was bullied by him when he 
was drunk. They had five children. A little boy came run
ning down the stairs. 

-Who is that? said the man, peering through the dark-
ness. 

-Me,pa. 
-Who are you? Charlie? 
-No, pa. Tom. 
-Where's your mother? 
-She's out at the chapel. 
-That's right. . . . Did she think of leaving any dinner 

forme? 
-Yes,pa. 1-
-Light the lamp. What do you mean by having the place 

in darkness? Are the other children in bed? 
The man sat down heavily on one of 'the chairs while the 

little boy lit the lamp. He began to mimic his son's flat accent, 
saying half to himself: At the chapel. At the chapel, if you 
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please! When the lamp was lit he banged his fist on the table 
and shouted: 

-What's for my dinner? 
-I'm going ... to cook it, pa, said the little boy. 
The man jumped up furiously and pointed to the fire. 
-On that fire! You let the fire out! By God, I'll teach you 

to do tb,t again! 
He took a step to the door and seized the walking-stick 

which was standing behind it. 
-I'll teach you to let the fire out! he said, rolling up his 

sleeve in order to give his arm free play. 
The little boy cried 0, pal and ran whimpering round the 

table, but the man followed him and caught him by the coat. 
The little boy looked about him wildly but, seeing no way of 
escape, fell upon his knees. 

-Now, you'll let the fire out the next time! said the man, 
striking at him viciously with the stick. Take that, you little 
whelp! 

The boy uttered a squeal of pain. as the stick cut his thigh. 
He clasped his hands together in the air and his voice shook 
with fright. 

-0, pa! he cried. Don't beat me, pa! And I'll ... I'll 
say a Hail Mary for you .... I'll say a Hail Mary for you, 
pa, if you don't beat me .... I'll say a Hail Mary . ... 



CLAY 

LE matron had given her leave to go out as soon as the 
women's tea was over and Maria looked forward to her eve
ning out. The kitchen was spick and span: the cook said you 
could see yourself in the big copper boilers. The fire was nice 
and bright and on one of the side-tables were four very big 
barmbracks. These barmbracks seemed uncut; but if you went 
closer you would see that they had been cut into long thick 
even slices and were ready to be handed round at tea. Maria 
had cut them herself. 

Maria was a very, very small person indeed but she had a 
very long nose and a very long chin. She talked a little 
through her nose, always soothingly: Yes, my dear, and No, 
my dear. She was always sent for when the women quarrelled 
over their tubs and always succeeded in making peace. One 
day the matron had said to her: 

-Maria, you are a veritable peace-maker! 
And the sub-matron and two of the Board ladies had heard 

the compliment. And Ginger Mooney was always saying 
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what she wouldn't do to the dummy who had charge of the 
irons if it wasn't for Maria. Everyone was so fond of Maria. 

The women would have their tea at six o'clock and she 
would be able to get away before seven. From Ballsbridge to 
the Pillar, twenty minutes; from the Pillar to Drumcondra, 
twenty minutes; and twenty minutes to buy the things. She 
would be there before eight. She took out her purse with the 
silver clasps and read again the words A Present from Bel
fast. She was very fond of that purse because joe had brought 
it to her five years before when he and Alphy had gone to Bel
fast on a Whit-Monday trip. In the purse were two half-crowns 
and some coppers. She would have five shillings clear after 
paying tram fare. What a nice evening they would have, all 
the children singing! Only she hoped that joe wouldn't come 
in drunk. He was so different when he took any drink. 

Often he had wanted her to go and iive with them; but she 
would have felt herself in the way (though joe's wife was 
ever so nice with her) and she had become accustomed to the 
life of the laundry. Joe was a good fellow. She had nursed him 
and Alphy too; and Joe used often say: 

-Mamma is mamma but Maria is my proper mother. 
After the break-up at home the boys had got her that posi

tion in the Dublin by Lamplight laundry, and she liked it. 
She used to have such a bad opinion of Protestants but now 
she thought they were very nice people, a little quiet and seri
ous, but still very nice people to live with. Then she had her 
plants in the conservatory and she liked looking after them. 
She had lovely ferns and wax-plants and, whenever anyone 
came to visit her, she always gave the visitor one or two slips 
from her conservatory. There was one thing she didn't like 
and that was the tracts on the walls; but the matron was such a 
nice person to deal with, so genteel. 

When the cook told her everything was ready she went 
into the women's room and began to pull the big bell. In a 
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few minutes the women began to come in by twos and 
threes, wiping their steaming hands in their petticoats and pull
ing down the sleeves of their blouses over their red steaming 
arms. They settled down before their huge mugs which the 
cook and the dummy filled up with hot tea, already mixed 
with milk and sugar in huge tin cans. Maria superintended the 
distribution of the barmbrack and saw that every woman got 
her four slices. There was a great deal of laughing and joking 
during the meal. Lizzie Fleming said Maria was sure to get the 
ring and, though Fleming had said that for so many Hallow 
Eves, Maria had to laugh and say she didn't want any ring or 
man either; and when she laughed her grey-green eyes 
sparkled with disappointed shyness and the tip of her nose 
nearly met the tip of her chin. Then Ginger Mooney lifted up 
her mug of tea and proposed Maria's health while all the other 
women clattered with their mugs on the table, and said she 
was sorry she hadn't a sup of porter to drink it in. And Maria 
laughed again till the tip of her nose nearly met the tip of her 
chin and till her minute body nearly shook itself asunder be
cause she knew that Mooney meant well though, of course, 
she had the notions of a common woman. 

But wasn't Maria glad when the women had finished their 
tea and the cook and the dummy had begun to clear away the 
tea-things! She went into her little bedroom and, remember
ing that the next morning was a mass morning, changed the 
hand of the alarm from seven to six. Then she took off her 
working skirt and her house-boots and laid her best skirt out 
on the bed and her tiny dress-boots beside the foot of the bed. 
She changed her blouse too and, as she stood before the mirror, 
she thought of how she used to dress for mass on Sunday 
morning when she was a young girl; and she looked with 
quaint affection at the diminutive body which she had so often 
adorned. In spite of its years she found it a nice tidy little body. 

When she got outside the streets were shining with rain and 
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she was glad of her old brown raincloak. The tram was full 
and she had to sit on the little stool at the end of the car, fac
ing all the people, with her toes barely touching the floor. She 
arranged in her mind all she was going to do and thought how 
much better it was to be independent and to have your own 
money in your pocket. She hoped they would have a nice 
evening. She was sure they would hut she could not help 
thinking what a pity it was Alphy and Joe were not speaking. 
They were always falling out now but when they were boys 
together they used to be the best of friends: but such was life. 

She got out of her tram at the Pillar and ferreted her way 
quickly among the crowds. She went into Downes's cake
shop but the shop was so full of people that it was a long time 
before she could get herself attended to. She bought a dozen 
of mixed penny cakes, and at last came out of the shop laden 
with a big bag. Then she thought what else would she buy: 
she wanted to buy something really nice. They would be 
sure to have plenty of apples and nuts. It was hard to know 
what to buy and all she could think of was cake. She decided 
to buy some plumcake but Downes's plumcake had not 
enough almond icing on top of it so she went over to a shop in 
Henry Street. Here she was a long time in suiting herself and 
the stylish young lady behind the counter, who was evidently 
a little annoyed by her, asked her was it wedding-cake she 
wanted to buy. That made Maria blush and smile at the young 
lady; but the young lady took it all very seriously and finally 
cut a thick slice of plumcake, parcelled it up and said: 

-Two-and-four, please. 
She thought she would have to stand in the Drumcondra 

tram because none of the young men seemed to notice her 
but an elderly gentleman made room for her. He was a stout 
gentleman and he wore a brown hard hat; he had a square red 
face and a greyish moustache. Maria thought he was a colonel-
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looking gentleman and she reflected how much more polite 
he was than the young men who simply stared straight before 
them. The gentleman began to chat with her about Hallow 
Eve and the rainy weather. He supposed the bag was full of 
good things for the little ones and said it was only right that 
the youngsters should enjoy themselves while they were 
young. Maria agreed with him and favoured him with demure 
nods and hems. He was very nice with her, and when she was 
getting out at the Canal Bridge she thanked him and bowed, 
and he bowed to her and raised his hat and smiled agreeably; 
and while she was going up along the terrace, bending her 
tiny head under the rain, she thought how easy it was to know 
a gentleman even when he has a drop taken. 

Everybody said: 0, here's Maria! when she came to Joe's 
house. Joe was there, having come home from business, and 
all the children had their Sunday dresses on. There were two 
big girls in from next door and games were going on. Maria 
gave the bag of cakes to the eldest boy, Alphy, to divide and 
Mrs Donnelly said it was too good of her to bring such a big 
bag of cakes and made all the children say: 

-Thanks, Maria. 
But Maria said she had brought something special for papa 

and mamma, something they would be sure to like, and she 
began to look for her plumcake. She tried in Downes's bag 
and then in the pockets of her raincloak and then on the hall
stand but nowhere could she find it. Then she asked all the 
children had any of them eaten it-by mistake, of course-but 
the children all said no and looked as if they did not like to eat 
cakes if they were to be accused of stealing. Everybody had 
a solution for the mystery and Mrs Donnelly said it was plain 
that Maria had left it behind her in the tram. Maria, remem
bering how confused the gentleman with the greyish mous
tache had made her, coloured with shame and vexation and 
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disappointment. At the thought of the failure of her little sur
prise and of the two and fourpence she had thrown away for 
nothing she nearly cried outright. 

But Joe said it didn't matter and made her sit down by the 
fire. He was very nice with her. He told her all that went on 
in his office, repeating for her a smart answer which he had 
made to the manager. Maria did not understand why Joe 
laughed so much over the answer he had made but she said 
that the manager must have been a very overbearing person 
to deal with. Joe said he wasn't so bad when you knew how 
to take him, that he was a decent sort so long as you didn't rub 
him the wrong way. Mrs Donnelly played the piano for the 
children and they danced and sang. Then the two next-door 
girls handed round the nuts. Nobody could find the nut
crackers and joe was nearly getting cross over it and asked 
how did they expect Maria to crack nuts without a nutcracker. 
But Maria said she didn't like nuts and that they weren't to 
bother about her. Then Joe asked would she take a bottle of 
stout and Mrs Donnelly said there was port wine too in the 
house if she would prefer that. Maria said she would rather 
they didn't ask her to take anything: but joe insisted. 

So Maria let him have his way and they sat by the fire talking 
over old times and Maria thought she would put in a good word 
for Alphy. But joe cried that God might strike him stone dead 
if ever he spoke a word to his brother again and Maria said she 
was sorry she had mentioned the matter. Mrs Donnelly told 
her husband it was a great shame for him to speak that way of 
his own flesh and blood but joe said that Alphy was no brother 
of his and there was nearly being a row on the head of it. But 
Joe said he would not lose his temper on account of the night it 
was and asked his wife to open some more stout. The two 
next-door girls had arranged some Hallow Eve games and soon 
everything was merry again. Maria was delighted to see the 
children so merry and Joe and his wife in such good spirits. The 
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next-door girls put some saucers on the table and then led the 
children up to the table, blindfold. One got the prayer-book and 
the other three got the water; and when one of the next-door 
girls got the ring Mrs Donnelly shook her finger at the blushing 
girl as much as to say: 0, I know all about it! They insisted then 
on blindfolding Maria and leading· her up to the table to see 
what she would get; and, while they were putting on the band
age, Maria laughed and laughed again till the tip of her nose 
nearly met the tip of her chin. 

They led her up to the table amid laughing and joking and 
she put her hand out in the air as she was told to do. She moved 
her hand about here and there in the air and descended on one 
of the saucers. She felt a soft wet substance with her fingers 
and was surprised that nobody spoke or took off her bandage. 
There was a pause for a few seconds; and then a great deal of 
scuffling and whispering. Somebody said something about 
the garden, and at last Mrs Donnelly said something very 
cross to one of the next-door girls and told her to throw it out 
at once: that was no play. Maria understood that it was wrong 
that time and so she had to do it over again: and this time she 
got the prayer-book. 

After that Mrs Donnelly played Miss 'McCloud's Reel 
for the children and Joe made Maria take a glass of wine. Soon 
they, were all quite merry again and Mrs Donnelly said Maria 
would enter a convent before the year was out because she 
had got the prayer-book. Maria had never seen Joe so nice 
to her as he was that night, so full of pleasant talk and reminis
cences. She said they were all very good to her. 

At last the children grew tired and sleepy and Joe asked 
Maria would she not sing some little song before she went, 
one of the old songs. Mrs Donnelly said Do, please, Maria! 
and so Maria had to get up and stand beside the piano. Mrs 
Donnelly bade the children be quiet and listen to Maria's song. 
Then she played the prelude and said Now, Maria! and Maria, 
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blushing very much, began to sing in a tiny quavering voice. 
She sang I Dreamt that I Dwelt, and when she came to the 
second verse she sang again: 

I dreamt that I dwelt in marble halls 
With vassals and serfs at my side 

And of all who assembled within those walls 
That 1 was the hope and the pride. 

1 had riches too great to count, could boast 
Of a high ancestral name, 

But 1also dreamt, which pleased me most, 
That you lowd me still the same. 

But no one tried to show her her mistake; and when she had 
ended her song Joe was very much moved. He said that there 
w.as no time like the long ago and no music for him like poor 
old Balfe, whatever other people might say; and his eyes filled 
up so much with tears that he could not find what he was look
ing for and in the end he had to ask his wife to tell him 
where the corkscrew was. 



A PAINFUL CASE 

Ma jAMES DuFFY lived in Chapelizod because he wished 
to live as far as possible from the city of which he was a citi
zen and because he found all the other suburbs of Dublin 
mean, modern and pretentious. He lived in an old sombre 
house and from his windows he could look into the disused 
distillery or upwards along the shallow river on which Dub
lin is built. The lofty walls of his uncarpeted room were free 
from pictures. He had himself bought every article of furni
ture in the room: a black iron bedstead, an iron washstand, 
four cane chairs, a clothes-rack, a coal-scuttle, a fender and 
irons and a square table on which lay a double desk. A book
case had been made in an alcove by means of shelves of white 
wood. The bed was clothed with white bed-clothes and a 
black and scarlet rug covered the foot. A little hand-mirror 
hung above the washstand and during the day a white-shaded 
lamp stood as the sole ornament of the mantelpiece. The books 
on the white wooden shelves were arranged from below up
wards according to bulk. A complete Wordswonh stood at 
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one end of the lowest shelf and a copy of the Maynootb 
Catechism, sewn into the cloth cover of a notebook, stood 
at one end of the top shelf. Writing materials were always on 
the desk. In the desk lay a manuscript translation of Haupt
mann's Michael Kramer, the stage directions of which were 
written in purple ink, and a little sheaf of papers held together 
by a brass pin. In these sheets a sentence was inscribed from 
time to time and, in an ironical moment, the headline of an 
advertisement for Bile Beans had been pasted on to the first 
sheet. On lifting the lid of the desk a faint fragrance escaped
the fragrance of new cedarwood pencils or of a bottle of gum 
or of an over-ripe apple which might have been left there 
and forgotten. 

Mr Duffy abhorred anything which betokened physical 
or mental disorder. A medireval doctor would have called 
him saturnine. His face, which carried the entire tale of his 
years, was of the brown tint of Dublin streets. On his long and 
rather large head grew dry black hair and a tawny moustache 
did not quite cover an unamiable mouth. His cheekbones also 
gave his face a harsh character; but there was no harshness in 
the eyes which, looking at the world from under their tawny 
eyebrows, gave the impression of a man ever alert to greet a 
redeeming instinct in others but often disappointed. He lived 
at a little distance from his body, regarding his own acts with 
doubtful side-glances. He had an odd autobiograpical habit 
which led him to compose in his mind from time to time a 
short sentence about himself containing a subject in the third 
person and a predicate in the past tense. He never gave alms 
to beggars and walked firmly, carrying a stout hazel. 

He had been for many years cashier of a private bank in 
Baggot Street. Every morning he came in from Chapelizod 
by tram. At midday he went to Dan Burke's and took his lunch 
-a bottle of lager beer and a small trayful of arrowroot bis
cuits. At four o'clock he was set free. He dined in an eating-
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house in George's Street where he felt himself safe from the 
society of Dublin's gilded youth and where there was a certain 
plain honesty in the bill of fare. His evenings were spent either 
before his landlady's piano or roaming about the outskirts of 
the city. His liking for Mozart's music brought him sometimes 
to an opera or a concert: these were the only dissipations of his 
life. 

He had neither companions nor friends, church nor creed. 
He lived his spiritual life without any communion with others, 
visiting his relatives at Christmas and escorting them to the 
cemetery when they died. He performed these two social 
duties for old dignity' sake but conceded nothing further to 
the conventions which regulate the civic life. He allowed 
himself to think that in certain circumstances he would rob his 
bank but, as these circumstances never arose, his lif~ rolled 
out evenly-an adventureless tale. 

One evening he found himself sitting beside two ladies in 
the Rotunda. The house, thinly peopled and silent, gave dis
tressing prophecy of failure. The lady who sat next him 
looked round at the deserted house once or twice and then 
said: 

-What a pity there is such a poor house to-night! It's so 
hard on people to have to sing to empty benches. 

He took the remark as an invitation to talk. He was sur
prised that she seemed so little awkward. While they talked 
he tried to fix her permanently in his memory. When he 
learned that the young girl beside her was her daughter he 
judged her to be a year or so younger than himself. Her faee, 
which must have been handsome, had remained intelligent. 
It was an oval face with strongly marked features. The eyes 
were very dark blue and steady. Their gaze began with a de
fiant note but was confused by what seemed a deliberate 
swoon of the pupil into the iris, revealing for an instant a tem
perament of great sensibility. The pupil reasserted itself 
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quickly, this half-disclosed nature fell again under the reign 
of prudence, and her astrakhan jacket, moulding a bosom of a 
certain fulness, struck the note of defiance more definitely. 

He met her again a few weeks afterwards at a concert in 
Earlsfort Terrace and seized the moments when her daugh
ter's attention was diverted to become intimate. She alluded 
once or twice to her husband but her tone was not such as to 
make the allusion a warning. Her name was Mrs Sinico. Her 
husband's great-great-grandfather had come from Leghorn. 
Her husband was captain of a mercantile boat plying between 
Dublin and Holland; and they had one child. 

Meeting her a third time by accident he found courage to 
make an appointment. She came. This was the first of many 
meetings; they met always in the evening and chose the 
most quiet quarters for their walks together. Mr Duffy, how
ever, had a distaste for underhand ways and, finding that they 
were compelled to meet stealthily, he forced her to ask him 
to her house. Captain Sinico encouraged his visits, thinking 
that his daughter's hand was in question. He had dismissed his 
wife so sincerely from his gallery of pleasures that he did not 
suspect that anyone else would take an interest in her. As 
the husband was often away and the daughter out giving 
music lessons Mr Duffy had many opportunities of enjoying 
the lady's society. Neither he nor she had had any such ad
venture before and neither was conscious of any incongruity. 
Little by little he entangled his thoughts with hers. He lent 
her books, provided her with ideas, shared his intellectual life 
with her. She listened to all. 

Sometimes in return for his theories she gave out some fact 
of her own life. With almost maternal solicitude she urged him 
to let his nature open to the full; she became his confessor. He 
told her that for some time he had assisted at the meetings of an 
Irish Socialist Party where he had felt himself a unique figure 
amidst a score of sober workmen in a garret lit by an inefficient 
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oil-lamp. When the party had divided into three sections, each 
under its own leader and in its own garret, he had discontinued 
his attendances. The workmen's discussions, he said, were too 
timorous; the interest they took in the question of wages was 
inordinate. He felt that they were hard-featured realists and 
that they resented an exactitude which was the product of a 
leisure not within their reach. No social revolution, he told her, 
would be likely to strike Dublin for some centuries. 

She asked him why did he not write out his thoughts. For 
what, he asked her, with careful scorn. To compete with 
phrasemongers, incapable of thinking consecutively for sixty 
seconds? To submit himself to the criticisms of an obtuse 
middle class which entrusted its morality to policemen and 
its fine arts to impresarios? 

He went often to her little cottage outside Dublin; often 
they spent their evenings alone. Little by little, as their 
thoughts entangled, they spoke of subjects less remote. Her 
companionship was like a warm soil about an exotic. Many 
times she allowed the dark to fall upon them, refraining from 
lighting the lamp. The dark discreet room, their isolation, the 
music that still vibrated in their ears united them. This union 
e~alted him, wore away the rough edges of his character, emo
tionalised his mental life. Sometimes he caught himself listen
ing to the sound of his own voice. He thought that in her eyes 
he would ascend to an angelical stature; and, as he attached the 
fervent nature of his companion more and more closely to him, 
he heard the strange impersonal voice which he recognised 
as his own, insisting on the soul's incurable loneliness. We 
cannot give ourselves, it said: we are our own. The end of 
these discourses was that one night during which she had 
shown every sign of unusual excitement, Mrs Sinico caught 
up his hand passionately and pressed it to her cheek. 

Mr Duffy was very much surprised. Her interpretation of 
his words disillusioned him. He did not visit her for a week; 
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then he wrote to her asking her to meet him. As he did not 
wish their last interview to be troubled by the influence of 
their ruined confessional they met in a little cakeshop near 
the Parkgate. It was cold autumn weather but in spite of the 
cold they wandered up and down the roads of the Park for 
nearly three hours. They agreed to break off their intercourse: 
every bond, he said, is a bond to sorrow. When they came out 
of the Park they walked in silence towards the tram; but here 
she began to tremble so violently that, fearing another collapse 
on her part, he bade her good-bye quickly and left her. A few 
days later he received a parcel containing his books and music. 

Four years passed. Mr Duffy returned to his even way of 
life. His room still bore witness of the orderliness of his mind. 
Some new pieces of music encumbered the music-stand in the 
lower room and on his shelves stood two volumes by-Nietzsche: 
Thus Spake Zaratbustra and The Gay Science. He wrote 
seldom in the sheaf of papers which lay in his desk. One of his 
sentences, written two months after his last interview with 
Mrs Sinico, read: Love between man and man is impossible 
because there must not be sexual intercourse and friendship 
between man and woman is impossible because there must be 
sexual intercourse. He kept away from concerts lest he should 
meet her. His father died; the junior partner of the bank re
tired. And still every morning he went into the city by tram 

and every evening walked home from the city after having 
dined moderately in George's Street and read the evening 
paper for dessert. 

One evening as he was about to put a morsel of corned beef 
and cabbage into his mouth his hand stopped. His eyes fixed 
themselves on a paragraph in the evening paper which he had 
propped against the water-carafe. He replaced the morsel of 
food on his plate and read the paragraph attentively. Then he 
drank a glass of water, pushed his plate to one side, doubled 
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the paper down before him between his elbows and read the 
paragraph over and over again. The cabbage began to deposit 
a cold white grease on his plate. The girl came over to 'him 
to ask was his dinner not properly cooked. He said it was very 
good and ate a few mouthfuls of it with difficulty. Then he 
paid his bill and went out. 

He walked along quickly through the November twilight, 
his stout hazel stick striking the ground regularly, the fringe 
of the buff Mail peeping out of a side-pocket of his tight reefer 
over-coat. On the lonely road which leads from the Parkgate 
to Chapelizod he slackened his pace. His stick struck the 
ground less emphatically and his breath, issuing irregularly, 
almost with a sighing sound, condensed in the wintry air. 
When he reached his house he went up at once to his bedroom 
and, taking the paper from his pocket, read the paragraph 
again by the failing light of the window. He read it not 
aloud, but moving his lips as a priest does when he reads the 
prayers Secreto. This was the paragraph: 

DEATH OF A LADY AT SYDNEY PARADE 

A PAINFUL CASE 

To-day at the City of Dublin Hospital the Deputy Coroner 
(in the absence of Mr Leverett) held an inquest on the body 
of Mrs Emily Sinico, aged forty-three years, who was killed 
at Sydney Parade Station yesterday evening. The evidence 
showed that the deceased lady, while attempting to cross the 
line, was knocked down by the engine of the ten o'clock slow 
train from Kingstown, thereby sustaining injuries of the head 
and right side which led to her death. 

James Lennon, driver of the engine, stated that he had been 
in the employment of the railway company for fifteen years. 
On hearing the guard's whistle he set the train in motion and 
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a second or two afterwards brought it to rest in response to 
loud cries. The train was going slowly. 

P. Dunne, railway porter, stated that as the train was about 
to stan he observed a woman attempting to cross the lines. He 
ran towards her and shouted but, before he could reach her, 
she was caught by the buffer of the engine and fell to the 
ground. 

A juror-You saw the lady fall? 
Witness-Yes. 
Police Sergeant Croly deposed that when he arrived he 

found the deceased lying on the platform apparently dead. He 
had the body taken to the waiting-room pending the arrival of 
the ambulance. 

Constable 57E corroborated. 
Dr Halpin, assistant house surgeon of the City of Dublin 

Hospital, stated that the deceased had two lower ribs fractured 
and had sustained severe contusions of the right shoulder. The 
right side of the head had been injured in the fall. The injuries 
were not sufficient to have caused death in a normal person. 
Death, in his opinion, had been probably due to shock and 
sudden failure of the heart's action. 

Mr H. B. Patterson Finlay, on behalf of the railway com
pany, expressed his deep regret at the accident. The company 
had always taken every precaution to prevent people crossing 
the lines except by the bridges, both by placing notices in 
every station and by the use of patent spring gates at level cross
ings. The deceased had been in the habit of crossing the lines 
late at night from platform to platform and, in view of certain 
other circumstances of the case, he did not think the railway 
officials were to blame. 

Captain Sinico, of Leoville, Sydney Parade, husband of 
the deceased, also gave evidence. He stated that the deceased 
was his wife. He was not in Dublin at the time of the accident 
as he had arrived only that morning from Rotterdam. They 
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had been married for twenty-two years and had lived happily 
until about two years ago when his wife began to be rather in
temperate in her habits. 

Miss Mary Sinico said that of late her mother had been in the 
habit of going out at night to buy spirits. She, witness, had often 
tried to reason with her mother and had induced her to join 
a league. She was not at home until an hour after the accident. 

The jury returned a verdict in accordance with the medical 
evidence and exonerated Lennon from all blame. 

The Deputy Coroner said it was a most painful case, and ex
pressed great sympathy with Captain Sinico and his daughter. 
He urged on the railway company to take strong measures 
to prevent the possibility of similar accidents in the future. 
No blame attached to anyone. 

Mr Duffy raised his eyes from the paper and gazed out of 
his window on the cheerless evening landscape. The river lay 
quiet beside the empty distillery and from time to time a light 
appeared in some house on the Lucan road. What an end! The 
whole narrative of her death revolted him and it revolted him 
to think that he had ever spoken to her of what he held 
sacred. The threadbare phrases, the inane expressions of sym
pathy, the cautious words of a reponer won over to conceal 
the details of a commonplace vulgar death attacked his stom
ach. Not merely had she degraded herself; she had degraded 
him. He saw the squalid tract of her vice, miserable and malo
dorous. His soul's companion! He thought of the hobbling 
wretches whom he had seen carrying cans and bottles to be 
filled by the barman. Just God, what an end! Evidently she 
had lieen unfit to live, without any strength of purpose, an 
easy prey to habits, one of the wrecks on which civilisation 
has been reared. But that she could have sunk so low! Was 
it possible he had deceived himself so utterly about her? He 
remembered her outburst of that night and interpreted it in a 
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harsher sense than he had ever done. He had no difficulty now 
in approving of the course he had taken. 

As the light failed and his memory began to wander he 
thought her hand touched his. The shock which had first at
tacked his stomach was now attacking his nerves. He put on 
his overcoat and hat quickly and went out. The cold air met 
him on the threshold; it crept into the sleeves of his coat. When 
he came to the public-house at Chapelizod Bridge he went in 
and ordered a hot punch. 

The proprietor served him obsequiously but did not ven
ture to talk. There were five or six working-men in the shop 
discussing the value of a gentleman's estate in County Kil
dare. They drank at intervals from their huge pint tumblers 
and smoked, spitting often on the floor and sometimes drag
ging the sawdust over their spits with their heavy boots. Mr 
Duffy sat on his stool and gazed at them, without seeing or 
hearing them. After a while they went out and he called for 
another punch. He sat a long time over it. The shop· was very 
quiet. The proprietor sprawled on the counter reading the 
Herald and yawning. Now and again a tram was heard swish
ing along the lonely road outside. 

As he sat there, living over his life with her and evoking 
alternately the two images in which he now conceived her, 
he realised that she was dead, that she had ceased to exist, that 
she had become a memory. He began to feel ill at ease. He 
asked himself what else could he have done. He could not 
have carried on a comedy of deception with her; he 
could not have lived with her openly. He had done what 
seemed to him best. How was he to blame? Now that she was 
gone he understood how lonely her life must have been, sit
ting night after night alone in that room. His life would be 
lonely too until he, too, died, ceased to exist, became a mem
ory-if anyone remembered him. 

It was after nine o'clock when he left the shop. The night 
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was cold and gloomy. He entered the Park by the first gate 
and walked along under the gaunt trees. He walked through 
the bleak alleys where they had walked four years before. She 
seemed to be near him in the darkness. At moments he seemed 
to feel her voice touch his ear, her hand touch his. He stood 
still to listen. Why had he withheld life from her? Why had 
he sentenced her to death? He felt his moral nature falling 
to pieces. 

When he gained the crest of the Magazine Hill he halted 
and looked along the river towards Dublin, the lights of which 
burned redly and hospitably in the cold night. He looked down 
the slope and, at the base, in the shadow of the wall of the Park, 
he saw some human figures lying. Those venal and furtive loves 
filled him with despair. He gnawed the rectitude of his life; he 
felt that he had been outcast from life's feast. One human being 
had seemed to love him and he had denied her life and happi
ness: he had sentenced her to ignominy, a death of shame. He 
knew that the prostrate creatures down by the wall were 
watching him and wished him gone. No one wanted him; he 
was outcast from life's feast. He turned his eyes to the grey 
gleaming river, winding along towards Dublin. Beyond the 
river he saw a goods train winding out of Kingsbridge Station, 
like a worm with a fiery head winding through the darkness, 
obstinately and laboriously. It passed slowly out of sight; but 
still he heard in his ears the laborious drone of the engine reit
erating the syllables of her name. 

He turned back the way he had come, the rhythm of the 
engine pounding in his ears. He began to doubt the reality 
of what memory told him. He halted under a tree and al
lowed the rhythm to die away. He could not feel her near 
him in the darkness nor her voice touch his ear. He waited for 
some minutes listening. He could hear nothing: the night was 
perfectly silent. He listened again: perfectly silent. He felt 
that he was alone. 



IVY DAY IN THE 

COMMITTEE 

ROOM 

OLD jACK. raked the cinders together with a piece of card
board and spread them judiciously over the whitening dome 
of coals. When the dome was thinly covered his face lapsed 
into darkness but, as he set himself to fan the fire again, his 
crouching shadow ascended the opposite wall and his face 
slowly re-emerged into light. It was an old man's face, very 
bony and hairy. The moist blue eyes blinked at the fire and 
the moist mouth fell open at times, munching once or twice 
mechanically when it closed. When the cinders had caught he 
laid the piece of cardboard against the wall, sighed and said: 

-That's better now, Mr O'Connor. 
Mr O'Connor, a grey-haired young man, whose face was 

disfigured by many blotches and pimples, had just brought 
the tobacco for a cigarette into a shapely cylinder but when 
spoken to he undid his handiwork meditatively. Then he be
gan to roll the tobacco again meditatively and after a moment's 
thought decided to lick the paper. 

u8 
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-Did Mr Tierney say when he'd be back? he asked in a 
husky falsetto. 

-He didn't say. 
Mr O'Connor put his cigarette into his mouth and began to 

search his pockets. He took out a pack of thin pasteboard 
cards. 

-I'll get you a match, said the old man. 
-Never mind, this'll do, said Mr O'Connor. 
He selected one of the cards and read what was printed on it: 

MUNICIPAL ELECTIONS 
ROYAL EXCHANGE WARD 

Mr Richard J. Tierney, P.L.G., respectfully solicits the 
favour of your vote and influence at the coming election 
in the Royal Exchange Ward 

Mr O'Connor had been engaged by Mr Tierney's agent 
to canvass one part of the ward but, as the weather was in
clement and his boots let in the wet, he spent a great part of 
the day sitting by the fire in the Committee Room in Wicklow 
Street with Jack, the old caretaker. They had been sitting 
thus since the short day had grown dark. It was the sixth of 
October, dismal and cold out of doors. 

Mr O'Connor tore a strip off the card and, lighting it, lit 
his cigarette. As he did so the flame lit up a leaf of dark glossy 
ivy in the lapel of his coat. The old man watched him atten
tively and then, taking up the piece of cardboard again, began 
to fan the fire slowly while his companion smoked. 

-Ah, yes, he said, continuing, it's hard to know what way to 
bring up children. Now who'd think he'd tum out like that! 
I sent him to the Christian Brothers and I done what I could 
for him, and there he goes boosing about. I tried to make him 
someway decent. 

He replaced the cardboard wearily. 
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-Only I'm an old man now I'd change his tune for him. 
I'd take the stick to his back and beat him while I could stand 
over him-as I done many a time before. The mother, you 
know, she cocks him up with this and that. . . . 

-That's what ruins children, said Mr O'Connor. 
-To be sure it is, said the old man. And little thanks you 

get for it, only impudence. He takes th'upper hand of me 
whenever he sees I've a sup taken. What's the world coming 
to when sons speaks that way to their father? 

-What age is he? s.aid Mr O'Connor. 
-Nineteen, said the old man. 
-Why don't you put him to something? 
-Sure, amn't I never done at the drunken bowsy ever since 

he left school? I won't keep you, I says. You must get a job 
for yourself. But, sure, it's worse whenever he gets a job; he 
drinks it all. 

Mr O'Connor shook his head in sympathy, and the old man 
fell silent, gazing into the fire. Someone opened the door of 
the room and called out: 

-Hello! Is this a Freemasons' meeting? 
-Who's that? said the old man. 
-What are you doing in the dark? asked a voice. 
-Is that you, Hynes? asked Mr O'Connor. 
-Yes. What are you doing in the dark? said Mr Hynes, 

advancing into the light of the fire. 
He was a tall slender young man with a light brown mous

tache. Imminent little drops of rain hung at the brim of his hat 
and the collar of his jacket-coat was turned up. 

-Well, Mat, he said to Mr O'Connor, how goes it? 
Mr O'Connor shook his head. The old man left the hearth 

and, after stumbling about the room returned with two can
dlesticks which he thrust one after the other into the fire and 
carried to the table. A denuded room came into view and the 
fire lost all its cheerful colour. The walls of the room were 
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bare except for a copy of an election address. In the middle 
of the room was a small table on which papers were heaped. 

Mr Hynes leaned against the mantelpiece and asked: 
-Has he paid you yet? 
-Not yet, said Mr O'Connor. I hope to God he'll not leave 

us in the lurch to-night. 
Mr Hynes laughed. 
-0, he'll pay you. Never fear, he said. 
-1 hope he'll look smart about it if he means business, said 

Mr O'Connor. 
-What do you think, Jack? said Mr Hynes satirically to 

the oldman. 
The old man returned to his seat by the fire, saying: 
-It isn't but he has it, anyway. Not like the other tinker. 
-What other tinker? said Mr Hynes. 
-Colgan, said the old man scornfully. 
-Is it because Colgan's a working-man you say that? What's 

the difference between a good honest bricklayer and a publi
can-eh? Hasn't the working-man as good a right to be in the 
Corporation as anyone else-ay, and a better right than those 
shoneens that are always hat in hand before any fellow with a 
handle to his name? Isn't that so, Mat? said Mr Hynes, address
ing Mr O'Connor. 

-1 think you're right, said Mr O'Connor. 
-One man is a plain honest man with no hunker-sliding 

about him. He goes in to represent the labour classes. This fel
low you're working for only wants to get some job or other. 

-Of course, the working-classes should be represented, 
said the old man. 

-The working-man, said Mr Hynes, gets all kicks and no 
halfpence. But it's labour produces everything. The work
ing-man is not looking for fat jobs for his sons and nephews 
and cousins. The working-man is not going to drag the 
honour of Dublin in the mud to please a German monarch. 
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-How's that? said the old man. 
-Don't you know they want to present an address of wel-

come to Edward Rex if he comes here next year? What do we 
want kowtowing to a foreign king? 

-Our man won't vote for the address, said Mr O'Connor. 
He goes in on the Nationalist ticket. 

-Won't he? said Mr Hynes. Wait till you see whether he 
will or not. I know him. Is it Tricky Dicky Tierney? 

-By God! perhaps you're right, Joe, said Mr O'Connor. 
Anyway, I wish he'd turn up with the spondulics. 

The three men fell silent. The old man began to rake more 
cinders together. Mr Hynes took off his hat, shook it and 
then turned down the collar of his coat, displaying, as he did 
so, an ivy leaf in the lapel. 

-If this man was alive, he said, pointing to the leaf, we'd 
have no talk of an address of welcome. 

-That's true, said Mr O'Connor. 
-Musha, God be with them times! said the old man. There 

was some life in it then. 
The room was silent again. Then a bustling little man with 

a snuffling nose and very cold ears pushed in the door. He 
walked over quickly to the fire, rubbing his hands as if he 
intended to produce a spark from them. 

-No money, boys, he said. 
-Sit down here, Mr Henchy, said the old man, offering 

him his chair. 
-0, don't stir, Jack, don't stir, said Mr Henchy. 
He nodded curtly to Mr Hynes and sat down on the chair 

which the old man vacated. 
-Did you serve Aungier Street? he asked Mr O'Connor. 
-Yes, said Mr O'Connor, beginning to search his pockets 

for memoranda. 
-Did you call on Grimes? 
-1 did. 
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-Well? How does he stand? 
-He wouldn't promiSe. He said: I won't tell anyone what 

way I'm going to vote. But I think he'll be all right. 
-Why so? 
-He asked me who the nominators were; and I told him. 

I mentioned Father Burke's name. I think it'll be all right. 
Mr Henchy began to snuffie and to rub his hands over the 

fire at a terrific speed. Then he said: 
-For the love of God, jack, bring us a bit of cqal. There 

must be some left. 
The old man went out of the room. 
-It's no go, said Mr Henchy, shaking his head. I asked 

the little shoeboy, but he said: 0, now, Mr Henchy, when I 
see the work going on properly I won't forget you, you may be 
sure. Mean little tinker! 'Usha, how could he be anything else? 

-What did I tell you, Mat? said Mr Hynes. Tricky Dicky 
Tierney. 

-0, he's as tricky as they make 'em, said Mr Henchy. He 
hasn't got those little pigs' eyes for nothing. Blast his ·soul! 
Couldn't he pay up like a man instead of: 0, nO'W,Mr Henchy, 
I must speak to Mr Fanning . ... I've spent a lot of money! 
Mean little shoeboy of hell! I suppose he forgets the time his 
little old father kept the hand-me-down shop in Mary's Lane. 

-But is that a fact? asked Mr O'Connor. 
-God, yes, said Mr Henchy. Did you never hear that? And 

the men used to go in on Sunday morning before the houses 
were open to buy a waistcoat or a trousers-moya! But Tricky 
Dicky's little old father always had a tricky little black bottle 
up in a corner. Do you ~ind now? That's that. That's where 
he first saw the light. 

The old man returned with a few lumps of coal which he 
placed here and there on the fire. 

-That's a nice how-do-you-do, said Mr O'Connor. How 
does he expect us to work for him if he won't stump up? 
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-I can't help it, said Mr Henchy. I expect to find the bailiffs 
in the hall when I go home. 

Mr Hynes laughed and, shoving himself away from the 
mantelpiece with the aid of his shoulders, made ready to 
leave. 

-It'll be all right when King Eddie comes, he said. Well, 
boys, I'm off for the present. See you later. 'Bye, 'bye. 

He went out of the room slowly. Neither Mr Henchy 
nor the old man said anything but, just as the door was clos
ing, Mr O'Connor, who had been staring moodily into the 
fire, called out suddenly: 

-'Bye, Joe. 
Mr Henchy waited a few moments and then nodded in the 

direction of the door. 
-Tell me, he said across the fire, what brings our friend 

in here? What does he want? 
-'Usha, poor Joe! said Mr O'Connor, throwing the end 

of his cigarette into the fire, he's hard up like the rest of us. 
Mr Henchy snuffled vigorously and spat so copiously that 

he nearly put out the fire which uttered a hissing protest. 
-To tell you my private and candid opinion, he said, I 

think he's a man from the other camp. He's a spy of Colgan's if 
you ask me. Just go round and try and find out hO'W they're 
getting on. They won't suspect you. Do you twig? 

-Ah, poor Joe is a decent skin, said Mr O'Connor. 
-His father was a decent respectable man, Mr Henchy 

admitted. Poor old Larry Hynes! Many a good turn he did 
in his day! But I'm greatly afraid our friend is not nineteen 
carat. Damn it, I can understand a fellow being hard up but 
what I can't understand is a fellow sponging. Couldn't he have 
some spark of manhood about him? 

-He doesn't get a warm welcome from me when he 
comes, said the old man. Let him work for his own side and 
not come spying around here. 



lfJy D•y ;, the Committee Room • ns 

-I don't know, said Mr O'Connor dubiously, as he took 
out cigarette-papers and tobacco. I think Joe Hynes is 
a straight man. He's a clever chap, too, with the pen. Do you 
remember that thing he wrote . . . ? 

-Some of these hillsiders and fenians are a bit too clever 
if you ask me, said Mr Henchy. Do you know what my pri
vate and candid opinion is about some of those little jokers? 
I believe half of them are in the pay of the Castle. 

-There's no knowing, said the old man. 
-0, but I know it for a fact, said Mr Henchy. They're 

Castle hacks. . . . I don't say Hynes. . . . No, damn it, I 
think he's a stroke above that. . . . But there's a certain little 
nobleman with a cock-eye-you know the patriot I'm allud
ing to? 

Mr O'Connor nodded. 
-There's a lineal descendant of Major Sirr for you if you 

like! 0, the heart's blood of a patriot! That's a fellow now 
that'd sell his country for fourpence-ay-and go down on 
his bended knees and thank the Almighty Christ he had a 
country to sell. 

There was a knock at the door. 
-Come in! said Mr Henchy. 
A person resembling a poor clergyman or a poor actor ap

peared in the doorway. His black clothes were tightly but
toned on his short body and it was impossible to say whether 
he wore a clergyman's collar or a layman's because the collar 
of his shabby frock-coat, the uncovered buttons of which re
flected the candlelight, was turned up about his neck. He 
wore a round hat of hard black felt. His face, shining with 
raindrops, had the appearance of damp yellow cheese save 
where two rosy spots indicated the cheekbones. He opened 
his very long mouth suddenly to express disappointment and 
at the same time opened wide his very bright blue eyes to ex
press pleasure and surprise. 
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-0, Father Keon! said Mr Henchy, jumping up from his 
chair. Is that you? Come in! 

-0, no, no, no! said Father Keon quickly, pursing his lips 
as if he were addressing a child. 

-Won't you come in and sit down? 
-No, no, no! said Father Keon, speaking in a discreet in-

dulgent velvety voice. Don't let me disturb you now! I'm just 
looking for Mr Fanning .... 

-He's round at the Black Eagle, said Mr Henchy. But 
won't you come in and sit down a minute? 

-No, no, thank you. It was just a litd~ business matter, said 
Father Keon. Thank you, indeed. 

He retreated from the doorway and Mr. Henchy, seizing one 
of the candlesticks, went to the door to light him downstairs. 

-0, don't trouble, I beg! 
-No, but the stairs is so dark. 
-No, no, I can see. . .. Thank you, indeed. 
-Are you right now? 
-All right, thanks. . . . Thanks. 
Mr Henchy returned with the candlestick and put it on the 

table. He sat down again at the fire. There was silence for a 
few moments. 

-Tell me, John, said Mr O'Connor, lighting his cigarette 
with another pasteboard card. 

-Hm? 
-What is he exactly? 
-Ask me an easier one, said Mr Henchy. 
-Fanning and himself seem to me very thick. They're often 

in Kavanagh's together. Is he a priest at all? 
-'Mmmyes, I believe so .... I think he's what you call 

a black sheep. We haven't many of them, thank God! but we 
have a few. . . . He's an unfortunate man of some kind ... 

-And how does he knock it out? asked Mr O'Connor. 
-That's another mystery. 
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-Is he attached to any chapel or church or institution 
or-

-No, said Mr Henchy. I think he's travelling on his own 
account. . . . God forgive me, he added, I thought he was 
the dozen of stout. 

-Is there any chance of a drink itself? asked Mr O'Connor. 
-I'm dry too, said the old man. 
-1 asked that little shoeboy three times, said Mr Henchy, 

would he send up a dozen of stout. I asked him again now but 
he was leaning on the counter in his shirt-sleeves having a deep 
goster with Alderman Cowley. 

-Why didn't you remind him? said Mr O'Connor. 
-Well, I couldn't go over while he was talking to Alder-

man Cowley. I just waited till I caught his eye, and said: 
About that little matter I was speaking to you about . ... 
That'll be all right, Mr H., he said. Yerra, sure the little hop
o' -my-thumb has forgotten all about it. 

-There's some deal on in that quarter, said Mr O'Connor 
thoughtfully. I saw the three of them hard at it yesterday at 
Suffolk Street corner. 

-1 think I know the little game they're at, said Mr Henchy. 
You must owe the City Fathers money nowadays if you want 
to be made Lord Mayor. Then they'll make you Lord Mayor. 
By God! I'm thinking seriously of becoming a City Father 
myself. What do you think? Would I do for the job? 

Mr O'Connor laughed. 
-So far as owing money goes. . . . 
-Driving out of the Mansion House, said Mr Henchy, in 

all my vermin, with Jack here standing up behind me in a 
powdered wig-eh? 

-And make me your private secretary, John. 
-Yes. And I'H make Father Keon my' private chaplain. 

We'll have a family party. 
-Faith, Mr Henchy, said the old man, you'd keep up better' · 
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style than some of them. I was talking one day to old Keegan, 
the porter. And how do you like your new master, Pat? says 
I to him. You haven't 111Uch entertaining now, says I. Entertain
ing! says he. He'd live on the smell of an oil-rag. And do you 
know what he told me? Now, I declare to God, I didn't believe 
him. 

-What? said Mr Henchy and Mr O'Connor. 
-He told me: What do you think of a Lord Mayor of Dublin 

sending out for a pound of chops for his dinner? How's that 
for high living? says he. Wisha! wisha, says I. A pound of 
chops, says he, coming into the Mansion House. Wisha! says 
I, what kind of people is going at all now? 

At this point there was a knock at the door, and a boy put in 
his head. 

-What is it? said the old man. 
-From the Black Eagle, said the boy, walking in sideways 

and depositing a basket on the floor with a noise of shaken 
hordes. 

The old man helped the boy to transfer the bottles from 
the basket to the table and counted the full tally. After the 
transfer the boy put his basket on his arm and asked: 

-Any bottles? 
-What bottles? said the old man. 
-Won't you let us drink them first? said Mr Henchy. 
-I was told to ask for bottles. 
-Come back to-morrow, said the old man. 
-Here, boy! said Mr Henchy, will you run over to O'Far-

rell's and ask him to lend us a corkscrew-for Mr Henchy, 
say. Tell him we won't keep it a minute. Leave the basket 
there. 

The boy went out and Mr Henchy began to rub his hands 
cheerfully, saying: 

-Ah, well, he's not so bad after all. He's as good as his word, 
anyhow. 
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-There'~ no tumblers, said the old man. 
-0, don't let that trouble you, Jack, said Mr Henchy. 

Many's the good man before now drank out of the bottle. 
-Anyway, it's better than nothing, said Mr O'Connor. 
-He's not a bad sort, said Mr Henchy, only Fanning has 

such a loan of him. He means well, you know, in his own tin pot 
way. 

The boy came back with the corkscrew. The old man 
opened three bottles and was handing back the corkscrew 
when Mr Henchy said to the boy: 

-Would you like a drink, boy? 
-If you please, sir, said the boy. 
The old man opened another bottle grudgingly, and handed 

it to the boy. 
-What age are you? he asked. 
-Seventeen, said the boy. 
As the old man said nothing further the boy took the bot

tle, said: Here's my best respects, sir to Mr Henchy, drank the 
contents, put the bottle back on the table and wiped his 
mouth with his sleeve. Then he took up the corkscrew and 
went out of the door sideways, muttering some form of sal
utation. 

-That's the way it begins, said the old man. 
-The thin end of the wedge, said Mr Henchy. 
The old man distributed the three bottles which he had 

opened and the men drank from them simultaneously. After 
having drunk each placed his bottle on the mantelpiece 
within hand's reach and drew in a long breath of satisfaction. 

-Well, I did a good day's work to-day, said Mr Henchy, 
after a pause. 

-That so, John? 
-Yes. I got him one or two sure things in Dawson Street, 

Crofton and myself. Between ourselves, you know, Crofton 
(he's a decent chap, of course), but he's not worth a damn as 
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a canvasser. He hasn't a word to throw to a dog. He stands 
and looks at the people while I do the talking. 

Here two men entered the room. One of them was a very 
fat man, whose blue serge clothes seemed to be in danger of 
falling from his sloping figure. He had a big face which re
s.embled a young ox's face in expression, staring blue eyes and 
a grizzled moustache. The other man, who was much younger 
and frailer, had a thin clean-shaven face. He wore a very high 
double collar and a wide-brimmed bowler hat. 

-Hello, Crofton! said Mr Henchy to the fat man. Talk 
of the devil. . . . 

-Where did the boose come from? asked the young man. 
Did the cow calve? 

-0, of course, Lyons spots the drink first thing! said Mr 
O'Connor, laughing. 

-Is that the way you chaps canvass, said Mr Lyons, and 
Crofton and I out in the cold and rain looking for votes? 

-Why, blast your soul, said Mr Henchy, I'd get more votes 
in five minutes than you two'd get in a week. 

-Open two bottles of stout, jack, said Mr O'Connor. 
-How can I? said the old man, when there's no cork-

screw? 
-Wait now, wait now! said Mr Henchy, getting up 

quickly. Did you ever see this little trick? 
He took two bottles from the table and, carrying them to 

the fire, put them on the hob. Then he sat down again by 
the fire and took another drink from. his bottle. Mr Lyons sat 
on the edge of the table, pushed his hat towards the nape of 
his neck and began to swing his legs. 

-Which is my bottle? he asked. 
-This lad, said Mr Henchy. 
Mr Crofton sat down on a box and looked fixedly at the 

other bottle on the hob. He was silent for two reasons. The 
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first reason, sufficient in itself, was that he had nothing to 
say; the second reason was that he considered his companions 
beneath him. He had been a canvasser for Wilkins, the Con
servative, but when the Conservatives had withdrawn their 
man and, choosing the lesser of two evils, given their support 
to the Nationalist candidate, he had been engaged to work 
for MrTiemey. 

In a few minutes an apologetic Pok! was heard as the cork 
flew out of Mr Lyons' bottle. Mr Lyons jumped off the table, 
went to the fire, took his bottle and carried it back to the 
table. 

-1 was just telling them, Crofton, said Mr Henchy, that 
we got a good few votes to-day. 

-Who did you get? asked Mr Lyons. 
-Well, I got Parkes for one, and I got Atkinson for two, 

and I got Ward of Dawson Street. Fine old chap he is, too
regular old toff, old Conservative! But isn't your candidate a 
Nationalist? said he. He's a respectable 'fllll1J, said I. He's in 
favour of whatever will benefit this country. He's a big rate
payer, I said. He has extensive house property in the city and 
three places of business and isn't it to his own advantage to keep 
down the rates? He's a prominent and respected citizen, said 
I, and a Poor Law Guardian, and he doesn't belong to any party, 
good, bad, or indiffere7Zt. That's the way to talk to 'em. 

-And what about the address to the King? said Mr Lyons, 
after drinking and smacking his lips. 

-Listen to me, said Mr Henchy. What we want in this coun
try, as I said to old Ward, is capital. The King's coming here 
will mean an influx of money into this country. The citizens 
of Dublin will benefit by it. Look at all the factories down by 
the quays there, idle! Look at all the money there is in the 
country if we only worked the old industries, the mills, the 
shipbuilding yards and factories. It's capital we want. 
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-But look here, John, said Mr O'Connor. Why should we 
welcome the King of England? Didn't Parnell himself . . . 

-Parnell, said Mr Henchy, is dead. Now, here's the way 
I look at it. Here'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. He's a jolly fine 
decent fellow, if you ask me, and no damn nonsense about 
him. He just says to himself: The old one never went to see 
these wild Irish. By Christ, 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 visit? Eh? Isn't thllt right, Crofton? 

Mr Crofton nodded his head. 
-But after all now, said Mr Lyons argumentatively, King 

Edward's life, you know, is not the very . . . 
-Let bygones be bygones, said Mr Henchy. I admire 

the man personally. He's just an ordinary knockabout like you 
and me. He's fond of his glass of grog and he's a bit of a rake, 
perhaps, and he's a good sport~an. Damn it, can't we Irish 
play fair? 

-That's all very fine, said Mr Lyons. But look at the case of 
Parnell now. 

-In the name of God, said Mr Henchy, where's the analogy 
between the two cases? 

-What I mean, said Mr Lyons, is we have our ideals. Why, 
now, would we welcome a man like that? Do you think now 
after what he did Parnell was a fit man to lead us? And why, 
then, would we do it for Edward the Seventh? 

-This is Parnell's anniversary, said Mr O'Connor, and 
don't let us stir up any bad blood. We all respect him now 
that he's dead and gone-even the Conservatives, he added, 
turning to Mr Crofton. 

Pok! The tardy cork flew out of Mr Crofton's bottle. Mr 
Crofton got up from his box and went to the fire. As he re
turned with his capture he said in a deep voice: 
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-Our side of the house respects him because he was a gen
tleman. 

-Right you are, Crofton! said Mr Henchy fiercely. He was 
the only man that could keep that bag of cats in order. Do'Wn, 
ye dogs! Lie dO'Wn, ye curs! That's the way he treated them. 
Come in, Joe! Come in! he called out, catching sight of Mr 
Hynes in the doorway. 

Mr Hynes came in slowly. 
-Open another bottle of stout, Jack, said Mr Henchy. 0, 

I forgot there's no corkscrew! Here, show me one here and 
I'll put it at the fire. 

The old man handed him another bottle and he placed it on 
the hob. 

-Sit down, Joe, said Mr O'Connor, we're just talking about 
the Chief. 

-Ay, ay! said Mr Henchy. 
Mr Hynes sat on the side of the table near Mr Lyons but said 

nothing. 
-There's one of them, anyhow, said Mr Henchy, that 

didn't renege him. By God, I'll say for you, Joe! No, by God, 
you stuck to him like a man! 

-0, Joe, said Mr O'Connor suddenly. Give us that thing 
you wrote-do you remember? Have you got it on you? 

-0, ay! said Mr Henchy. Give us that. Did you ever hear 
that, Crofton? Listen to this now: splendid thing. 

-Go on, said Mr O'Connor. Fire away, Joe. 
Mr Hynes did not seem to remember at once the piece to 

which they were alluding but, after reflecting a while, he 
said: 

-0, that thing is it. . . . Sure, that's old now. 
-Out with it, man! said Mr O'Connor. 
-'Sh, 'sh, said Mr Henchy. Now, Joe! 
Mr Hynes hesitated a little longer. Then amid the silence 

he took off his hat, laid it on the table and stood up. He 
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seemed to be rehearsing the piece in his mind. After a rather 
long pause he announced: 

THE DEATH OF PARNELL 

6th October 1891 

He cleared his throat once or twice and then began to re
cite: 

He is dead. Our UncrO'W'ned King is dead. 
0, Erin, moU1'1l with grief md woe 

For he lies dead whom the fell gmg 
Of modem hypocrites laid low. 

He lies slain by the coward hounds 
He raised to glory from the mire; 

And Erin's hopes tl1ld Erin's dreams 
Perish upon her monarch's pyre. 

In palace, cabin or in cot 
The Irish heart 'Where'er it be 

Is bowed with 'WOe-for he is gone 
Who 'WOuld hfl'lle wrought her destiny. 

He would hwe had his Erin famed, 
The green flag gloriously unfurled, 

Her statesmen, bards md warriors raised 
Before the nations of the World. 

He dreamed (alas, 'twas but a dream!) 
Of Liberty: but as he strO'IJe 

To clutch that idol, treachery 
Sundered him from the thing he lO'IJed. 

Shame on the co'WtiTd caitiff htl1lds 
That smote their Lord or with a kiss 

Betrayed him to the rabble-rout 
Of fti'W'Ilmg priests-no friends of his. 
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May everlasting shrmze consume 
The memory of those who tried 

To befoul md smear th' ezfllted nrrme 
Of one who spurned them in his pride. 

He fell u fall the mighty ones, 
Nobly undtnmted to the Jut, 

And death hu now united him 
With Erin's heroes of the put. 

No sound of strife disturb his sleep/ 
Calmly he rests: no human pain 

Or high rmzbition spurs him now 
The peaks of glory to attain. 

They had their way: they laid him low. 
But Erin, list, his spirit may 

Rise, like the Phamiz from the fltrmes, 
When breaks the dll'W1ling of the day, 

The day that brings us Freedom's reign. 
And on that day 'llllly Erin well 

Pledge in the cup she lifts to Joy 
One grief-the memory of Pamell. 

Mr Hynes sat down again on the table. When he had fin
ished his recitation there was a silence and then a burst of 
clapping: even Mr Lyons clapped. The applause continued 
for a little time. When it had ceased all the auditors drank from 
their bottles in silence. 

Pok! The cork flew out of Mr Hynes' bottle, but Mr Hynes 
remained sitting, flushed and bareheaded on the table. He did 
not seem to have heard the invitation. 

-Good man, Joe! said Mr O'Connor, taking out his cigarette 
papers and pouch the better to hide his emotion. 

-What do you think of that, Crofton? cried Mr Henchy. 
Isn't that fine? What? 

Mr Crofton said that it was a very fine piece of writing. 



A MOTHER 

Ma HoLOHAN, assistant secretary of the Eire Abu Society, 
had been walking up and down Dublin for nearly a month, with 
his hands and pockets full of dirty pieces of paper, arrang
ing about the series of concens. He had a game leg and for 
this his friends called him Hoppy Holohan. He walked up 
and down constantly, stood by the hour at street comers ar
guing the point and made notes; but in the end it was Mrs 
Kearney who arranged everything. 

Miss Devlin had become Mrs Kearney out of spite. She had 
been educated in a high-class convent where she had learned 
French and music. As she was naturally pale and unbend
ing in manner she made few friends at school. When she came 
to the age of marriage she was sent out to many houses where 
her playing and ivory manners were much admired. She sat 
amid the chilly circle of her accomplishments, waiting for 
some suitor to brave it and offer her a brilliant life. But the 
young men whom she met were ordinary and she gave them 
no encouragement, trying to console her romantic desires by 

136 
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eating a great deal of Turkish Delight in secret. However, 
when she drew near the limit and her friends began to loosen 
their tongues about her she silenced them by marrying .Mr 
Kearney, who was a bootmaker on Ormond Quay. 

He was much older than she. His conversation, which was 
serious, took place at intervals in his great brown beard. After 
the first year of married life Mrs Kearney perceived that such a 
man would wear better than a romantic person but she never 
put her own romantic ideas away. He was sober, thrifty and 
pious; he went to the altar every first Friday, sometimes with 
her, oftener by himself. But she never weakened in her religion 
and was a good wife to him. At some party in a strange house 
when she lifted her eyebrow ever so slightly he stood up to 
take his leave and, when his cough troubled him, she put the 
eider-down quilt over his feet and made a strong rum punch. 
For his part he was a model father. By paying a small sum 
every week into a society he ensured for both his daughters a 
dowry of one hundred pounds each when they came to the 
age of twenty-four. He sent the elder daughter, Kathleen, to a 
good convent, where she learned French and music and after
wards paid her fees at the Academy. Every year in the month 
of July Mrs Kearney found occasion to say to some friend: 

-My good man is packing us off to Skerries for a few weeks. 
If it was not Skerries it was Howth or Greystones. 
When the Irish Revival began to be appreciable Mrs Kearney 

determined to take advantage of her daughter's name and 
brought an Irish teacher to the house. Kathleen and her sis
ter sent Irish picture postcards to their friends and these 
friends sent back other Irish picture postcards. On special 
Sundays when Mr Kearney went with his family to the pro
cathedral a little crowd of people would assemble after mass 
at the comer of Cathedral Street. They were all friends of the 
Keameys-musical friends or Nationalist friends; and, when 
they had played every little counter of gossip, they shook 
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hands with one another all together, laughing at the crossing 
of so many hands and said go~d-bye to one another in Irish. 
Soon the name of Miss Kathleen Kearney began to be heard 
often on people's lips. })eople said that she was very clever at 
music and a very nice girl and, moreover, that she was a be
liever in the language movement. Mrs Kearney was well con
tent at this. Therefore she was not surprised when one day 
Mr Holohan came to her and proposed that her daughter 
should be the accompanist at a series of four grand concerts 
which his Society was going to give in the Antient Concert 
Rooms. She brought him into the drawing-room, made him 
sit down and brought out the decanter and the silver biscuit
barrel. She entered heart and soul into the details of the enter
prise, advised and dissuaded; and finally a contract was drawn 
up by which Kathleen was to receive eight guineas for her 
services as accompanist at the four grand concerts. 

As Mr Holohan was a novice in such delicate matters as the 
wording of bills and the disposing of items for a programme 
Mrs Kearney helped him. She had tact. She knew wh11t ar
tistes should go into capitals and what artistes should go into 
small type. She knew that the first tenor would not like to 
come on after Mr Meade's comic turn. To keep the audience 
continually diverted she slipped the doubtful items in between 
the old favourites. Mr Holohan called to see her every day to 
have her advice on some point. She was invariably friendly 
and advising-homely, in fact. She pushed the decanter to
wards him, saying: 

-Now, help yourself, Mr Holohan! 
And while he was helping himself she said: 
-Don't be afraid! Don't be afraid of it! 
Everything went on smoothly. Mrs Kearney bought some 

lovely blush-pink charmeuse in Brown Thomas's to let into 
the front of Kathleen's dress. It cost a pretty penny; but there 
are occasions when a little expense is justifiable. She took a 
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dozen of two-shilling tickets for the final concert and sent 
them to those friends who could not be trusted to come other
wise. She forgot nothing and, thanks to her, everything that 
was to be done was done. 

The concerts were to be on Wednesday, Thursday, Friday 
and Saturday. When Mrs Kearney arrived with her daughter 
at the Antient Concert Rooms on Wednesday night she did 
not like the look of things. A few young men, wearing bright 
blue badges in their coats, stood idle in the vestibule; none of 
them wore evening dress. She passed by with her daughter and 
a quick glance through the open door of the hall showed her 
the cause of the stewards' idleness. At first she wondered had 
she mistaken the hour. No, it was twenty minutes to eight. 

In the dressing-room behind the stage she was introduced 
to the secretary of the Society, Mr Fitzpatrick. She smiled 
and shook his hand. He was a little man with a white vacant 
face. She noticed that he wore his soft brown hat carelessly 
on the side of his head and that his accent was flat. He held a 
programme in his hand and, while he was talking to her, he 
chewed one end of it into a moist pulp. He seemed to bear 
disappointments lightly. Mr Holohan came into the dressing
room every few minutes with reports from the box-office. 
The artistes talked among themselves nervously, glanced 
from time to time at the mirror and rolled and unrolled their 
music. When it was nearly half-past eight the few people in 
the hall began to express their desire to be entertained. Mr 
Fitzpatrick came in, smiled vacantly at the room, and said: 

-Well now, ladies and gentlemen, I suppose we'd better 
open the ball. 

Mrs Kearney rewarded his very flat final syllable with a 
quick stare of contempt and then said to her daughter encour
agingly: 

-Are you ready, dear? 
When she had an opportunity she called Mr Holohan aside 
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and asked him to tell her what it meant. Mr Holohan did not 
know what it meant. He said that the Committee had made a 
mistake in arranging for four concerts: four was too many. 

-And the artistes! said Mrs Kearney. Of course they are 
doing their best, but really they are no good. 

Mr Holohan admitted that the artistes were no good but the 
Committee, he said, had decided to let the first three concerts 
go as they pleased and reserve all the talent for Saturday 
night. Mrs Kearney said nothing but, as the mediocre items 
followed one another on the platform and the few people in 
the hall grew fewer and fewer, she began to regret that she 
had put herself to any expense for such a concert. There was 
something she didn't like in the look of things and Mr Fitz
patrick's vacant smile irritated her very much. However, 
she said nothing and waited to see how it would end. The con
cert expired shortly before ten and everyone went home 
quickly. 

The concert on Thursday night was better attended but 
Mrs Kearney saw at once that the house was filled with paper. 
The audience behaved indecorously as if the concert were an 
informal dress rehearsal. Mr Fitzpatrick seemed to enjoy him
self; he was quite unconsCious that Mrs Kearney was taking 
angry note of his conduct. He stood at the edge of the screen, 
from time to time jutting out his head and exchanging a laugh 
with two friends in the corner of the balcony. In the course 
of the evening Mrs Kearney learned that the Friday concert 
was to be abandoned and that the Committee was going to 
move heaven and earth to secure a bumper house on Saturday 
night. When she heard this she sought out Mr Holohan. She 
buttonholed him as he was limping out quickly with a glass of 
lemonade for a young lady and asked him was it true. Yes, it 
was true. 

-But, of course, that doesn't alter the contract, she said. 
The contract was for four concerts. 
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Mr Holohan seemed to be in a hurry; he advised her to 
speak to Mr Fitzpatrick. Mrs Kearney was now beginning to 
be alarmed. She called Mr Fitzpatrick away from his screen 
and told him that her daughter had signed for four concerts 
and that, of course, according to the terms of the contract, 
she should receive the sum originally stipulated for whether 
the society gave the four concerts or not. Mr Fitzpatrick, who 
did not catch the point at issue very quickly, seemed unable to 
resolve the difficulty and said that he would bring the matter 
before the Committee. Mrs Kearney's anger began to flutter 
in her cheek and she had all she could do to keep from asking: 

-And who is the Cometty, pray? 
But she knew that it would not be ladylike to do that: so 

she was silent. 
Little boys were sent out into the principal streets of Dub

lin early on Friday morning with bundles of handbills. Special 
puffs appeared in all the evening papers reminding the music
loving public of the treat which was in store for it on the fol
lowing evening. Mrs Kearney was somewhat reassured but she 
thought well to tell her husband part of her suspicions. He 
listened carefully and said that perhaps it would be better if he 
went with her on Saturday night. She agreed. She respected 
her husband in the same way as she respected the General Post 
Office, as something large, secure and fixed; and though she 
knew the small number of his talents she appreciated his ab
stract value as a male. She was glad that he had suggested com
ing with her. She thought her plans over. 

The night of the grand concert came. Mrs Kearney, with 
her husband and daughter, arrived at the Antient Concert 
Rooms three-quarters of an hour before the time at which the 
concert was to begin. By ill luck it was a rainy evening. Mrs 
Kearney placed her daughter's clothes and music in charge 
of her husband and went all over the building looking for Mr 
Holohan or Mr Fitzpatrick. She could find neither. She asked 
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the stewards was any member of the Committee in the hall 
and, after a great deal of trouble, a steward brought out a little 
woman named Miss Beirne to whom Mrs Kearney explained 
that she wanted to see one of the secretaries. Miss Beirne ex
pected them any minute and .asked could she do anything. 
Mrs Kearney looked searchingly at the oldish face which was 
screwed into an expression of trustfulness and enthusiasm and 
answered: 

-No, thank you! 
The little woman hoped they would have a good house. 

She looked out at the rain until the melancholy of the wet 
street effaced all the trustfulness and enthusiasm from her 
twisted features. Then she gave a 1ittle sigh and said: 

-Ah, well! We did our best, the dear knows. 
Mrs Kearney had to go back to the dressing-room. 
The artistes were arriving. The bass and the second tenor 

had already come. The bass, Mr Duggan, was a slender young 
man with a scattered black moustache. He was the son of a 
hall poner in an office in the city and, as a boy, he had sung 
prolonged bass notes in the resounding hall. From this humble 
state he had raised himself until he had become a first-rate 
artiste. He had appeared in grand opera. One night, when an 
operatic artiste had fallen ill, he had undertaken the part of the 
king in the opera of Maritana at the Queen's Theatre. He sang 
his music with great feeling and volume and was warmly wel
comed by the gallery; but, unfonunately, he marred the good 
impression by wiping his nose in his gloved hand once or twice 
out of thoughtlessness. He was unassumir:tg and spoke little. He 
said yous so softly that it passed unnoticed and he never drank 
anything stronger than milk for his voice' sake. Mr Bell, the 
second tenor, was a fair-haired little man who competed every 
year for prizes· at the Feis Ceoil. On his founh trial he had 
been awarded a bronze medal. He was extremely nervous 
and extremely jealous of other tenors and he covered his nerv-
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ous jealousy with an ebullient friendliness. It was his humour 
to have people know what an ordeal a concert was to him. 
Therefore when he saw Mr Duggan he went over to him and 
asked: 

-Are you in it too? 
-Yes, said Mr Duggan. 
Mr Bell laughed at his fellow-sufferer, held out his hand and 

said: 
-Shake! 
Mrs Kearney passed by these two young men and went 

to the edge of the screen to view the house. The seats were 
being filled up rapidly and a pleasant noise circulated in the 
auditorium. She came back and spoke to her husband privately. 
Their conversation was evidently about Kathleen for they 
both glanced at her often as she stood chatting to one of her 
Nationalist friends, Miss Healy, the contralto. An unknown 
solitary woman with a pale face walked through the room. 
The women followed with keen eyes the faded blue dress 
which was stretched upon a meagre body. Someone said that 
she was Madam Glynn, the soprano. 

-1 wonder where did they dig her up, said Kathleen to 
Miss Healy. I'm sure I never heard of her. 

Miss Healy had to smile. Mr Holohan limped into the 
dressing-room at that moment and the two young ladies asked 
him who was the unknown woman. Mr Holohan said that she 
was Madam Glynn from London. Madam Glynn took her 
stand in a corner of the room, holding a roll of music stiffly 
before her and from time to time changing the direction of · 
her startled gaze. The shadow took her faded dress into shelter 
but fell revengefully into the little cup behind her collar-bone. 
The noise of the hall became more audible. The first tenor and 
the baritone arrived together. They were both well dressed, 
stout and complacent and they brought a breath of opulence 
among the company. 
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Mrs Kearney brought her daughter over to them, and 
talked to them amiably. She wanted to be on good terms with 
them but, while she strove to be polite, her eyes followed Mr 
Holohan in his limping and devious courses. As soon as she 
could she excused herself and went out after him. 

-Mr Holohan, I want to speak to you for a moment, she 
said. 

They went down to a discreet part of the corridor. Mrs 
Kearney asked him when was her daughter going to be paid. 
Mr Holohan said that Mr Fitzpatrick had charge of that. Mrs 
Kearney said that she didn't know anything about Mr Fitz
patrick. Her daughter had signed a contract for eight guineas 
and she would have to be paid. Mr Holohan said that it wasn't 
his business. 

-Why isn't it your business? asked Mrs Kearney. Didn't 
you yourself bring her the contract? Anyway, if it's not your 
business it's my business and I mean to see to it. 

-You'd better speak to Mr Fitzpatrick, said Mr Holohan 
distantly. 

-I don't know anything about Mr Fitzpatrick, repeated 
Mrs Kearney. I have my contract, and I intend to see that it is 
carried out. 

When she came back to the dressing-room her cheeks were 
slightly suffused. The room was lively. Two men in outdoor 
dress had taken possession of the fireplace and were chatting 
familiarly with Miss Healy and the baritone. They were ·the 
Freeman man and Mr O'Madden Burke. The Freeman man 
had come in to say that he could not wait for the concert as 
he had to report the lecture which an American priest was 
giving in the Mansion House. He said they were to leave the 
report for him at the Freeman office and he would see that it 
went in. He was a grey-haired man, with a plausible voice 
and careful manners. He held an extinguished cigar in his 

hand and the aroma of cigar smoke floated near him. He had 
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not intended to stay a moment because concerts and artistes 
bored him considerably but he remained leaning against the 
mantelpiece. Miss Healy stood in front of him, talking and 
laughing. He was old enough to suspect one reason for her 
politeness but young enough in spirit to turn the moment to 
account. The warmth, fragrance and colour of her body ap
pealed to his senses. He was pleasantly conscious that the 
bosom which he saw rise and fall slowly beneath him rose and 
feU at that moment for him, that the laughter and fragrance 
and wilful glances were his tribute. When he could stay no 
longer he took leave of her regretfully. 

-O'Madden Burke will write the notice, he explained to 
Mr Holohan, and I'll see it in. 

-Thank you very much, Mr Hendrick, said Mr Holohan. 
You'll see it in, I know. Now, won't you have a little some
thing before you go? 

-1 don't mind, said Mr Hendrick. 
The two men went along some tortuous passages and up 

a dark staircase and carne to a secluded room where one of 
the stewards was uncorking bottles for a few gentlemen. 
One of these gentlemen was Mr O'Madden Burke, who had 
found out the room by instinct. He was a suave elderly man 
who balanced his imposing body, when at rest, upon a large 
silk umbrella. His magniloquent western name was the moral 
umbrella upon which he balanced the fine problem of his 
finances. He was widely respected. 

While Mr Holohan was entertaining the Freeman man Mrs 
Kearney was speaking so animatedly to her husband that he 
had to ask her to lower her voice. The conversation of the 
others in the dressing-room had become strained. Mr Bell, the 
first item, stood ready with his music· but the accompanist 
made no sign. Evidently something was wrong. Mr Kearney 
looked straight before him, stroking his beard, while Mrs 
Kearney spoke into Kathleen's ear with subdued emphasis. 



•46 • Dubliners 

From the hall came sounds of encouragement, clapping and 
stamping of feet. The first tenor and the baritone and Miss 
Healy stood together, waiting tranquilly, but Mr Bell's nerves 
were greatly agitated because he was afraid the audience 
would think that he had come late. 

Mr Holohan and Mr O'Madden Burke came into the room. 
In a moment Mr Holohan perceived the hush. He went over 
to Mrs Kearney and spoke with her earnestly. While they 
were speaking the noise in the hall grew louder. Mr Holohan 
became very red and excited. He spoke volubly, but Mrs 
Kearney said curtly at intervals: 

-She won't go on. She must get her eight guineas. 
Mr Holohan pointed desperately towards the hall where 

the audience was clapping and stamping. He appealed to Mr 
Kearney and to Kathleen. But Mr Kearney continued to stroke 
his beard and Kathleen looked down, moving the point of 
her new shoe: it was not her fault. Mrs Kearney repeated: 

-She won't go on without her money. 
After a swift struggle of tongues Mr Holohan hobbled out 

in haste. The room was silent. When the strain of the silence 
had become somewhat painful Miss Healy said to the baritone: 

-Have you seen Mrs Pat Campbell this week? 
The baritone had not seen her but he had been told that 

she was very· fine. The conversation went no further. The first 
tenor. bent his head and began to count the links of the gold 
chain which was extended across his waist, smiling and hum
ming random notes to observe the effect on the frontal sinus. 
From time to time everyone glanced at Mrs Kearney. 

The noise in the auditorium had risen to a clamour when 
Mr Fitzpatrick burst into the room, followed by Mr Holohan, 
who was panting. The clapping and stamping in the hall were 
punctuated by whistling. Mr Fitzpatrick held a few bank
notes in his hand. He counted out four into Mrs Kearney's 
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hand and said she would get the other half at the interval. 
Mrs Kearney said: 

-This is four shillings short. 
But Kathleen gathered in her skirt and said: NlYW, Mr Bell, 

to the first item, who was shaking like an aspen. The singer 
and the accompanist went out together. The noise in the hall 
died away. There was a pause of a few seconds: and then the 
piano was heard. 

The first part of the concert was very successful except for 
Madam Glynn's item. The poor lady sang Killarney in a bodi
less gasping voice, with all the old-fashioned mannerisms of 
intonation and pronunciation which she believed lent elegance 
to her singing. She looked as if she had been resurrected from 
an old stage-wardrobe and the cheaper parts of the hall made 
fun of her high wailing notes. The first tenor and the contralto, 
however, brought down the house. Kathleen played a selec
tion of Irish airs which was generously applauded. The fi~st 
part closed with a stirring patriotic recitation delivered by a 
young lady who arranged amateur theatricals. It was de
servedly applauded; and, when it was ended, the men went 
out for the interval, content. 

All this time the dressing-room was a hive of excitement. 
In one corner were Mr Holohan, Mr Fitzpatrick, Miss Beirne, 
two of the stewards, the baritone, the bass, and Mr O'Madden 
Burke. Mr O'Madden Burke said it was the most scandalous 
exhibition he had ever witnessed. Miss Kathleen Kearney's 
musical career was ended in Dublin after that, he said. The 
baritone was asked what did he think of Mrs Kearney's con
duct. He did not like to say anything. He had been paid his 
money and wished to be at peace with men. However, he said 
that Mrs Kearney might have taken the artistes into consider
ation. The stewards and the secretaries debated hotly as to 
what should be done when the interval came. 
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-I agree with Miss Beirne, said Mr O'Madden Burke. Pay 
her nothing. 

In another corner of the room were Mrs Kearney and her 
husband, Mr Bell, Miss Healy and the young lady who had 
recited the patriotic piece. Mrs Kearney said that the Commit
tee had treated her scandalously. She had spared neither trouble 
nor expense and this was how she was repaid. 

They thought they had only a girl to deal with and that, 
therefore, they could ride roughshod over her. But she would 
show them their mistake. They wouldn't have dared to have 
treated her like that if she had been a man. But she would see 
that her daughter got her rights: she wouldn't be fooled. If they 
didn't pay her' to the last farthing she would make Dublin ring. 
Of course she was sorry for the sake of the artistes. But what 
else could she do? She appealed to the second tenor who said 
he thought she had not been well treated. Then she appealed to 
Miss Healy. Miss Healy wanted to join the other group but she 
did not like to do so because she was a great friend of Kath
leen's and the Kearneys had often invited her to their house. 

As soon as the first pan was ended Mr Fitzpatrick and Mr 
Holohan went over to Mrs Kearney and told her that the other 
four guineas would be paid after the Committee meet
ing on the following Tuesday and that, in case her daughter 
did not play for the second pan, the Committee would con
sider the contract broken and would pay nothing. 

-I haven't seen any Committee, said Mrs Kearney angrily. 
My daughter has her contract. She will get four pounds eight 
into her hand or a foot she won't put on that platform. 

-I'm surprised at you, Mrs Kearney, said Mr Holohan. 
I never thought you would treat us this way. 

-And what way did you treat me? asked Mrs Kearney. 
Her face was inundated with an angry colour and she 

looked as if she would attack someone with her hands. 
-I'm asking for my rights, she said. 



A Mothtf' • 149 

-You might have some sense of decency, said Mr Holo
han. 

-Might I, indeed? . . . And when I ask when my daugh
ter is going to be paid I can't get a civil answer. 

She tossed her head and assumed a haughty voice: 
-You must speak to the secretary. It's not my business. I'm 

a great fellow fol-the-diddle-1-do. 
-1 thought you were a lady, said Mr Holohan, walking 

away from her abruptly. 
After that Mrs Kearney's conduct was condemned on all 

hands: everyone approved of what the Committee had done. 
She stood at the door, haggard with rage, arguing with her 
husband and daughter, gesticulating with them. She waited 
until it was time for the second part to begin in the hope that 
the secretaries would approach her. But Miss Healy had kindly 
consented to play one or two accompaniments. Mrs Kearney 
had to stand aside to allow the baritone and his accompanist 
to pass up to the platform. She stood still for an instant like an 
angry stone image and, when the first notes of the song struck 
her ear, she caught up her daughter's cloak and said to her 
husband: 

-Get a cab! 
He went out at once. Mrs Kearney wrapped the cloak round 

her daughter and followed him. As she passed through the 
doorway she stopped and glared into Mr Holohan's face. 

-I'm not done with you yet, she said. 
-But I'm done with you, said Mr Holohan. 
Kathleen followed her mother meekly. Mr Holohan began 

to pace up and down the room, in order to cool himself for 
he felt his skin on fire. 

-That's a nice lady! he said. 0, she's a nice lady! 
-You did the proper thing, Holohan, said Mr O'Madden 

Burke, poised upon his umbrella in approval. 
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Two gentlemen who were in the lavatory at the time tried 
to lift him up: but he was quite helpless. He lay curled up at 
the foot of the stairs down which he had fallen. They suc
ceeded in turning him over. His hat had rolled a few yards 
away and his clothes were smeared with the filth and ooze 
of the floor on which he had lain, face downwards. His eyes 
were closed and he breathed with a grunting noise. A thin 
stream of blood trickled from the corner of his mouth. 

These two gentlemen and one of the curates carried him 
up the stairs and laid him down again on the floor of the bar. 
In two minutes he was surrounded by a ring of men. The 
manager of the bar asked everyone who he was and who was 
with him. No one knew who he was but one of the curates 
said he had served the gentleman with a small rum. 

-Was he by himself? asked the manager. 
-No, sir. There was two gentlemen with him. 
-And where are they? 
No one knew; a voice said: 

ISO 
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-Give him air. He's fainted. 
The ring of onlookers distended and closed again elasti

cally. A dark medal of blood had formed itself near the man's 
head on the tessellated floor. The manager, alarmed by the 
grey pallor of the man's face, sent for a policeman. 

His collar was unfastened and his necktie undone. He opened 
his eyes for an instant, sighed and closed them again. One of 
the gentlemen who had carried him upstairs held a dinged silk 
hat in his hand. The manager asked repeatedly did no one know 
who the injured man was or where had his friends gone. The 
door of the bar opened and an immense constable entered. A 
crowd which had followed him down the Janeway collected 
outside the door, struggling to look in through the glass panels. 

The manager at once began to narrate what he knew. The 
constable, a young man with thick immobile features, listened. 
He moved his head slowly to right and left and from the man
ager to the person on the floor, as if he feared to be the victim 
of some delusion. Then he drew off his glove, produced a small 
book from his waist, licked the lead of his pencil and made 
ready to indite. He asked in a suspicious provincial accent: 

-Who is the man? What's his name and address? 
A young man in a cycling-suit cleared his way through the 

ring of bystanders. He knelt down promptly beside the injured 
man and called for water. The constable knelt down also to 
help. The young man washed the blood from the injured 
man's mouth and then called for some brandy. The constable 
repeated the order in an authoritative voice until a curate came 
running with the glass. The brandy was forced down the man's 
throat. In a few seconds he opened his eyes and looked about 
him. He looked at the circle of faces and then, understanding, 
strove to rise to his feet. 

-You're all right now? asked the young man in the 
cycling-suit. 

-Sha, 's nothing, said the injured man, trying to stand up. 
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He was helped to his feet. The manager said something 
about a hospital and some of the bystanders gave advice. The 
battered silk hat was placed on the man's head. The constable 
asked: 

-Where do you live? 
The man, without answering, began to twirl the ends of 

his moustache. He made light of his accident. It was nothing, 
he said: only a little accident. He spoke very thickly. 

-Where do you live? repeated the constable. 
The man said they were to get a cab for him. While the 

point was being debated a tall agile gentleman of fair com
plexion, wearing a long yellow ulster, came from the far end 
of the bar. Seeing the spectacle he called out: 

-Hallo, Tom, old man! What's the trouble? 
-Sha, 's nothing, said the man. 
The new-comer surveyed the deplorable figure before him 

and then turned to the constable saying: 
-It's all right, constable. I'll see him home. 
The constable touched his helmet and answered: 
-All right, Mr Power! 
-Come now, Tom, said Mr Power, taking his friend by 

the arm. No bones broken. What? Can you walk? 
The young man in the cycling-suit took the man by the 

other arm and the crowd divided. 
-How did you get yourself into this mess? asked Mr 

Power. 
-The gentleman fell down the stairs, said the young man. 
-1' 'ery 'uch o'liged to you, sir, said the i~jured man. 
-Not at all. 
-'an't we have a little . . . ? 
-Not now. Not now. 
The three men left the bar and the crowd sifted through 

the doors into the laneway. The manager brought the con
stable to the stairs to inspect the scene of the accident. They 
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agreed that the gentleman must have missed his footing. The 
customers returned to the counter and a curate set about re
moving the traces of blood from the floor. · 

When they came out into Grafton Street Mr Power 
whistled for an outsider. The injured man said again as well as 
he could: 

-1' 'ery 'uch o'liged to you, sir. I hope we'll 'eet again. 
'v na'e is Kernan. 

The shock and the incipient pain had partly sobered him. 
-Don't mention it, said the young man. 
They shook hands. Mr Kernan was hoisted on to the car 

and, while Mr Power was giving directions to the carman, be 
expressed his gratitude to the young man and regretted that 
they could not have a little drink together. 

-Another time, said the young man. 
The car drove off towards Westmoreland Street. As it passed 

the Ballast Office the clock showed half-past nine. A keen east 
wind hit them blowing fror:n the mouth of the river. Mr Ker
nan was huddled together with cold. His friend asked him to 
tell how the accident had happened. 

-1 'an't, 'an, he answered, 'y 'ongue is hurt. 
-Show. 
The other leaned over the well of the car and peered into 

Mr Kernan's mouth but he could not see. He struck a match 
and, sheltering it in the shell of his hands, peered again into the 
mouth which Mr Kernan opened obediently. The swaying 
movement of the car brought the match to and from the 
opened mouth. The lower teeth and gums were covered with 
clotted blood and a minute piece of the tongue seemed to have 
been bitten off. The match was blown out. 

-That's ugly, said Mr Power. 
-Sha, 's nothing, said Mr Kernan, closing his mouth and pull-

ing the collar of his filthy coat across his neck. 
Mr Kernan was a commercial traveller of the old school 
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which believed in the dignity of its calling. He had never been 
seen in the city without a silk hat of some decency and a pair 
of gaiters. By grace of these two articles of clothing, he said, a 
man could always pass muster. lie carried on the tradition of 
his Napoleon, the great Blackwhite, whose memory he evoked 
at times by legend and mimicry. Modern business methods had 
spared him only so far as to allow him a little office in Crowe 
Street on the window blind of which was written the name of 
his firm with the address-London, E.C. On the mantelpiece 
of this little office a little leaden battalion of canisters was 
drawn up and on the table before the window stood four or 
five china bowls which were usually half full of a black liquid. 
From these bowls Mr Kernan tasted tea. He took a mouthful, 
drew it up, saturated his palate with it and then spat it forth 
into the grate. Then he paused to judge. 

Mr Power, a much younger man, was employed in the 
Royal Irish Constabulary Office in Dublin Castle. The arc of 
his social rise intersected the arc of his friend's decline but 
Mr Kernan's decline was mitigated by the fact that certain of 
those friends who had known him at his highest point of suc
cess still esteemed him as a character. Mr Power was one of 
these friends. His inexplicable debts were a byword in his cir
cle; he was a debonair young man. 

The car halted before a small house on the Glasnevin road 
and Mr Kernan was helped into the house. His wife put him 
to bed while Mr Power sat downstairs in the kitchen asking 
the children where they went to school and what book they 
were in. The children-two girls and a boy, conscious of their 
father's helplessness and of their mother's absence, began some 
horseplay with him. He was surprised at their manners and at 
their accents and his brow grew thoughtful. After a while Mrs 
Kernan entered the kitchen, exclaiming: 

-Such a sight! 0, he'll do for himself one day and that's 
the holy ails of it. He's been drinking since Friday. 
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Mr Power was careful to explain to her that he was not 

responsible, that he had come on the scene by the merest 
accident. Mrs Kernan, remembering Mr Power's good offices 
during domestic quarrels as well as many small, but opportune 
loans, said: 

-0, you needn't tell me that, Mr ·Power. I know you're 
a "friend of his not like some of those others he does be with. 
They're all right so long as he has money in his pocket to keep 
him out from his wife and family. Nice friends! Who was he 
with to-night, I'd like to know? 

Mr Power shook his head but said nothing. 
-I'm so sorry, she continued, that I've nothing in the house 

to offer you. But if you wait a minute I'll send round to Fo
garty's at the comer. 

Mr Power stood up. 
-We were waiting for him to come home with the money. 

He never seems to think he has a home at all. 
-0, now, Mrs Kernan, said Mr Power, we'll make him tum 

over a new leaf. I'll talk to Martin. He's the man. We'll come 
here one of these nights and talk it over. 

She saw him to the door. The carman was stamping up and 
down the footpath and swinging his arms to warm himself. 

-It's very kind of you to bring him home, she said. 
-Not at all, said Mr Power. 
He got up on the car. As it drove off he raised his hat to her 

gaily. 
-We'll make a new man of him, he said. Good-night, Mrs 

Kernan. 

Mrs Kernan's puzzled eyes watched the car till it was out 
of sight. Then she withdrew them, went into the house and 
emptied her husband's pockets. 

She was an active, practical woman of middle age. Not 
long before she had celebrated her silver wedding and re-
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newed her intimacy with her husband by waltzing with him 
to Mr Power's accompaniment. In her days of counship Mr 
Kernan had seemed to her a not ungallant figure: and she still 
hurried to the chapel door whenever a wedding was reponed 
and, seeing the bridal pair, recalled with vivid pleasure how 
she had passed out of the Star of the Sea Church in Sandy
mount, leaning on the arm of a jovial well-fed man who was 
dressed smartly in a frock-coat and lavender trousers and car
ried a silk hat gracefully balanced upon his other arm. After 
three weeks she had found a wife's life irksome and, later on, 
when she was beginning to find it unbearable, she had be
come a mother. The pan of mother presented to her no in
superable difficulties and for twenty-five years she had kept 
house shrewdly for her husband. Her two eldest sons were 
launched. One was in a draper's shop in Glasgow and the 
other was clerk to a tea-merchant in Belfast. They were good 
sons, wrote regularly and sometimes sent home money. The 
other children were still at school. 

Mr Kernan sent a letter to his office next day and remained 
in bed. She made beef-tea for him and scolded him roundly. 
She accepted his frequent intemperance as part of the climate, 
healed him dutifully whenever he was sick and always tried 
to make him eat a breakfast. There were worse husbands. He 
had never been violent since the boys had grown up and she 
knew that he would walk to the end of Thomas Street and 
back again to book even a small order. 

Two nights after his friends came to see him. She brought 
them up to his bedroom, the air of which was impregnated with 
a personal odour, and gave them chairs at the fire. Mr Kernan's 
tongue, the occasional stinging pain of which had made him 
somewhat irritable during the day, became more polite. He sat 
propped up in the bed by pillows and the little colour in his 
putfy cheeks made them resemble warm cinders. He apologised 
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to his guests for the disorder of the room but at the same time 
looked at them a little proudly, with a veteran's pride. 

He was quite unconscious that he was the victim of a plot 
which his friends, Mr Cunningham, Mr M'Coy and Mr Power 
had disclosed to Mrs Kernan in the parlour. The idea had been 
Mr Power's but its development was entrusted to Mr Cunning
ham. Mr Kernan came of Protestant stock and, though he had 
been converted to the Catholic faith at the time of his mar
riag.e, he had not been in the pale of the Church for twenty 
years. He was fond, moreover, of giving side-thrusts at Ca
tholicism. 

Mr Cunningham was the very man for such a case. He was 
an elder colleague of,Mr Power. His own domestic life was not 
very happy. People had great sympathy with him for it was 
known that he had married an unpresentable woman who was 
an incurable drunkard. He had set up house for her six times; 
and each time she had pawned the furniture on him. 

Everyone had respect for poor Martin Cunningham. He 
was a thoroughly sensible man, influential and intelligent. His 
blade of human knowledge, natural astuteness particularised 
'by long association with cases in the police ~ourts, had been 
tempered by brief immersions in the waters of general phi
losophy. He was well informed. His friends bowed to his opin
ions and considered that his face was like Shakespeare's. 

When the plot had been disclosed to her Mrs Kernan had 
said: 

-1 leave it all in your hands, Mr Cunningham. 
After a quarter of a century of married life she had very 

few illusions left. Religion for her was a habit and she sus
pected that a man of her husband's age would not change 
greatly before death. She was tempted to see a c--urious appro
priateness in his accident and, but that she did not wish to 
seem bloody-minded, she would have told the gentlemen that 
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Mr Kernan's tongue would not suffer by being shortened. 
However, Mr Cunningham was a capable man; and religion was 
religion. The scheme might do good and, at least, it could do 
no harm. Her beliefs were not extravagant. She believed 
steadily in the Sacred Heart as the most generally useful of all 
Catholic devotions and approved of the sacraments. Her faith 
was bounded by her kitchen but, if she was put to it, she could 
believe also in the banshee and in the Holy Ghost. 

The gentlemen began to talk of the accident. Mr Cunning
ham said that he had once known a similar case. A man of 
seventy had bitten off a piece of his tongue during an epileptic 
fit and the tongue had filled in again so that no one could ~e 
a trace of the bite. 

-Well, I'm not seventy, said the invalid. 
-God forbid, said Mr Cunningham. 
-It doesn't pain you now?, asked Mr M'Coy. 
Mr M'Coy had been at one time a tenor of some reputation. 

His wife, who had been a soprano, still taught young children 
to play the piano at low terms. His line of life had not been the 
shortest distance between two points and for short periods he 
had been driven to live by his wits. He had been a clerk in the 
Midland Railway, a canvasser for advertisements for The Irish 
Times and for The Freeman's journal, a town traveller for a 
coal firm on commission, a private inquiry agent, a clerk in 
the office of the Sub-Sheriff and he had recently become sec
retary to the City Coroner .. His new office made him profes
sionally interested in Mr Kernan's case. 

-Pain? Not much, answered Mr Kernan. But it's so sicken
ing. I feel as if I wanted to retch off. 

-That's the boose, said Mr Cunningham firmly. 
-No~ said Mr Kernan. I think I caught a cold on the car. 

There's something keeps coming into my throat, phlegm 
or-

-Mucus, said Mr M'Coy. 
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-It keeps coming like from down in my throat; sickening 
thing. 

-Yes, yes, said Mr M'Coy, that's the thorax. 
He looked at Mr Cunningham and Mr Power at the same time 

with an air of challenge. Mr Cunningham nodded his head 
rapidly and Mr Power said: 

-Ah, well, all's well that ends well. 
-I'm very much obliged to you, old man, said the invalid. 
Mr Power waved his hand. 
-Those other two fellows I was with-
- Who were you with? asked Mr Cunningham. 
-A chap. I don't know his name. Damn it now, what's his 

name? Little chap with sandy hair. . . 
-And who else? 
-Harford. 
-Hm, said Mr Cunningham. 
When Mr Cunningham made that remark people were si

lent. It was known that the speaker had secret sources of in
formation. In this case the monosyllable had a moral intention. 
Mr Harford sometimes formed one of a little detachment 
which left the city shortly after noon on Sunday with the pur
pose of arriving as soon as possible at some public-house on the 
outskirts of the city where its members duly qualified them
selves as bon11-{ide travellers. But his fellow-travellers had never 
consented to overlook his origin. He had begun life as an ob
scure financier by lending small sums of money to workmen at 
usurious interest. Later on he had become the partner of a 
very fat short gentleman, Mr Goldberg, of the Litfey Loan 
Bank. Though he had never embraced more than the Jewish 
ethical code his fellow-Catholics, whenever they had smarted 
in person or by proxy under his exactions, spoke of him bit
terly as an Irish Jew and an illiterate and saw divine disap
proval of usury made manifest through the person of his idiot 
son. At other times they remembered his good points. 
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-1 wonder where did he go to, said Mr Kernan. 
He wished the details of the incident to remain vague. He 

wished his friends to think there had been some mistake, that 
Mr Harford and he had missed each other. His friends, who 
knew quite well Mr Harford's manners in drinking, were si
lent. Mr Power said again: 

.:...All's well that ends well. 
Mr Kernan changed the subject at once. 
-That was a decent young chap, that medical fellow, he 

said. Only for him-
-0, only for him, said Mr Power, it might have been a case 

of seven days without the option of a fine. 
-Yes, yes, said Mr Kernan, trying to remember. I remem

ber now there was a policeman. Decent young fellow, he 
seemed. How did it happen at all? 

-It happened that you were peloothered, Tom, said Mr 
Cunningham gravely. 

-True bill, said Mr Kernan, equally gravely. 
-1 suppose you squared the constable, Jack, said Mr M'Coy. 
Mr Power did not relish the use of his Christian name. He 

was not straight-laced but he could not forget that Mr M'Coy 
had recently made a crusade in search of valises and portman
teaus to enable Mrs M'Coy to fulfil imaginary engagements 
in the country. More than he resented the fact that he had been 
victimised he resented such low playing of the game. He an
swered the question, therefore, as if Mr Kernan had asked it. 

The narrative made Mr Kernan indignant. He was keenly 
conscious of his citizenship, wished to live with his city on 
terms mutually honourable and resented any affront put upon 
him by those whom he called country bumpkins. 

-Is this what we pay rates for? he asked. To feed and 
clothe these ignorant bostoons . . . and they're nothing else. 

Mr Cunningham laughed. He was a Castle official only dur
ing office hours. 
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-How could they be anything else, Tom? he said. 
He assumed a thick provincial accent and said in a tone of 

command: 
-65, catch your cabbage! 
Everyone laughed. Mr M'Coy, who wanted to enter the 

conversation by any door, pretended that he had never heard 
the story. Mr Cunningham said: 

-It is supposed-they say, you know-to take place in the 
depot where they get these thundering big country fellows, 
omadhauns, you know, to drill. The sergeant makes them stand 
in a row against the wall and held up their plates. 

He illustrated the story by grotesque gestUres. 
-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 
shovel. He takes up a wad of cabbage on the spoon and pegs 
it across the room and the poor devils have to try and catch it 
on their plates: 65, catch your cabbage. 

Everyone laughed again: but Mr Kernan was somewhat 
indignant still. He talked of writing a letter to the papers. 

-These yahoos coming up here, he said, think they can boss 
the people. I needn't tell you, Martin, what kind of men they 
are. 

Mr Cunningham gave a qualified assent. 
-It's like everything else in this world, he said. You get 

some bad ones and you get some good ones. 
-0 yes, you get some good ones, I admit, said Mr Ker

nan, satisfied. 
-It's. better to have nothing to say to them, said Mr M'Coy. 

That's my opinion! 
Mrs Kernan entered the room and, placing a tray on the 

table, said: 
-Help yourselves, gentlemen. 
Mr Power stood up to officiate, offering her his chair. She 

declined it, saying she was ironing downstairs, and, after hav-
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ing exchanged a nod with Mr Cunningham behind Mr 
Power's back, prepared to leave the room. Her husband called 
out to her: 

-And have you nothing for me, duckie? 
-0, you! The back of my hand to you! said Mrs Kernan 

tartly. 
Her husband called after her: 
-Nothing for poor little hubby! 
He assumed such a comical face and voice that the distribu

tion of the bottles of stout. took place amid general merriment. 
The gentlemen drank from their glasses, set the glasses again 

on the table and paused. Then Mr Cunningham turned towards 
Mr Power and said casually: 

-On Thursday night, you said, Jack? 
-Thursday, yes, said Mr Power. 
-Righto! said Mr Cunningham promptly. 
-We can meet in M'Auley's, said Mr M'Coy. That'll be 

the most convenient place. 
-But we mustn't be late, said Mr Power earnestly, because 

it is sure to be crammed to the doors. 
-We can meet at half-seven, said Mr M'Coy. 
-Righto! said Mr Cunningham. 
-Half-seven at M'Auley's be it! 
There was a short silence. Mr Kernan waited to see whether 

he would be taken into his friends' confidence. Then he asked: 
-What's in the wind? 
-0, it's nothing, said Mr Cunningham. It's only a little 

matter that we're arranging about for Thursday. 
-The opera, is it? said Mr Kernan. 
-No, no, said Mr Cunningham in an evasive tone, it's just 

a little ... spiritual matter. 
-0, said Mr Kernan. 
There was silence again. Then Mr Power said, point-blank: 
-To tell you the truth, Tom, we're going to make a retreat. 
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-Yes, that's it, said Mr Cunningham, Jack and I and M'Coy 
here-we're all going to wash the pot. 

He uttered the metaphor with a certain homely energy 
and, encouraged by his own voice, proceeded: 

-You see, we may as well all admit we're a nice collection 
of scoundrels, one and all. I say, one and all, he added with 
gruff charity and turning to Mr Power. Own up now! 

-I own up, said Mr Power. 
-And I own up, said Mr M'Coy. 
-So we're going to wash the pot together, said Mr Cun-

ningham. 
A thought seemed to strike him. He turned suddenly to 

the invalid and said: 
-Do you know what, Tom, has just occurred to me? You 

might join in and we'd have a four-handed reel. 
-Good idea, said Mr Power. The four of us together. 
Mr Kernan was silent. The proposal conveyed very little 

meaning to his mind but, understanding that some spiritual 
agencies were about to concern themselves on· his behalf, he 
thought he owed it to his dignity to show a stiff neck. He took 
no part in the conversation for a long while but listened, with 
an air of calm enmity, while his friends discussed the Jesuits. 

-I haven't such a bad opinion of the Jesuits, he said, inter
vening at length. They're an educated order. I believe they 
mean well too. 

-They're the grandest order in the Church, Tom, said 
Mr Cunningham, with enthusiasm. The General of the Jesuits 
stands next to the Pope. 

-There's no mistake about it, said Mr M'Coy, if you want a 
thing well done and no flies about it you go to a Jesuit. They're 
the boyos have influence. I'll tell you a case in point. . . . 

-The Jesuits are a fine body of men, said Mr Power. 
-It's a curious thing, said Mr Cunningham, about the 

Jesuit Order. Every other order of the Church had to be 
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reformed at some time or other but the Jesuit Order was never 
once reformed. It never fell away. 

-Is that so? asked Mr M'Coy. 
-That's a fact, said Mr Cunningham. That's history. 
-Look at their church, too, said Mr Power. Look at the 

congregation they have. 
-The Jesuits cater for the upper classes, said Mr M'Coy. 
-Of course, said Mr Power. 
-Yes, said Mr Kernan. That's why I have a feeling for 

them. It's some of those secular priests, ignorant, bump
tious-

- They're all good men, said Mr Cunningham, each in his 
own way. The Irish priesthood is honoured all the world over. 

-0 yes, said Mr Power. 
-Not like some of the other priesthoods on the continent, 

said Mr M'Coy, unworthy of the name. 
-Perhaps you're right, said Mr Kernan, relenting. 
-Of course I'm right, said Mr Cunningham. I haven't been 

in the world all this time and seen most sides of it without 
being a judge of character. 

The gentlemen drank again, one following another's ex
ample. Mr Kernan seemed to be weighing something in his 
mind. He was impressed. He had a high opinion of Mr Cun
ningham as a judge of character and as a reader of faces. He 
asked for particulars. 

-0, it's just a retreat, you know, said Mr Cunningham. 
Father Purdon is giving it. It's for business men, you know. 

-He won't be too hard on us, Tom, said Mr Power per
suasively. 

-Father Purdon? Father Purdon? said the invalid. 
-0, you must know him, Tom, said Mr Cunningham, 

stoutly. Fine jolly fellow! He's a man of the world like our
selves. 

-Ah, ... yes. I think I know him. Rather red face; tall. 
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-That's the man. 
-And tell me, Martin. . . Is he a good preacher? 
-Mmmno .... It's not exactly a sermon, you know. It's just 

a kind of a friendly talk, you know, in a common-sense way. 
Mr Kernan deliberated. Mr M'Coy said: 
-Father Tom Burke, that was the boy! 
-0, Father Tom Burke, said Mr Cunningham, that was a 

born orator. Did you ever hear him, Tom? 
-Did I ever hear him! said the invalid, nettled. Rather! 

I heard him .... 
-And yet they say he wasn't much of a theologian, said 

Mr Cunningham. 
-Is that so? said Mr M'Coy. 
-0, of course, nothing wrong, you know. Only some-

times, they say, he didn't preach what was quite orthodox. 
-Ah! ... he was a splendid man, said Mr M'Coy. 
-I heard him once, Mr Kernan continued. I forget the 

subject of his discourse now. Crofton and I were in the back 
of the . . . pit, you know . . . the-

- The body, said Mr Cunningham. 
-Yes. in the back near the door. I forget now what ... 

0 yes, it was on the Pope, the late Pope. I remember it well. 
Upon my word it was magnificent, the style of the oratory. 
And his voice! God! hadn't he a voice! The Prisoner of the 
V atictm, he called him. I remember Crofton saying to me 
when we came out-

-But he's an Orangeman, Crofton, isn't he? said Mr Power. 
-'Course he is, said Mr Kernan, and a damned decen~ Orange-

man too. We went into Butler's in Moore Street-faith, I was 
genuinely moved, tell you the God's truth-and I remember 
well his very words. Kernan, he said, we worship at different 
altllTs, he said, but our belief is the same. Struck me as very well 
put. 

-There's a good deal in that, said Mr Power. There used 
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always be crowds of Protestants in the chapel when Father 
Tom was preaching. 

-There's not much difference between us, said Mr M'Coy. 
We both believe in-

He hesitated for a moment. 
- ... in the Redeemer. Only they don't believe in the 

Pope and in the mother of God. 
-But, of course, said Mr Cunningham quietly and effec

tively, our religion is the religion, the old, original faith. 
-Not a doubt of it, said Mr Kernan wannly. 
Mrs Kernan came to the door of the bedroom and an-

nounced: 
-Here's a visitor for you! 
-Who is it? 
-MrFogarty. 
-0, come in! come in! 
A pale oval face came forward into the light. The arch of its 

fair trailing moustache was repeated in the fair eyebrows 
looped above pleasantly astonished eyes. Mr Fogarty was a 
modest grocer. He had failed in business in a licensed house in 
the city because his financial condition had constrained him 
to tie himself to second-class distillers and brewers. He had 
opened a small shop on Glasnevin Road where, he flattered 
himself, his manners would ingratiate him with the housewives 
of the district. He bore himself with a certain grace, compli
mented little children and spoke with a neat enunciation. He 
was not without culture. 

Mr Fogarty brought a gift with him, a half-pint of special 
whisky. He inquired politely for Mr Kernan, placed his gift 
on the table and sat down with the company on equal terms. 
Mr Kernan appreciated the gift all the more since he was 
aware that there was a small account for groceries unsettled 
between him and Mr Fogarty. He said: 

-1 wouldn't doubt you, old man. Open that, Jack, will you? 
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Mr Power again officiated. Glasses were rinsed and five 
small measures of whisky were poured out. This new in
fluence enlivened the conversation. Mr Fogarty, sitting on a 
small area of the chair, was specially interested. 

-Pope Leo XIII., said Mr Cunningham, was one of the 
lights of the age. His great idea, you know, was the union of 
the Latin and Greek Churches. That was the aim of his life. 

-1 often heard he was one of the most intellectual men in 
Europe, said Mr Power. I mean apart from his being Pope. 

-So he was, said Mr Cunningham, if not the most so. His 
motto, you know, as Pope, was Lux upon Lux-Light upon 
Light. 

-No, no, said Mr Fogarty eagerly. I think you're wrong 
there. It was Lux in Tenebris, I think-Light in Dark
ness. 

-0, yes, said Mr M'Coy, Tenebrae. 
-Allow me, said Mr Cunningham positively, it was Lux 

upon Lux. And Pius IX. his predecessor's motto was C1UZ 
upon Crux-that is, Cross upon Cross-to show the difference 
between their two pontificates. 

The inference was allowed. Mr Cunningham continued. 
-Pope Leo, you know, was a great scholar and a poet. 
-He had a strong face, said Mr Kernan. · 
-Yes, said Mr Cunningham. He wrote Latin poetry. 
-Is that so? said Mr Fogany. 
Mr M'Coy tasted his whisky contentedly and shook his 

head with a double intention, saying: 
-That's no joke, I can tell you. 
-We didn't learn that, Tom, said Mr Power, following Mr 

M'Coy's example, when we went to the penny-a-week school. 
-There was many a good man went to the penny-a-week 

school with a sod of turf under his oxter, said Mr Kernan sen
tentiously. The old system was the best: plain honest educa
tion. None of your modern trumpery .... 
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-Quite right, said Mr Power. 
-No superfluities, said Mr Fogarty. 
He enunciated the word and then drank gravely. 
-I remember reading, said Mr Cunningham, that one of 

Pope Leo's poems was on the invention of the photograph-in 
Latin, of course. 

-On the photograph! exclaimed Mr Kernan. 
-Yes, said Mr Cunningham. 
He also drank from his glass. 
-Well, you know, said Mr M'Coy, isn't the photograph 

wonderful when you come to think of it? 
-0, of course, said Mr Power, great minds can see 

things. 
-As the poet says: Great minds are very near to madness, 

said Mr Fogarty. 
Mr Kernan se~med to be troubled in mind. He made an 

effort to recall the Protestant theology on some thorny points 
and in the end addressed Mr Cunningham. 

-Tell me, Martin, he said. Weren't some of the Popes-of 
course, not our present man, or his predecessor, but some of 
the old Popes-not exactly . . . you know . . . up to the 
knocker? 

There was a silence. Mr Cunningham said: 
-0, of course, there were some bad lots. . . . But the 

astonishing thing is this. Not one of them, not the biggest 
drunkard, not the most . . . out-and-out ruffian, not one of 
them ever preached ex cathedra a word of false doctrine. Now 
isn't that an astonishing thing? 

-That is, said Mr Kernan. 
-Yes, because when the Pope speaks ex cathedra, Mr 

Fogarty explained, he is infallible. 
-Yes, said Mr Cunningham. 
-0, I know about the infallibility of the Pope. I remember 

I was younger then. . . . Or was it that-? 
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Mr Fogany interrupted. He took up the bottle and helped 

the others to a little more. Mr M'Coy, seeing that there was not 
enough to go round, pleaded that he had not finished his first 
measure. The others accepted under protest. The light music 
of whisky falling into glasses made an agreeable interlude. 

-What's that you were saying, Tom? aske~ Mr M'Coy. 
-Papal infallibility, said Mr Cunningham, that was the 

greatest scene in the whole history of the Church. 
-How was that, Martin? asked Mr Power. 
Mr Cunningham held up two thick fingers. 
-In the sacred college, you know, of cardinals and arch

bishops and bishops there were two men who held out against 
it while the others were all for it. The whole conclave except 
these two was unanimous. No! They wouldn't have it! 

-Ha! said Mr M'Coy. 
-And they were a German cardinal by the name of Dol-

ling ... or Dowling ... or-
-Dowling was no German, and that's a sure five, said Mr 

Power, laughing. 
-Well, this great German cardinal, whatever his name was, 

was one; and the other was John MacHale. 
-What? cried Mr Kernan. Is it John of Tuam? 
-Are you sure of that now? asked Mr Fogarty dubiously. 

I thought it was some Italian or American. 
-John of Tuam, repeated Mr Cunningham, was the man. 
He drank and the other gentlemen followed his lead. Then 

he resumed: 
-There they were at it, all the cardinals and bishops and 

archbishops from all the ends of the eanh and these two fight
ing dog and devil until at last the Pope himself stood up and 
declared infallibility a dogma of the Church ex cathedra. On 
the very moment John MacHale, who had been arguing and 
arguing against it, stood up and shouted out with the voice of 
a lion: Credo! 
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-1 believe! said Mr Fogarty. 
-Credo! said Mr Cunningham. That showed the faith he 

had. He submitted the moment the Pope spoke. 
-And what about Dowling? asked Mr M'Coy. 
-The German cardinal wouldn't submit. He left the Church. 
Mr Cunningham's words had built up the vast image of the 

Church in the minds of his hearers. His deep raucous voice 
had thrilled them as it uttered the word of belief and submis
sion. When Mrs Kernan came into the room drying her hands 
she came into a solemn company. She did not disturb the si
lence, but leaned over the rail at the foot of the bed. 

-1 once saw John MacHale, said Mr Kernan, and I'll never 
forget it as long as I live. 

He turned towards his wife to be confirmed. 
-1 often told you that? 
Mrs Kernan nodded. 
-It was at the unveiling of Sir John Gray's statue. Edmund 

Dwyer Gray was speaking, blathering away, and here was 
this old fellow, crabbed-looking old chap, looking at him from 
under his bushy eyebrows. 

Mr Kernan knitted his brows and, lowering his head like an 
angry bull, glared at his wife. 

-God! he exclaimed, resuming his natural face, I never 
saw ~ch an eye in a man's head. It was as much as to say: I 
have you properly taped, my lad. He had an eye like a hawk. 

-None of the Grays was any good, said Mr Power. 
There was a pause again. Mr Power turned to Mrs Kernan 

and said with abrupt joviality: 
-Well, Mrs Kernan, we're going to make your man here a 

good holy pious and God-fearing Roman Catholic. 
He swept his arm r<;>und the company inclusively. 
-We're all going to make a retreat together and confess 

our sins-and God knows we want it badly. 
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-1 don't mind, said Mr Kernan, smiling a little nervously. 
Mrs Kernan thought it would be wiser to conceal her sat-

isfaction. So she said: 
-1 pity the poor priest that has to listen to your tale. 
Mr Kernan's expression changed. 
-If he doesn't like it, he said bluntly, he can ... do the 

other thing. I'll just tell him my little tale of woe. I'm not such 
a bad fellow-

Mr Cunningham intervened promptly. 
-We'll all renounce the devil, he said, together, not for

getting his works and pomps. 
-Get behind me, Satan! said Mr Fogarty, laughing and 

looking at the others. 
Mr Power said nothing. He felt completely outgeneralled. 

But a pleased expression flickered across his face. 
-All we have to do, said Mr Cunningham, is to stand up 

with lighted candles in our hands and renew our baptismal 
vows. 

-0, don't forget the candle, Tom, said Mr M'Coy, what-
ever you do. 

-What? said Mr Kernan. Must I have a candle? 
-0 yes, said Mr Cunningham. 
-No, damn it all, said Mr Kernan sensibly, I draw the line 

there. I'll do the job right enough. I'll do the retreat business 
and confession, and . . . all that business. But . . . no can
dles! No, damn it all, I bar the candles! 

He shook his head with farcical gravity. 
-Listen to that! said his wife. 
-1 bar the candles, said Mr Kernan, conscious of having 

created an effect on his audience and continuing to shake his 
head to and fro. I bar the magic-lantern business. 

Everyone laughed heartily. 
-There's a nice Catholic for you! said his wife. 
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-No candles! repeated Mr Kernan obdurately. That's off! 

The transept of the Jesuit Church in Gardiner Street was 
almost full; and still at every moment gentlemen entered from 
the side-door and, directed by the lay-brother, walked on tip
toe along the aisles until they found seating accommodation. 
The gentlemen were all well dressed and orderly. The light 
of the lamps of the church fell upon an assembly of black 
clothes and white collars, relieved here and there by tweeds, 
on dark mottled pillars of green marble and on lugubrious 
canvasses. The gentlemen sat in the benches, having hitched 
their trousers slightly above their knees and laid their hats 
in security. They sat well back and gazed formally at the dis
tant speck of red light which was suspended before the high 
altar. 

In one of the benches near the pulpit sat Mr Cunningham 
and Mr Kernan. In the bench behind sat Mr M'Coy alone: and 
in the bench behind him sat Mr Power and Mr Fogarty. Mr 
M'Coy had tried unsuccessfully to find a place in the bench 
with the others and, when the party had settled down in the 
form of a quincunx, he had tried unsuccessfully to make comic 
remarks. As these had not been well received he had desisted. 
Even he was sensible of the decorous atmosphere and even 
he began to respond to the religious stimulus. In a whisper 
Mr Cunningham drew Mr Kernan's attention to Mr Harford, 
the moneylender, who sat some distance off, and to Mr Fan
ning, the registration agent and mayor maker of the city, who 
was sitting immediately under the pulpit beside one of the 
newly elected councillors of the ward. To the right sat old 
Michael Grimes, the owner of three pawnbroker's shops, 
and Dan Hogan's nephew, who was up for the job in the 
Town Clerk's office. Fanher in front sat Mr Hendrick, the 
chief reporter of The Freeman's Journal, and poor O'Carroll, 
an old friend of Mr Kernan's, who had been at one time a con-
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siderable commercial figure. Gradually, as he recognised fa
miliar faces, Mr Kernan began to feel more at home. His hat, 
which had been rehabilitated by his wife, rested upon his 
knees. Once or twice he pulled down his cuffs with one hand 
while he held the brim of his hat lightly, but firmly, with the 
other hand. 

A powerful-looking figure, the upper pan of which was 
draped with a white surplice, was observed to be struggling up 
into the pulpit. Simultaneously the congregation unsettled, 
produced handkerchiefs and knelt upon them with care. Mr 
Kernan followed the general example. The priest's figure now 
stood upright in the pulpit, two-thirds of its bulk, crowned by 
a massive red face, appearing above the balustrade. 

Father Purdon knelt down, turned towards the red speck 
of light and, covering his face with his hands, prayed. After 
an interval he uncovered his face and rose. The congregation 
rose also and settled again on its benches. Mr Kernan restored 
his hat to its original position on his knee and presented an at
tentive face to the preacher. The preacher turned back each 
wide sleeve of his surplice with an elaborate large gesture and 
slowly surveyed the array of faces. Then he said: 

For the children of this world are wiser in their generation 
than the children of light. Wherefore make unto yourselves 
friends out of the mammon of iniquity so that when you die 
they may receive you into everlasting dwellings. 

Father Purdon developed the text with resonant assurance. 
It was one of the most difficult texts in all the Scriptures, he 
said, to interpret properly. It was a text which might seem to 
the casual observer at variance with the lofty morality else
where preached by Jesus Christ. But, he told his hearers, the 
text had seemed to him specially adapted for the guidance of 
those whose lot it was to lead the life of the world and who yet 
wished to lead that life not in the manner of worldlings. It was 
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a text for business men and professional men. Jesus Christ, 
with His divine understanding of every cranny of our human 
nature, understood that all men were not called to the religious 
life, that by far the vast majority were forced to live in the 
world and, to a cenain extent, for the world: and in this sen
tence He designed to give them a word of counsel, setting 
before them as exemplars in the religious life those very wor
shippers of Mammon who were of all men the least solicitous 
in matters religious. 

He told his hearers that he was there that evening for no 
terrifying, no extravagant purpose; but as a man of the world 
speaking to his fellow-men. He came to speak to business men 
and he would speak to them in a businesslike way. If he might 
use the metaphor, he said, he was their spiritual accountant; 
and he wished each and every one of his hearers to open his 
books, the books of his spiritual life, and see if they tallied 
accurately with conscience. 

Jesus Christ was not a hard taskmaster. He understood our 
little failings, understood the weakness of our poor fallen na
ture, understood the temptations of this life. We might have 
had, we all had from time to time, our temptations: we might 
have, we all had, our failings. But one thing only, he said, he 
would ask of his hearers. And that was: to be straight and 
manly with God. If thejr accounts tallied in every point to 
say: 

-Well, I have verified my accounts. I find all well. . 
But if, as might happen, there were some discrepancies, to 

admit the truth, to be frank and say like a man: 
-Well, I have looked into my accounts. I find this wrong 

and this wrong. But, with God's grace, I will rectify this and 
this. I will set right my accounts. · 
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LILY, the caretaker's daughter, was literally run off her feet. 
Hardly had she brought one gentleman into the little pantry 
behind the office on the ground floor and helped him off with 
his overcoat than the wheezy hall-door bell clanged again and 
she had to scamper along the bare hallway to let in another 
guest. It was well for her she had not to attend to the ladies 
also. But Miss Kate and Miss julia had thought of that and had 
converted the bathroom upstairs into a ladies' dressing-room. 
Miss Kate and Miss Julia· were there, gossiping and laughing 
and fussing, walking after each other to the head of the stairs, 
peering down over the banisters and calling down to Lily to ask 
her who had come. 

It was always a great affair, the Misses Morkan's annual 
dance. Everybody who knew them came to it, members of 
the family, old friends of the family, the members of Julia's 
choir, any of Kate's pupils that were grown up enough and 
even some of Mary jane's pupils too. Never once had it fallen 
flat. For years and years it had gone off in splendid style as 

I7S 
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long as anyone could remember; ever since Kate and Julia, 
after the death of their brother Pat, had left the house in 
Stoney Batter and taken Mary Jane, their only niece, to live 
with them in the dark gaunt house on Usher's Island, the upper 
part of which they had rented from Mr Fulham, the corn
factor on the ground floor. That was a good thiny years ago 
if it was a day. Mary Jane, who was then a little girl in shon 
clothes, was now the main prop of the household for she had 
the organ in Haddington Road. She had been through the 
Academy and gave a pupils' concert every year in the upper 
room of the Antient Concert Rooms. Many of her pupils be
longed to better-class families on the Kingstown and Dal
key line. Old as they were, her aunts also did their share. Julia, 
though she was quite grey, was still the leading soprano in 
Adam and Eve's, and Kate, being too feeble to go about 
much, gave music lessons to beginners on the old square piano 
in the back room. Lily, the caretaker's daughter, did house
maid's work for them. Though their life was modest they 
believed in eating well; the best of everything: diamond-bone 
sirloins, three-shilling tea and the best bottled stout. But Lily 
seldom made a mistake in the orders so that she got on well 
with her three mistresses. They were fussy, that was all. But 
the only thing they would not stand was back answers. 

Of course they had good reason to be fussy on such a night. 
And then it was long after ten o'clock and yet there was no 
sign of Gabriel and his wife. Besides they were dreadfully 
afraid that Freddy Malins might turn up screwed. They would 
not wish for worlds that any of Mary Jane's pupils should see 
him under the influence; and when he was like that it was 
sometimes very hard to manage him. Freddy Malins always 
came late but they wondered what could be keeping Ga
briel: and that was what brought them every two minutes to 
the banisters to ask Lily had Gabriel or Freddy come. 

-0, Mr Conroy, said Lily to Gabriel when she opened 
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the door for him, Miss Kate and Miss Julia thought you were 
never coming. Good-night, Mrs Conroy. 

-I'll engage they did, said Gabriel, but they forget that 
my wife here takes three mortal hours to dress herself. 

He stood on the mat, scraping the snow from his goloshes, 
while Lily led his wife to the foot of the stairs and called 
out: 

-Miss Kate, here's Mrs Conroy. 
Kate and Julia came toddling down the dark stairs at once. 

Both of them kissed Gabriel's wife, said she must be perished 
alive and asked was Gabriel with her. 

-Here I am as right as the mail, Aunt Kate! Go on up. I'll 
follow, called out Gabriel from the dark. 

He continued scraping his feet vigorously while the three 
women went upstairs, laughing, to the ladies' dressing-room. 
A light fringe of snow lay like. a cape on the shoulders of his 
overcoat and like toecaps on the toes of his goloshes; and, as 
the buttons of his overcoat slipped with a squeaking noise 
through the snow-stiffened frieze, a cold fragrant air from out
of-doors escaped from crevices and folds. 

-Is it snowing again, Mr Conroy? asked Lily. 
She had preceded him into the pantry to help him off with 

his overcoat. Gabriel smiled at the three syllables she had given 
his surname and glanced at her. She was a slim, growing girl, 
pale in complexion and with hay-coloured hair. The gas in 
the pantry made her look still paler. Gabriel had known her 
when she was a child and used to sit on the lowest step nurs
ing a rag doll. 

-Yes, Lily, he answered, and I think we're in for a night 
of it. 

He looked up at the pantry ceiling, which was shaking with 
the stamping and shuflling of feet on the floor above, listened 
for a moment to the piano and then glanced at the girl, who 
was folding his overcoat carefully at the end of a shelf. 
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-Tell me, Lily, he said in a friendly tone, do you still go 
to school? 

-0 no, sir, she answered. I'm done schooling this year and 
more. 

-0, then, said Gabriel gaily, I suppose we'll be going to 
your wedding one of these fine days with your young man, 
eh? · 

The girl glanced back at him over her shoulder and said 
with great bitterness: 

-The men that is now is only all palaver and what they 
can get out of you. 

Gabriel coloured as if he felt he had made a mistake and, 
without looking at her, kicked off his goloshes and fticked 
actively with his mu1Ber at his patent-leather shoes. 

He was a stout tallish young man. The high colour of his 
cheeks pushed upwards even to his forehead where it scattered 
itself in a few formless patches of pale red; and on his hairless 
face there scintillated restlessly the polished lenses and the 
bright gilt rims of the glasses which screened his delicate and 
restless eyes. His glossy black hair was parted in the middle 
and brushed in a long curve behind his ears where it curled 
slightly beneath the groove left by his hat. 

When he had fticked lustre into his shoes he stood up and 
pulled his waistcoat down more tightly on his plump body. 
Then he took a coin rapidly from his pocket. 
· -0 Lily, he said, thrusting it into her hands, it's Christmas-
. . , . ) J h , 1" 1 time, JSn t 1t. ust . . . ere s a Itt e. . . . 
He walked rapidly towards the door. 
-0 no, sir! cried the girl, following him. Really, sir, I 

wouldn't take it. 
-Christmas-time! Christmas-time! said Gabriel, almost trot

ting to the stairs and waving his hand to her in deprecation. 
The girl, seeing that he had gained the stairs, called out after 

him: 
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-Well, thank you, sir. 
He waited outside the drawing-room door until the waltz 

should finish, listening to the skirts that swept against it and 
to the shuffling of feet. He was still discomposed by the girl's 
bitter and sudden retort. It had cast a gloom over him which 
he tried to dispel by arranging his cuffs and the bows of his 
tie. Then he took from his waistcoat pocket a little paper and 
glanced at the headings he had made for his speech. He was 
undecided about the lines from Robert Browning for he feared 
they would be above the heads of his hearers. Some quotation 
that they could recognise from Shakespeare or from the 
Melodies would be better. The indelicate clacking of the 
men's heels and the shuffling of their soles reminded him that 
their grade of culture differed from his. He would only make 
himself ridiculous by quoting poetry to them which they 
could not understand. They would think that he was airing 
his superior education. He would fail with them just as he had 
failed with the girl in the pantry. He had taken up a wrong 
tone. His whole speech was a mistake from first to last, an utter 
failure. 

Just then his aunts and his wife came out of the ladies' 
dressing-room. His aunts were two small plainly dressed old 
women. Aunt Julia was an inch or so the taller. Her hair, 
drawn low over the tops of her ears, was grey; and grey 
also, with darker shadows, was her large flaccid face. Though 
she was stout in build and stood erect her slow eyes and parted 
lips gave her the appearance of a woman who did not know 
where she was or where she was going. Aunt Kate was more 
vivacious. Her face, healthier than her sister's, was all puckers 
and creases, like a shrivelled red apple, and her hair, braided 
in the same old-fashioned way, had not lost its ripe nut colour. 

They both kissed Gabriel frankly. He was their favourite 
nephew, the son of their dead elder sister, Ellen, who had mar
ried T. J. Conroy of the Port and Docks. 
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-Gretta tells me you're not going to take a cab back to 
Monkstown to-night, Gabriel, said Aunt Kate. 

-No, said Gabriel, turning to his wife, we had quite 
enough of that last year, hadn't we? Don't you remember, Aunt 
Kate, what a cold Gretta got out of it? Cab windows rattling 
all the way, and the east wind blowing in after we passed Mer
rion. Very jolly it was. Gretta caught a dreadful cold. 

Aunt Kate frowned severely and nodded her head at every 
word. 

-Quite right, Gabriel, quite right, she said. You can't be 
too careful. 

-But as for Gretta there, said Gabriel, she'd walk home in 
the snow if she were let. 

Mrs Conroy laughed. 
-Don't mind him, Aunt Kate, she said. He's really an awful 

bother, what with green shades for Tom's eyes at night and 
making him do the dumb-bells, and forcing Eva to eat the 
stirabout. The poor child! And she simply hates the sight of 
it! . . . 0, but you'll never guess what he makes me wear 
now! 

She broke out into a peal of laughter and glanced at her 
husband, whose admiring and happy eyes had been wander
ing from her dress to her face and hair. The two aunts 
laughed heanily too, for Gabriel's solicitude was a standing 
joke with them. 

-Goloshes! said Mrs Conroy. That's the latest. Whenever 
it's wet underfoot I must put on my goloshes. To-night even 
he wanted me to put them on, but I wouldn't. The next thing 
he'll buy me will be a diving suit. 

Gabriel laughed nervously and patted his tie reassuringly 
while Aunt Kate nearly doubled herself, so heanily did she 
enjoy the joke. The smile soon faded from Aunt Julia's face 
and her minhless eyes were directed towards her nephew's 
face. After a pause she asked: 
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-And what are goloshes, Gabriel? 
-Goloshes, Julia! exclaimed her sister. Goodness me, don't 

you know what goloshes are? You wear them over your . . . 
over your boots, Gretta, isn't it? 

-Yes, said Mrs Conroy. Guttapercha things. We both have a 
pair now. Gabriel says everyone wears them on the continent. 

-0, on the continent, murmured Aunt Julia, nodding her 
head slowly. 

Gabriel knitted his brows and said, as if he were slightly an
gered: 

-It's nothing very wonderful but Gretta thinks it very 
funny because she says the word reminds her of Christy Min
strels. 

-But tell me, Gabriel, said Aunt Kate, with brisk tact. Of 
course, you've seen about the room. Gretta was saying . . . 

-0, the room is all right, replied Gabriel. I've taken one in 
the Gresham. 

-To be sure, said Aunt Kate, by far the best thing to do. 
And the children, Gretta, you're not anxious about them? 

-0, for one night, said Mrs Conroy. Besides, Bessie will 
look after them. 

-To be sure, said Aunt Kate again. What a comfort it is 
to have a girl like that, one you can depend on! There's that 
Lily, I'm sure I don't know what has come over her lately. 
She's not the girl she was at all. 

Gabriel was about to ask his aunt some queStions on this 
point but she broke off suddenly to gaze after her sister who 
had wandered down the stairs and was craning her neck over 
the banisters. 

-Now, I ask you, she said, almost testily, where is Julia 
going? Julia! Julia! Where are you going? 

Julia, who had gone halfway down one flight, came back 
and announced blandly: 

-Here's Freddy. 
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At the same moment a clapping of hands and a final flour
ish of the pianist told that the waltz had ended. The drawing
room door was opened from within and some couples carne 
out. Aunt Kate drew Gabriel aside hurriedly and whispered 
into his ear: · 

-Slip down, Gabriel, like a good fellow and see if he's 
all right, and don't let him up if he's screwed. I'm sure he's 
screwed. I'm sure he is. 

Gabriel went to the stairs and listened over the banisters. 
He could hear two persons talking in the pantry. Then he 
recognised Freddy Malins' laugh. He went down the stairs 
noisily. 

-It's such a relief, said Aunt Kate to Mrs Conroy, that 
Gabriel is here. I always feel easier in my mind when he's 
here .... Julia, there's Miss Daly and Miss Power will take 
some refreshment. Thanks for your beautiful waltz, Miss 
Daly. It made lovely time. 

A tall wizen-faced man, with a stiff grizzled moustache 
and swarthy skin, who was passing out with his partner said: 

-And may we have some refreshment, too, Miss Morkan? 
-Julia, said Aunt Kate summarily, and here's Mr Browne 

and Miss Furlong. Take them in, Julia, with Miss Daly and 
Miss Power. 

-I'm the man for the ladies, said Mr Browne, pursing his 
lips until his moustache bristled and smiling in all his wrinkles. 
You know, Miss Morkan, the reason they are so fond of me is-

He did not finish his sentence, but, seeing that Aunt Kate 
was out of earshot, at once led the three young ladies into 
the back room. The middle of the room was occupied by two 
square tables placed end to end, and on these Aunt Julia a:nd 
the caretaker were straightening and smoothing a large cloth. 
On the sideboard were arrayed dishes and plates, and glasses 
and bundles of knives and forks and spoons. The top of the 
closed square piano served also as a sideboard for viands and 
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sweets. At a smaller sideboard in one comer two young men 
were standing, drinking hop-bitters. 

Mr Browne led his charges thither and invited them all, 
in jest, to some ladies' punch, hot, strong and sweet. As they 
said they never took anything strong he opened three bottles 
of lemonade for them. Then he asked one of the young .men 
to move aside, and, taking hold of the decanter, filled out 
for himself a goodly measure of whisky. The young men 
eyed him respectfully while he took a trial sip. 

-God help me, he said, smiling, it's the doctor's orders. 
His wizened face broke into a broader smile, and the three 

young ladies laughed in musical echo to his pleasantry, sway
ing their bodies to and fro, with nervous jerks of their shoul
ders. The boldest said: 

-0, now, Mr Browne, I'm sure the doctor never ordered 
anything of the kind. 

Mr Browne took another sip of his whisky and said, with 
sidling mimicry: 

-Well, you see, I'm like the famous Mrs Cassidy, who is 
reported to have said: Nuw, Mary Grimes, if I don't take it, 
make me take it, for I feel I wa7lt it. 

His hot face had leaned forward a little too confidentially 
and he had assumed a very low Dublin accent so that the young 
ladies, with one instinct, received his speech in silence. Miss 
Furlong, who was one of Mary Jane's pupils, asked Miss Daly 
what was the name of the pretty waltz she had played; and 
Mr Browne, seeing that he was ignored, turned promptly to 
the two young men who were more appreciative. 

A red-faced young woman, dressed in pansy, came into 
the room, excitedly clapping her hands and crying: 

-Quadrilles! Quadrilles! 
Close on her heels came Aunt Kate, crying: 
-Two gentlemen and three ladies, Mary Jane! 
-0, here's Mr Bergin and Mr Kerrigan, said Mary Jane. 
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Mr Kerrigan, will you take Miss Power? Miss Furlong, may I 
get you a partner, Mr Bergin. 0, that'll just do now. 

-Three ladies, Mary Jane, said Aunt Kate. 
The two young gentlemen asked the ladies if they might 

have the pleasure, and Mary Jane turned to Miss Daly. 
-0, Miss Daly, you're really awfully good, after playing for 

the last two dances, but really we're so short of ladies to-night. 
-1 don't mind in the least, Miss Morkan. 
-But I've a nice partner for you, Mr Bartell D' Arcy, the 

tenor. I'll get him to sing later on. All Dublin is raving about 
him. 

-Lovely voice, lovely voice! said Aunt Kate. 
As the piano had twice begun the prelude to the first fig

ure Mary Jane led her recruits quickly from the room. They 
had hardly gone when Aunt julia wandered slowly into the 
room, looking behind her at something. 

-What is the matter, Julia? asked Aunt Kate anxiously. Who 
/. . ~ 

lS ltl' 

Julia, who was carrying in a column of table-napkins, 
turned to her sister and said, simply, as if the question had 
surprised her: 

-It's only Freddy, Kate, and Gabriel with him. . 
In fact right behind her Gabriel could be seen piloting 

Freddy Malins across the landing. The latter, a young man 
of about forty, was of Gabriel's size and build, with very 
round shoulders. His face was fleshy and pallid, touched with 
colour only at the thick hanging lobes of his ears and at the 
wide wings of his nose. He had coarse features, a blunt nose, 
a convex and receding brow, tumid and protruded lips. His 
heavy-lidded eyes and the disorder of his scanty hair made 
him look sleepy. He was laughing heartily in a high key at a 
story which he had been telling Gabriel on the stairs and at 
the same time rubbing the knuckles of his left fist backwards 
and forwards into his left eye. ' 
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-Good-evening, Freddy, said Aunt Julia. 
Freddy Malins bade the Misses Morkan good-evening in 

what seemed an offhand fashion by reason of the habitual 
catch in his voice and then, seeing that Mr Browne was grin
ning at him from the sideboard, crossed the room on rather 
shaky legs and began to repeat in an undertone the story he 
had just told to Gabriel. 

-He's not so bad, is he? said Aunt Kate to Gabriel. 
Gabriel's brows were dark but he raised them quickly and 

answered: 
-0 no, hardly noticeable. 
-Now, isn't he a terrible fellow! she said. And his poor 

mother made him take the pledge on New Year's Eve. But 
come on, Gabriel, into the drawing-room. 

Before leaving the room with Gabriel she signalled to 
Mr Browne by frowning and shaking her forefinger in warn
ing to and fro. Mr Browne nodded in answer and, when she 
had gone, said to Freddy Malins: 

-Now, then, Teddy, I'm going to fill you out a good glass 
of lemonade just to buck you up. 

Freddy Malins, who was nearing the climax of his story, 
waved the offer aside impatiently but Mr Browne, having first 
called Freddy Malins' attention to a disarray in his dress, 
filled out and handed him a full glass of lemonade. Freddy 
Malins' left hand accepted the glass mechanically, his right 
hand being engaged in the mechanical readjustment of his 
dress. Mr Browne, whose face was once more wrinkling with 
mirth, poured out for himself a glass of whisky while Freddy 
Malins exploded, before he had well reached the climax of 
his story, in a kink of high-pitched bronchitic laughter and, 
setting down his untasted and overflowing glass, began to 
rub the knuckles of his left fist backwards and forwards into 
his ~eft eye, repeating words of his last phrase as well as his fit 
of laughter would allow him. 
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Gabriel could not listen while Mary jane was playing her 
Academy piece, full of runs and difficult passages, to the 
hushed drawing-room. He liked music but the piece she was 
playing had no melody for him and he doubted whether it 
had any melody for the other listeners, though they had 
begged Mary jane to play something. Four young men, who 
had come from the refreshment-room to stand in the door-· 
way at the sound of the piano, had gone away quietly in cou
ples after a few minutes. The only persons who seemed to 
follow the music were Mary jane herself, her hands racing 
along the key-board or lifted from it at the pauses like those 
of a priestess in momentary imprecation, and Aunt Kate stand
ing at her elbow to turn the page. 

Gabriel's eyes, irritated by the floor, which glittered with 
beeswax under the heavy chandelier, wandered to the wall 
above the piano. A picture of the balcony scene in Romeo 
and Juliet hung there and beside it was a picture of the two 
murdered princes in the Tower which Aunt Julia had worked 
in red, blue and brown wools when she was a girl. Probably 
in the school they had gone to as girls that kind of work had 
been taught, for one year his mother had worked for him as a 
birthday present a waistcoat of purple tabinet, with little 
foxes' heads upon it, lined with brown satin and having round 
mulberry buttons. It was strange that his mother had had no 
musical talent though Aunt Kate used to call her the brains 
carrier of the Morkan family. Both she and Julia had always 
seemed a little proud of their serious and matronly sister. Her 
photograph stood before the pierglass. She held an open book 
on her knees and was pointing out something in it to Con
stantine who, dressed in a man-o' -war suit, lay at her feet. It 
was she who had chosen the names for her sons for she was 
very sensible of the dignity of family life. Thanks to her, Con
stantine was now senior curate in Balbriggan and, thanks to 
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her, Gabriel himself had taken his degree in the Royal Univer
sity. A shadow passed over his face as he remembered her sul
len opposition to his marriage. Some slighting phrases she 
had used still rankled in his memory; she had once spoken of 
Gretta as being country cute and that was not true of Gretta 
at all. It was Gretta who had nursed her during all her last long 
illness in their house at Monkstown. 

He knew that Mary Jane must be near the end of her pi~ce 
for she was playing again the opening melody with runs of 
scales after every bar and while he waited for the end the 
resentment died down in his heart. The piece ended with a 
trill of octaves in the treble and a final deep octave in the bass. 
Great applause greeted Mary Jane as, blushing and rolling up 
her music nervously, she escaped from the room. The most 
vigorous clapping came from the four young men in the 
doorway who had gone away to the refreshment-room at the 
beginning of the piece but had come back when the piano 
had stopped. 

Lancers were arranged. Gabriel found himself partnered 
with Miss lvors. She was a frank-mannered talkative young 
lady, with a freckled face and prominent brown eyes. She did 
not wear a low-cut bodice and the large brooch which was 
fixed in the front of her collar bore on it an Irish device. 

When they had taken their places she said abruptly: 
-1 have a crow to pluck with you. 
-With me? said Gabriel. 
She nodded her head gravely. 
-What is it? asked Gabriel, smiling at her solemn manner. 
-Who is G. C.? answered Miss lvors, turning her eyes upon 

him. 
Gabriel coloured and was about to knit his brows, as if 

he did not understand, when she said bluntly: 
-0, innocent Amy! I have found out that you write for 

The Daily Express. Now, aren't you ashamed of yourself? 
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-Why should I be ashamed of myself? asked Gabriel, 
blinking his eyes and trying to smile. 

-Well, I'm ashamed of you, said Miss lvors frankly. To 
say you'd write for a rag like that. I didn't think you were a 
West Briton. 

A look of perplexity appeared on Gabriel's face. It was troe 
that he wrote a literary column every Wednesday in The Daily 
Express, for which he was paid fifteen shillings. But that did 
D9t make him a West Briton surely. The books he received 
for review were almost more welcome than the paltry cheque. 
He loved to feel the covers and tum over the pages of newly 
printed books. Nearly every day when his teaching in the col
lege was ended he used to wander down the quays to the sec
ond-hand booksellers, to Hickey's on Bachelor's Walk, to 
Webb's or Massey's on Aston's Quay, or to O'Clohissey's in 
the by-street. He did not know how to meet her charge. He 
wanted to say that literature was above politics. But they were 
friends of many years' standing and their careers had been 
parallel, first at the University and then as teachers: he could 
not risk a grandiose phrase with her. He continued blinking his 
eyes and trying to smile and murmured lamely that he saw 
nothing political in writing reviews of books. 

When their . tum to cross had come he was still peq)lexed 
and inattentive. Miss lvors promptly took his hand in a warm 
grasp and said in a soft friendly tone: 

-Of course, I was only joking. Come, we cross now. 
When they were together again she spoke of the Univer

sity question and Gabriel felt more at ease. A friend of hers 
had shown her his review of Browning's poems. That was 
how she had found out the secret: but she liked the review 
immensely. Then she said suddenly: 

-0, Mr Conroy, will you come for an excursion to the 
Aran Isles this summer? We're going to stay there a whole 
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month. It will be splendid out in the Atlantic. You ought to 
come. Mr Clancy is coming, and Mr Kilkelly and Kathleen 
Kearney. It would be splendid for Gretta too if she'd come. 
She's from Connacht, isn't she? 

-Her people are, said Gabriel shortly. 
-But you will come, won't you? said Miss lvors, laying 

her wann hand eagerly on his ann. 
-The fact is, said Gabriel, I have already arranged to go-
-Go where? asked Miss lvors. · 
-Well, you know, every year I go for a cycling tour with 

some fellows and so-
-But where? asked Miss lvors. 
-Well, we usually go to France or Belgium or perhaps 

Germany, said Gabriel awkwardly. 
-And why do you go to France and Belgium, said Miss 

Ivors, instead of visiting your own land? 
-Well, said Gabriel, it's partly to keep in touch with the 

languages and partly for a change. 
-And haven't you your own language to keep in touch 

with-Irish? asked Miss lvors. 
-Well, said Gabriel, if it comes to that, you know, Irish is 

not my language. 
Their neighbours had turned to listen to the cross-examina

tion. Gabriel glanced right and left nervously and tried to 
keep his good humour under the ordeal which was making a 
blush invade his forehead. 

-And haven't you your own land to visit, continued Miss 
lvors, that you know nothing of, your own people, and your 
own country? 

-0, to tell you the truth, retorted Gabriel suddenly, I'm 
sick of my own country, sick of it! 

-Why? asked Miss lvors. 
Gabriel did not answer for his retort had heated him. 
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-Why? repeated Miss lvors. 
They had to go visiting together and, as he had not an

swered her, Miss lvors said warmly: 
-Of course, you've no answer. 
Gabriel tried to cover his agitation by taking part in the 

dance with great energy. He avoided her eyes for he had seen 
a sour expression on her face. But when they met in the long 
chain he was surprised to feel his hand firmly pressed. She 
looked at him from under her brows for a moment quizzically 
until he smiled. Then, just as the chain was about to start 
again, she stood on tiptoe and whispered into his ear: 

-West Briton! 
When the lancers were over Gabriel went away to a remote 

corner of the room where Freddy Malins' mother was sitting. 
She was a stout feeble old woman with' white hair. Her voice 
had a catch in it like her son's and she stuttered slightly. She 
had been told that Freddy had come and that he was nearly 
all right. Gabriel asked her whether she had had a good cross
ing. She lived with her married daughter in Glasgow and 
came to Dublin on a visit once a year. She answered placidly 
that she had had a beautiful crossing and that the captain had 
been most attentive to her. She spoke also of the beautiful 
house her daughter kept in Glasgow, and of all the nice friends 
they had there. While her tongue rambled on Gabriel tried to 
banish from his mind all memory of the unpleasant incident 
with Miss lvors. Of course the girl or woman, or whatever 
she was, was an enthusiast but there was a time for all things. 
Perhaps he ought not to have answered her like that. But 
she had no right to call him a West Briton before people, 
even in joke. She had tried to make him ridiculous before peo
ple, heckling him and staring at him with her rabbit's eyes. 

He saw his wife making her way towards him through the 
waltzing couples. When she reached him she said into his ear: 

-Gabriel, Aunt Kate wants to know won't you carve the 
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goose as usual. Miss Daly will carve the ham and I'll do the 
pudding. 

-All right, said Gabriel. 
-She's sending in the younger ones first as soon as this 

waltz is over so that we'll have the table to ourselves. 
-Were you dancing? asked Gabriel. 
-Of course I was. Didn't you see me? What words had you 

with Molly lvors? 
-No words. Why? Did she say so? 
-Something like that. I'm trying to get that Mr D' Arcy 

to sing. He's full of conceit, I think. 
-There were no words, said Gabriel moodily, only she 

wanted me to go for a trip to the west of Ireland and I said I 
wouldn't. 

His wife clasped her hands excitedly and gave a little jump. 
-0, d_o go, Gabriel, she cried. I'd love to see Galway again. 
-You can go if you like, said Gabriel coldly. 
She looked at him for a moment, then turned to Mrs Matins 

and said: 
-There's a nice husband for you, Mrs Malins. 
While she was threading her way back across the room Mrs 

Matins, ~ithout adverting to the interruption, went on to tell 
Gabriel what beautiful places there were in Scotland and beau
tiful scenery. Her son-in-law brought them every· year to the 
lakes and they used to go fishing. Her son-in-law was a splen
did fisher. One day he caught a fish, a beautiful big big fish, 
and the man in the hotel boiled it for their dinner. 

Gabriel hardly heard what she said. Now that supper was 
coming near he began to think again about his speech and 
about the quotation. When he saw Freddy Malins coming across 
the room to visit his mother Gabriel left the chair free for him 
and retired into the embrasure of the window. The room had 
already cleared and from the back room came the clatter of 
plates and knives. Those who still remained in the drawing-
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room seemed tired of dancing and were conversing quietly in 
little groups. Gabriel's warm trembling fingers tapped the cold 
pane of the window. How cool it must be outside! How pleas
ant it would be to walk out alone, first along by the river and 
then through the park! The snow would be lying on the 
branches of the trees and forming a bright cap on the top of the 
Wellington Monument. How much more pleasant it would be 
there than at the supper-table! 

He ran over the headings of his speech: Irish hospitality, sad 
memories, the Three Graces, Paris, the quotation from Brown
ing. He repeated to himself a phrase he had written in his re~ 
view: One feels that one is listening to a thought-tormented 
music. Miss lvors had praised the review. Was she sincere? Had 
sh~ really any life of her own behind all her propagandism? 
There had never been any ill-feeling between them until that 
night. It unnerved him to think that she would be at the supper
table, looking up at him while he spoke with her critical quiz
zing eyes. Perhaps she would not be sorry to see him fail in his 
speech. An idea came into his mind and gave him courage. He 
would say, alluding to Aunt Kate and Aunt Julia: Ladies and 
Gentlemen, the generation which is now on the wane among 
us may have had its faults but for my part I think it had certain 
qualities of hospitality, of humour, of humanity, which the new 
and very serious and hypereducated generation that is growing 
up around us seems to me to lack. Very good: that was one for 
Miss Ivors. What did he care that his aunts were only two 
ignorant old women? 

A murmur in the room attracted his attention. Mr Browne 
was advancing from the door, gallantly escorting Aunt Julia, 
who leaned upon his arm, smiling and hanging her head. 
An irregular musketry of applause escorted her also as far 
as the piano and then, as Mary Jane seated herself on the stool, 
and Aunt Julia, no longer smiling, half turned so as to pitch 
her voice fairly into the room, gradually ceased. Gabriel rec-
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ognised the prelude. It was that of an old song of Aunt Julia's 
-Arrayed for the Bridal. Her voice, strong and clear in tone, 
attacked with great spirit the runs which embellish the air 
and though she sang very rapidly she did not miss even the 
smallest of the grace notes. To follow the voice, without look
ing at the singer's face, was to feel and share the excitement 
of swift and secure flight. Gabriel applauded loudly with all 
the others at the close of the song and loud applause was borne 
in from the invisible supper-table. It sounded so genuine that 
a little colour struggled into Aunt Julia's face as she bent to 
replace in the music-stand the old leather-bound song-book 
that had her initials on the cover. Freddy Malins, who had 
listened with his head perched sideways to hear her better, 
was still applauding when everyone else had ceased and talk
ing animatedly to his mother who nodded her head gravely 
and slowly in acquiescence. At last, when he could clap no 
more, he stood up suddenly and hurried across the room to 
Aunt Julia whose hand he seized and held in both his hands, 
shaking it when words failed him or the catch in his voice 
proved too much for him. 

-1 was just telling my mother, he said, I never heard you 
sing so well, never. No, I never heard your voice so good as it 
is to-night. Now! Would you believe that now? That's the truth. 
Upon my word and honour that's the truth. I never heard your 
voice sound so fresh and so . . . so clear and fresh, never. 

Aunt Julia smiled broadly and murmured something about 
compliments as she released her hand from his grasp. Mr 
Browne extended his open hand towards her and said to those 
who were near him in the manner of a showman introducing 
a prodigy to an audience: 

-Miss Julia Morkan, my latest discovery! 
He was laughing very heartily at this himself when Freddy 

Malins turned to him and said: 
-Well, Browne, if you're serious you might make a worse 
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discovery. All I can say is I never heard her sing half so well 
as long as I am coming here. And that's the honest truth. 

-Neither did I, said Mr Browne. I think her voice has 
greatly improved. 

Aunt Julia shrugged her shoulders and said with meek 
pride: 

-Thirty years ago I hadn't a bad voice as voices go. 
-1 often told Julia, said Aunt Kate emphatically, that she 

was simply thrown away in that choir. But she never would 
be said by me. 

She turned as if to appeal to the good sense of the others 
against a refractory child while Aunt Julia gazed in front of 
her, a vague smile of reminiscence playing on her face. 

-No, continued Aunt Kate, she wouldn't be said or led 
by anyone, slaving there in that choir night and day, night 
and day. Six o'clock on Christmas morning! And all for what? 

-Well, isn't it for the honour of God, Aunt Kate? asked 
Mary Jane, twisting round on the piano-stool and smiling. 

Aunt Kate turned fiercely on her niece and said: 
-I know all about the honour of God, Mary Jane, but I 

think it's not at all honourable for the pope to turn out the 
women out of the choirs that have slaved there all their lives 
and put little whipper-snappers of boys over their heads. I 
suppose it is for the good of the Church if the pope does it. 
But it's not just, Mary Jane, and it's not right. 

She had worked herself into a passion and would have con
tinued in defence of her sister for it was a sore subject with 
her but Mary Jane, seeing that all the dancers had come back, 
intervened pacifically: 

-Now, Aunt Kate, you're giving scandal to Mr Browne 
who is of the other persuasion. 

Aunt Kate turned to Mr Browne, who was grinning at this 
allusion to his religion, and said hastily: 

-0, I don't question the pope's being right. I'm only a 
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stupid old woman and I wouldn't presume to do such a thing. 
But there's such a thing as common everyday politeness and 
gratitude. And if I were in Julia's place I'd tell that Father 
Healy straight up to his face . . . 

-And besides, Aunt Kate, said Mary Jane, we really are all 
hungry and when we are hungry we are all very quarrel
some. 

-And when we are thirsty we are also quarrelsome, added 
MrBrowne. 

-So that we had better go to supper, said Mary jane, and 
finish the discussion afterwards. 

On the landing outside the drawing-room Gabriel found 
his wife and Mary Jane trying to persuade Miss lvors to stay 
for supper. But Miss Ivors, who had put on her hat and was 
buttoning her cloak, would not stay. She did not feel in the 
least hungry and she had already overstayed her time. 

-But only for ten minutes, Molly, said Mrs Conroy. That 
won't delay you. 

-To take a pick itself, said Mary jane, after all your danc
ing. 

-1 really couldn't, said Miss Ivors. 
-I am afraid you didn't enjoy yourself at all, said Mary jane 

hopelessly. 
-Ever so much, I assure you, said Miss Ivors, but you really 

must let me run off now. 
-But how can you get home? asked Mrs Conroy. 
-0, it's only two steps up the quay. 
Gabriel hesitated a moment and said: 
-If you will allow me, Miss Ivors, I'll see you home if you 

really are obliged to go. 
But Miss lvors broke away from them. 
-1 won't hear of it, she cried. For goodness sake go in to 

your suppers and don't mind me. I'm quite well able to take 
care of myself. 
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-Well, you're the comical girl, Molly, said Mrs Conroy 
frankly. 

-Beannacbt libb, cried Miss lvors, with a laugh, as she ran 
down the staircase. 

Mary Jane gazed after her, a moody puzzled expression on 
her face, while Mrs Conroy leaned over the banisters to listen 
for the hall-door. Gabriel asked himself was he the cause of her 
abrupt departure. But she did not seem to be in ill humour: she 
had gone away laughing. He stared blankly down the staircase. 

At that moment Aunt Kate came toddling out of the supper
room, almost wringing her hands in despair. 

-Where is Gabriel? she cried. Where on earth is Gabriel? 
There's everyone waiting in there, stage to let, and nobody to 
carve the goose! 

-Here I am, Aunt Kate! cried Gabriel, with sudden ani
mation, ready to carve a flock of geese, if necessary. 

A fat brown goose lay at one end of the table and at the 
other end, on a bed of creased paper strewn with sprigs of 
parsley, lay a great ham, stripped of its outer skin and pep
pered over with crust crumbs, a neat paper frill round. its 
shin and beside this was a round of spiced beef. Between these 
rival ends ran parallel lines of side-dishes: two little minsters 
of jelly, red and yellow; a shallow dish full of blocks of 
blancmange and red jam, a large green leaf-shaped dish with 
a stalk-shaped handle, on which lay bunches of purple raisins 
and peeled almonds, a companion dish on which lay a solid 
rectangle of Smyrna figs, a dish of custard topped with grated 
nutmeg, a small bowl full of chocolates and sweets wrapped 
in gold a·nd silver papers and a glass vase in which stood some 
tall celery stalks. In the centre of the table there stood, as sen
tries to a fruit-stand which upheld a pyramid of oranges and 
American apples, two squat old-fashioned decanters of cut 
glass, one containing port and the other dark sherry. On the 
closed square piano a pudding in a huge yellow dish lay in 
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waiting and behind it were three squads of bottles of stout and 
ale and minerals, drawn up according to the colours of their 
uniforms, the first two black, with brown and red labels, the 
third and smallest squad white, with transverse green sashes. 

Gabriel took his seat boldly at the head of the table and, hav
ing looked to the edge of the carver, plunged his fork firmly 
into the goose. He felt quite at ease now for he was an expert 
carver and liked nothing better than to find himself at the head 
of a well-laden table. 

-Miss Furlong, what shall I send you? he asked. A wing or 
a slice of the breast? 

-Just a small slice of the breast. 
-Miss Higgins, what for you? 
-0, anything at all, Mr Conroy. 
While Gabriel and Miss Daly exchanged plates of goose 

and plates of ham and spiced beef Lily went from guest to 
guest with a dish of hot floury potatoes wrapped in a white 
napkin. This was Mary Jane's idea and she had also suggested 
apple sauce for the goose but Aunt Kate had said that plain 
roast goose without apple sauce had always been good enough 
for her and she hoped she might never eat worse. Mary Jane 
waited on her pupils and saw that they got the best slices and 
Aunt Kate and Aunt Julia opened and carried across from the 
piano bottles of stout and ale, for the gentlemen and bottles of 
minerals for the ladies. There was a great deal of confusion and 
laughter and noise, the noise of orders and counter-orders, of 
knives and forks, of corks and glass-stoppers. Gabriel began to 
carve second helpings as soon as he had finished the first round 
without serving himself. Everyone protested loudly so that 
he compromised by taking a long draught of stout for he had 
found the carving hot work. Mary Jane settled down ,quietly to 
her supper but Aunt Kate and Aunt Julia were still toddling 
round the table, walking on each other's heels, getting in each 
other's way and giving each other unheeded orders. Mr 
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Browne begged of them to sit down and eat their suppers 
and so did Gabriel but they said there was time enough so 
that, at last, Freddy Malins stood up and, capturing Aunt Kate, 
plumped her down on her chair amid general laughter. 

When everyone had been well served Gabriel said, smil
ing: 

-Now, if anyone wants a little more of what vulgar peo
ple call stuffing let him or her speak. 

A chorus of voices invited him to begin his own supper and 
Lily came forward with three potatoes which she had reserved 
for him. 

-Very well, said Gabriel amiably, as he took another pre
paratory draught, kindly forget my existence, ladies and gen
tlemen, for a few minutes. 

He set to his supper and took no part in the conversation 
with which the table covered Lily's removal of the plates. 
The subject of talk was the opera company which was then 
at the Theatre Royal. Mr Bartell D'Arcy, the tenor, a dark
complexioned young man with a smart moustache, praised 
very highly the leading contralto of the company but Miss 
Furlong thought she had a rather vulgar style of production. 
Freddy Malins said there was a negro chieftain singing in the 
second part of the Gaiety pantomime who had one of the finest 
tenor voices he had ever heard. 

-Have you heard him? he asked Mr Bartell D' Arcy across 
the table. 

-No, answered Mr Bartell D'Arcy carelessly. 
-Because, Freddy Malins explained, now I'd be curious 

to hear your opinion of him. I think he has a grand voice. 
-It takes Teddy to find out the really good things, said 

Mr Browne familiarly to the table. 
-And . why couldn't he have a voice too? asked Freddy 

Malins sharply. Is it because he's only a black? 
Nobody answered this question and Mary Jane led the 
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table back to the legitimate opera. One of her pupils had given 
her a pass for Mignon. Of course it was very fine, she said, 
but it made her think of poor Georgina Burns. Mr Browne 
could go back farther still, to the old Italian companies that 
used to come to Dublin-Tietjens, Ilma de Murzka, Campanini, 
the great Trebelli, Giuglini, Ravelli, Aramburo. Those were 
the days, he said, when there was something like singing to be 
heard in Dublin. He told too of how the top gallery of the old 
Royal used to be packed night after night, of how one night 
an Italian tenor had sung five encores to Let Me Like a Soldier 
Fall, introducing a high C every time, and of how the gallery 
boys would sometimes in their enthusiasm unyoke the horses 
from the carriage of some great prima donna and pull her 
themselves through the streets to her hotel. Why did they 
never play the grand old operas now, he asked, Dinorah, Lu
crez.ia Borgia? Because they could not get the voices to sing 
them:· that was why. 

-0, well, said Mr Bartell D'Arcy, I presume there are 
as good singers to-day as there were then. 

-Where are they? asked Mr Browne defiandy. 
-In London, Paris, Milan, said Mr Bartell D' Arcy warmly. 

I suppose Caruso, for example, is quite as good, if not better 
than any of the men you have mentioned. 

-Maybe so, said Mr Browne. But I may tell you I doubt 
it strongly. 

-0, I'd give anything to hear Caruso sing, said Mary jane. 
-For me, said Aunt Kate, who had been picking a bone, 

there was only one tenor. To please me, I mean. But I suppose 
none of you ever heard of him. 

-Who was he, Miss Morkan? asked Mr Bartell D'Arcy 
politely. 

-His name, said Aunt Kate, was Parkinson. I heard him 
when he was in his prime and I think he had then the purest 
tenor voice that was ever put into a man's throat. 
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-Strange, said Mr Bartell D'Arcy. I never even heard 
of him. 

-Yes, yes, Miss Morkan is right, said Mr Browne. I remem
ber hearing of old Parkinson but he's too far back for 
me. 

-A beautiful pure sweet mellow English tenor, said Aunt 
Kate with enthusiasm. 

Gabriel having finished, the huge pudding was transferred 
to the table. The clatter of forks and spoons began again. Ga
briel's wife served out spoonfuls of the pudding and passed 
the plates down the table. Midway down they were held up 
by Mary Jane, who replenished them with raspberry or orange 
jelly or with blancmange and jam. The pudding was of Aunt 
Julia's making and she received praises for it from all quarters. 
She herself said that it was not quite brown enough. 

-Well, I hope, Miss Morkan, said Mr Browne, that I'm 
brown enough for you because, you know, I'm all brown. 

All the gentlemen, except Gabriel, ate some of the pudding 
out of compliJTient to Aunt Julia. As Gabriel never ate sweets 
the celery had been left for him. Freddy Malins also took a 
stalk of celery and ate it with his pudding. He had been told 
that celery was a capital thing for the blood and he was just 
then under doctor's care. Mrs Malins, who had been silent 
all through the supper, said that her son was going down to 
Mount Melleray in a week or so. The table then spoke of 
Mount. Melleray, how bracing the air was down there, how 
hospitable the monks were and how they never asked for a 
penny-piece from their guests. 

-And do you mean to say, asked Mr Browne incredulously, 
that a chap can go down there and put up there as if it were a 
hotel and live on the fat of the land and then come away with
out paying a farthing? 

-0, most people give some donation to the monastery 
when they leave, said Mary Jane. 



The Dead • zor 

-1 wish we had an institution like that in our Church, said 
Mr Browne candidly. 

He was astonished to hear that the monks never spoke, got 
up at two in the morning and slept in their coffins. He asked 
what they did it for. 

-That's the rule of the order, said Aunt Kate firmly. 
-Yes, but why? asked Mr Browne. 
Aunt Kate repeated that it was the rule, that was all. Mr 

Brown~ still seemed not to understand. .Freddy Malins ex
plained to him, as best he could, that the monks were trying 
to make up for the sins committed by all the sinners in the out
side world. The explanation was not very clear for Mr Browne 
grinned and said: 

-1 like that idea very much but wouldn't a comfortable 
spring bed do them as well as a coffin? 

-The coffin, said Mary Jane, is to remind them of their 
last end. 

As the subject had grown lugubrious it was buried in a si
lence of the table during which Mrs Malins could be heard 
saying to her neighbour in an indistinct undertone: 

-They are very good men, the monks, very pious men. 
The raisins and almonds and figs and apples and oranges 

and chocolates and sweets were now passed about the table 
and Aunt Julia invited all the guests to have either port or 
sherry. At first Mr Bartell D'Arcy refused to take either but 
one of his neighbours nudged him and whispered something 
to him upon which he allowed his glass to be filled. Gradually 
as the last glasses were being filled the conversation ceased. A 
pause followed, broken only by the noise of the wine and by 
unsettlings of chairs. The Misses Morkan, all three, looked 
down at the tablecloth. Someone coughed once or twice and 
then a few gentlemen patted the table gently as a signal for si
lence. The silence came and Gabriel pushed back his chair and 
stood up. 
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The patting at once grew louder in encouragement and then 
ceased altogether. Gabriel leaned his ten trembling fingers 
on the tablecloth and smiled nervously at the company. 
Meeting a row of upturned faces he raised his eyes to the 
chandelier. The piano was playing a waltz tune and he could 
hear the skirts sweeping against the drawing-room door. Peo
ple, perhaps, were standing in the snow on the ·quay outside, 
gazing up at the lighted windows and listening to the waltz 
music. The air was pure there. In the distance lay the park 
where the trees were weighted with snow. The Wellington 
Monument wore a gleaming cap of snow that flashed west
ward over the white field of Fifteen Acres. 

He began: 
-Ladies and Gentlemen. 
-It has fallen to my lot this evening, as in years past, to 

perform a very pleasing task but a task for which I am afraid 
my poor powers as a speaker are all too inadequate. 

-No, no! said Mr Browne. 
-But, however that may be, I can only ask you to-night 

to take the will for the deed and to lend me your attention 
for a few moments while I endeavour to express to you in 
words what my feelings are on this occasion. 

-Ladies and Gentlemen. It is not the first time that we have 
gathered together under this hospitable roof, around this hos
pitable board. It is not the first time that we have been the 
recipients-or perhaps, I had better say, the victims-of the 
hospitality of certain good ladies. 

He made a circle in the air with his arm and paused. Every
one laughed or smiled at Aunt Kate and Aunt Julia and Mary 
Jane who all turned crimson with pleasure. Gabriel went on 
more boldly: 

-1 feel more strongly with every recurring year that our 
country has no tradition which does it so much honour and 
which it should guard so jealously as that of its hospitality. 
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It is a tradition that is unique as far as my experience goes 
(and I have visited not a few places abroad) among the mod
ern nations. Some would say, perhaps, that with us it is rather 
a failing than anything to be boasted of. But granted even tha~ 
it is, to my mind, a princely failing, and one that I trust will 
long be cultivated among us. Of one thing, at least, I am sure. 
As long as this one roof shelters the good ladies aforesaid-and 
I wish from my heart it may do so for many and many a long 
ye~U" to come-the tradition of genuine warm-hearted courte
ous Irish hospitality, which our forefathers have handed down 
to us and which we in turn must hand down to our descend
ants, is still alive among us. 

A hearty murmur of assent ran round the table. It shot 
through Gabriel's mind that Miss lvors was not there and that 
she had gone away discourteously: and he said with confidence 
in himself: 

-Ladies and Gentlemen. 
-A new generation is growing up in our midst, a genera-

tion actuated by new ideas and new principles. It is serious and 
enthusiastic for these new ideas and its enthusiasm, even when 
it is misdirected, is, I believe, in the main sincere. But we are . 
living in a sceptical and, if I may use the phrase, a thought-tor
mented age: and sometimes I fear that this new generation, 
educated or hypereducated as it is, will lack those qualities 
of humanity, of hospitality, of kindly humour which belonged 
to an older day. Listening to-night to the names of all those great 
singers of the past it seemed to me, I must confess, that we 
were living in a less spacious age. Those days might, without 
exaggeration, be called spacious days: and if they are gone be
yond recall let us hope, at least, that in gatherings such as this 
we shall still speak of them with pride and affection, still cherish 
in our hearts the memory of those dead'and gone great ones 
whose fame the world will not willingly let die. 

-Hear, hear! said Mr Browne loudly. 
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-But yet, continued Gabriel, his voice falling into a softer 
inflection, there are always in gatherings such as this sadder 
thoughts that will recur to our minds: thoughts of the past, 
of youth, of changes, of absent faces that we miss here to
night. Our path through life is strewn with many such sad 
memories: and were we to brood upon them always we could 
not find the hean to go on bravely with our work among the 
living. We have all of us living duties and living affections 
which claim, and rightly claim, our strenuous endeavours. 

-Therefore, I will not linger on the past. I will not let 
any gloomy moralising intrude upon us here to-night. Here 
we are gathered together for a brief moment from the bustle 
and rush of our everyday routine. We are met here as friends, 
in the spirit of good-fellowship, as colleagues, also to a cenain 
extent, in the true spirit of camaraderie, and as the guests of 
-what shall I call them?-the Three Graces of the Dublin 
musical worJd. 

The table burst into applause and laughter at this sally. Aunt 
julia vainly asked each of her neighbours in turn to tell her 
what Gabriel had said. 

-He says we are the Three Graces, Aunt julia, said Mary 
jane. 

Aunt julia did not understand but she looked up, smiling, 
at Gabriel, who continued in the same vein: 

-Ladies and Gentlemen. 
-I will not attempt to play to-night the part that Paris 

played on another occasion. I will not attempt to choose be
tween the_m. The task would be an invidious one and one 
beyond my poor powers. For when I view them in turn, 
whether it be our chief hostess herself, whose good heart, 
whose too good hean, has become a byword with all who 
know her, or her sister, who seems to be gifted with perennial 
youth and whose singing must have been a surprise and a 
revelation to us all to-night, or, last but not least, when I con-
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sider our youngest hostess, talented, cheerful, hard-working 
and the best of nieces, I confess, Ladies and Gentlemen, that 
I do not know to which of them I should award the prize. 

Gabriel glanced down at his aunts and, seeing the large smile 
on Aunt Julia's face and the tears which had risen to Aunt 
Kate's eyes, hastened to his close. He raised his glass of port 
gallantly, while every member of the company fingered a 
glass expectantly, and said loudly: 

-Let us toast them all three together. Let us drink to their 
health, wealth, long life, happiness and prosperity and may 
they long continue to hold the proud and self-won position 
which they hold in their profession and the position of hon
our and affection which they hold in our hearts. 

All the guests stood up, glass in hand, and, turning towards 
the three seated ladies, sang in unison, with Mr Browne as 
leader: 

For they 11re jolly gay fellO'Ws, 
For they Me jolly gay fellows, 
For rbey are jolly gay fellows, 
Which nobody can deny. 

Aunt Kate was making frank use of her handkerchief and 
even Aunt Julia seemed moved. Freddy Malins beat time with 
his pudding-fork and the singers turned towards one another, 
as if in melodious conference, while they sang, with emphasis: 

Unless he tells a lie, 
Unless he tells a lie. 

Then, turning once more towards their hostesses, they sang: 

For they are jolly gay fellows, 
For they are jolly gay fellO'Ws, 
For they Me jolly gay fellows, 
Which nobody can deny. 

The acclamation which followed was taken up beyond the 
door of the supper-room by many of the other guests and re-
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newed time after time, Freddy Malins acting as officer with his 
fork on high. 

The piercing morning air came into the hall where they 
were standing so that Aunt Kate said: 

-Oose the door, somebody. Mrs Malins will get her death 
of cold. 

-Browne is out there, Aunt Kate, said Mary Jane. 
-Browne is everywhere, said Aunt Kate, lowering her voice. 
Mary Jane laughed at her tone. 
-Really, she said archly, he is very attentive. 
-He has been laid on here like the gas, said Aunt Kate in 

the same tone, all during the Christmas. 
She laughed herself this time good-humouredly and then 

added quickly: . . 
-Btit tell him to come in, Mary Jane, and close the door. 

I hope to goodness he didn't hear me. 
At that moment the hall-door was opened and Mr Browne 

came in from the doorstep, laughing as if his heart would 
break. He was dressed in a long green overcoat with mock 
astrakhan cuffs and collar and wore on his head an oval fur 
cap. He pointed down the snow-covered quay from where the 
sound of shrill prolonged whistling was borne in. 

-Teddy will have all the cabs in Dublin out, he said. 
Gabriel advanced from the little pantry behind the office, 

struggling into his overcoat and, looking round the hall, said: 
-Gretta not down yet? 
-She's getting on her things, Gabriel, said Aunt Kate. 
-Who's playing up there? asked Gabriel. 
-Nobody. They're all gone. 
-0 no, Aunt Kate, said Mary Jane. Bartell D'Arcy and 

Miss O'Callaghan aren't gone yet. 
-Someone is strumming at the piano, anyhow, said Gabriel. 



The Dead • zo7 

Mary Jane glanced at Gabriel and Mr Browne and said with 
a shiver: 

-It makes me feel cold to look at you two gentlemen muf
fled up like that. I wouldn't like to face your journey home at 
this hour. 

-I'd like nothing better this minute, said Mr Browne stoutly, 
than a rattling fine walk in the country or a fast drive with a 
good spanking goer between the shafts. 

-We used to have a very good horse and trap at home, said 
Aunt Julia sadly. 

-The never-to-be-forgotten Johnny, said Mary Jane, laugh
ing. 

Aunt Kate and Gabriel laughed too. 
-Why, what was wonderful about Johnny? asked Mr 

Browne. 
-The late lamented Patrick Morkan, our grandfather, that 

is, explained Gabriel, commonly known in his later years as 
the old gentleman, was a glue-boiler. 

-0, now, Gabriel, said Aunt Kate, laughing, he had a 
starch mill. 

-Well, glue or starch, said Gabriel, the old gentleman had 
a horse by the name of Johnny. And Johnny used to work in 
the old gentleman's mill, walking round and round in order to 
drive the mill. That was all very well; but now comes the 
tragic part about Johnny. One fine day the old gentleman 
thought he'd like to drive out with the quality to a military 
review in the park. 

-The Lord have mercy on his soul, said Aunt Kate compas
sionately. 

-Amen, said Gabriel. So the old gentleman, as I said, har
nessed Johnny and put on his very best tall hat and his very 
best stock collar and drove out in grand style from his ances
tral mansion somewhere near Back Lane, I think. 
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Everyone laughed, even Mrs Matins, at Gabriel's manner 
and Aunt Kate said: 

-0 now, Gabriel, he didn't live in ·Back Lane, really. Only 
the mill was there. 

-Out from the mansion of his forefathers, continued Ga
briel, he drove with Johnny. And everything went on beau
tifully until Johnny came in sight of King Billy's statue: and 
whether he fell in love with the horse King Billy sits on or 
whether he thought he was back again in the mill, anyhow he 
began to walk round the statue. 

Gabriel paced in a circle round the hall in his goloshes 
amid the laughter of the others. 

-Round and round he went, said Gabriel, and the old gentle
man, who was a very pompous old gentleman, was ·highly 
indignant. Go on, sir! What do you mean, sir? Johnny! 
Johnny! Most extraordinary conduct! Can't understand the 
horse! 

The peals of laughter which followed Gabriel's imitation of 
the incident were interrupted by a resounding knock at the 
hall-door. Mary Jane ran to open it and let in Freddy Malins. 
Freddy Malins, with his hat well back on his head and his 
shoulders humped with cold, was puffing and steaming after 
his exertions. 

-1 could only get one cab, he said. 
-0, we'll find another along the quay, said Gabriel. 
-Yes, said Aunt Kate. Better not keep Mrs Malins stand-

ing in the draught. 
Mrs Malins was helped down the front steps by her son and 

Mr Browne and, after many manreuvres, hoisted into the 
cab. Freddy Malins clambered in after her and spent a long 
time settling her on the seat, Mr Browne helping him with ad
vice. At last she was settled comfonably and Freddy Matins 
invited Mr Browne into the cab. There was a good deal of 
confused talk, and then Mr Browne got into the cab. The cab-



The Dead • ~09 

man settled his rug over his knees, and bent dow,!l for the 
address. The confusion grew greater and the cabman was di
rected differently by Freddy Malins and Mr Browne, each 
of whom had his head out through a window of the cab. The 
difficulty was to know where to drop Mr Browne along the 
route and Aunt Kate, Aunt Julia and Mary Jane helped the dis
cussion from the doorstep with cross-directions and contradic
tions and abundance of laughter. As for Freddy Malins he was 
speechless with laughter. He popped his head in and out of 
the window every moment, to the gre~t danger of his hat, and 
told his mother how the discussion was progressing till at last 
Mr Browne shouted to the bewildered cabman above the din 
of everybody's laughter: 

-Do you know Trinity College? 
-Yes, sir, said the cabman. 
-Well, drive bang up against Trinity College gates, said 

Mr Browne, and then we'll tell you where to go. You under
stand now? 

-Yes, sir, said the cabman. 
-Make like a bird for Trinity College. 
-Right, sir, cried the cabman. 
The horse was whipped up and the cab rattled off along 

the quay amid a chorus of laughter and adieus. 
Gabriel had not gone to the door with the others. He was 

in a dark part of the hall gazing up the staircase. A woman 
was standing near the top of the first flight, in the shadow 
also. He could not see her face but he could see the terracotta 
and salmonpink panels of her skirt which the shadow made 
appear black and white. It was his wife. She was leaning on the 
banisters, listening to something. Gabriel was surprised at her 
stillness and strained his ear to listen also. But he could hear 
little save the noise of laughter and dispute on the front steps, 
a few chords struck on the piano and a few notes of a man's 
voice singing. 
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He stood still in the gloom of the hall, trying to catch the 
air that the voice was singing and gazing up at his wife. There 
was grace and mystery in her attitude as if she were a symbol 
of something. He asked himself what is a woman standing on 
the stairs in the shadow, listening to distant music, a symbol 
of. If he were a painter he would paint her in that attitude. 
Her blue felt hat W(lUld show off the bronze of her hair .against 
the darkness and the dark panels of her skirt would show off 
the light ones. Disttmt Music he would call the picture if he 
were a painter. 

The hall-door was closed; and Aunt Kate, Aunt Julia and 
Mary Jane came down the hall, still laughing. 

-Well, isn't Freddy terrible? said Mary Jane. He's really 
terrible. 

Gabriel· said nothing but pointed up the stairs towards 
where his wife was standing. Now that the hall-door was 
closed the voice and the pian~ could be heard more clearly. 
Gabriel held up his hand for them to be silent. The song 
seemed to be in the old Irish tonality and the singer seemed 
uncertain both of his words and of his voice. The voice, made 
plaintive by distance and by the singer's hoarseness, faintly 
illuminated the cadence of the air with words expressing 
grief: 

O, the rain falls on my hetlfJy locks 
And the dew wets my skin, 
My babe lies cold • • . 

-0,· exclaimed Mary Jane. It's Bartell 0' Arcy singing and 
he wouldn't sing all the night. 0, I'll get him to sing a song 
before he goes. 

-0 do, Mary Jane, said Aunt Kate. 
Mary Jane brushed past the others and ran to the staircase 

but before she reached it the singing stopped and the piano 
was closed abruptly. 

-0, what a pity! she cried. Is he coming down, Gretta? 



The Detld • 211 

Gabriel heard his wife answer yes and saw her come down 
towards them. A few steps behind her were Mr Bartell D' Arcy 
and Miss O'Callaghan. 

-0, Mr D'Arcy, cried Mary jane, it's downright mean of 
you to break off like that when we were all in raptures listen
ing to you. 

-1 have been at him all the evening, said Miss O'Callaghan, 
and Mrs Conroy too and he told us he had a dreadful cold and 
couldn't sing. 

-0, Mr D'Arcy, said Aunt Kate, now that was a great fib 
to tell. 

-Can't you see that I'm as hoarse as a crow? said Mr 
D'Arcy roughly. 

He went into the pantry hastily and put on his overcoat. 
The others, taken aback by his rude speech, could find noth
ing to say. Aunt Kate wrinkled her brows and made signs to 
the others to drop the subject. Mr D'Arcy stood swathing his 
neck carefully and frowning. 

-It's the weather, said Aunt julia, after a pause. 
-Yes, everybody has colds, said Aunt Kate readily, every-

body. 
-They say, said Mary Jane, we haven't had snow like it 

for thiny years; and I read this morning in the newspapers that 
the snow is general all over Ireland. 

-1 love the look of snow, said Aunt julia sadly. 
-So do I, said Miss O'Callaghan. I think Christmas is never 

really Christmas unless we have the snow on the ground. · 
-But poor Mr D'Arcy doesn't like the snow, said Aunt 

Kate, smiling. 
Mr D' Arcy came from the pantry, fully swathed and but

toned, and in a repentant tone told them the history of his 
cold. Everyone gave him advice and said it was a great pity 
and urged him to be very careful of his throat in the night 
air. Gabriel watched his wife who did not join in the conversa-
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tion. She was standing right under the dusty fanlight and the 
flame of the gas lit up the rich bronze of her hair which he 
had seen her drying at the fire a few days before. She was in the 
same attitude and seemed unaware of the talk about her. At 
last she turned towards them and Gabriel saw that there was 
colour on her cheeks and that her eyes were shining. A sud
den tide of joy went leaping out of his heart. 

-Mr D'Arcy, she said, what is the name of that song you 
were singing? 

-It's called The Lass of Augbrim, said Mr D' Arcy, but I 
couldn't remember it properly. Why? Do you know it? 

-The Lass of Aughrim, she repeated. I couldn't think of 
the name. 

-It's a very nice air, said Mary Jane. I'm sorry you were 
not in voice to-night. 

-Now, Mary jane, said Aunt Kate, don't annoy Mr D'Arcy. 
I won't have him annoyed. 

Seeing that all were ready to start she shepherded them 
to the door where good-night was said: 

-Well, good-night, Aunt Kate, and thanks for the pleasant 
evening. 

-Good-night, Glbriel. Good-night, Gretta! 
-Good-night, Aunt Kate, and thanks ever so much. Good-

night, Aunt Julia. 
-0, good-night, Gretta, I didn't see you. 
-Good-night, Mr D'Arcy. Good-night, Miss O'Callaghan. 
-Good-night, Miss Morkan. 
-Good-night, again. 
-Good-night, all. Safe home. 
-Good-night. Good-night. 
The morning was still dark. A dull yellow light brooded 

over the houses and the river; and the sky seemed to be de
scending. It was slushy underfoot; and only streaks and patches 
of snow lay on the roofs, on the parapets of the quay and on 
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the area railings. The lamps were still burning redly in the 
murky air and, across the· river, the palace of the Four Courts 
stood out menacingly against the heavy sky. 

She was walking on before him with Mr Bartell D'Arcy, 
her shoes in a brown parcel tucked under one ann and her 
hands holding her skirt up from the slush. She had no longer 
any grace of attitude but Gabriel's eyes were still bright with 
happiness. The blood went bounding along his veins; and the 
thoughts went rioting through his brain, proud, joyful, ten
der, valorous. 

She was walking on before him so lightly and so erect that 
he longed to run after her noiselessly, catch her by the shoul
ders and say something foolish and affectionate into her ear. 
She seemed to him so frail that he longed to defend her against 
something and then to be alone with her. Moments of their se
cret life together burst like stars upon his memory. A helio
trope envelope was lying beside his breakfast-cup and he was 
caressing it with his hand. Birds were twittering in the ivy and 
the sunny web of the curtain was shimmering along the floor: 
he ~ould not eat for happiness. They were standing on the 
crowded platfonn and he was placing a ticket inside the wann 
palm of her glove. He was standing with her in the cold, look
ing in through a grated window at a man making bottles in a 
roaring furnace. It was very cold. Her face, fragrant in the 
cold air, was quite close to his; and suddenly she called out to 
the man at the furnace: 

-Is the fire hot, sir? 
But the man could not hear her with the noise of the fur

nace. It was just as well. He might have answered rudely. 
A wave of yet more tender joy escaped from his heart and 

went coursing in wann flood along his arteries. Like the tender 
fires of stars moments of their life together, that no one knew 
of or would ever know of, broke upon and illumined his mem
ory. He longed to recall to her those moments, to make her 
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forget the years of their dull existence together and remember 
only their moments of ecstasy. For the years, he felt, had not 
quenched his soul or hers. Their children, his writing, her 
household cares had not quenched all their souls' tender fire. In 
one letter that he had written to her then he had said: Why is 
it that words like these seem to me so dull and cold? Is it be
cause there is no word tender enough to be your 7lame? 

Like distant music these words that he had written years 
before were borne towards him from the past. He longed 
to be alone with her. When the ·others had gone away, when 
he and she were in their room in the hotel, then they would be 
alone together. He would call her softly: 

-Gretta! 
Perhaps she would not hear at once: she would be undress

ing. Then something in his voice would strike her. She would 
turn and look at him. . . . 

At the corner of Winetavem Street they met a cab. He was 
glad of its rattling noise as it saved him from conversation. 
She was looking out of the window and seemed tired. The 
others spoke only a few words, pointing out some building or 
street. The horse galloped along wearily under the murky 
morning sky, dragging his old rattling box after his heels, and 
Gabriel was again in a cab with her, galloping to catch the 
boat, galloping to their honeymoon. · 

As the cab drove across O'Connell Bridge Miss O'Callaghan 
said: 

-They say you never cross O'Connell Bridge without see-
ing a white horse. 

-1 see a white man this time, said Gabriel. 
-Where? asked Mr Bartell D'Arcy. 
Gabriel pointed to the statu~, on which lay patches of 

snow. Then he nodded familiarly to it and waved his hand. 
-Good-night, Dan, he said gaily. 
When the cab drew up before the hotel Gabriel jumped 
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out and, in spite of Mr Bartell D' Arcy's protest, paid the 
driver. He gave the man a shilling over his fare. The man sa
luted and said: 

-A prosperous New Year to you, sir. 
-The same to you, said Gabriel cordially. 
She leaned for a moment on his arm in getting out of the 

cab and while standing at the curbstone, bidding the others 
good-night. She leaned lightly on his arm, as lightly as when 
she had danced with him a few hours before. He had felt proud 
and happy then, happy that she was his, proud of her grace and 
wifely carriage. But now, after the kindling again of so many 
memories, the first touch of her body, musical and strange and 
perfumed, sent through him a keen pang of lust. Under cover 
of her silence he pressed her arm closely to his side; and, as 
they stood at the hotel door, he felt that they had escaped from 
their lives and duties, escaped from home and friends and run 
away together with wild and radiant hearts to a new adventure. 

An old man was dozing in a great hooded chair in the hall. 
He lit a candle in the office and went before them to the stairs. 
They followed him in silence, their feet falling in soft thuds 
on the thickly carpeted stairs. She mounted the stairs behind 
the porter, her head bowed in the ascent, her frail shoulders 
curved as with a burden, her skirt girt tightly about her. He 
could have flung his arms about her hips and held her still for 
his arms were trembling with desire to seize her and only the 
stress of his nails against the palms of his hands held the wild 
impulse of his body in check. The porter halted on the stairs 
to settle his guttering candle. They halted too on the steps be
low him. In the silence Gabriel could hear the falling of the 
molten wax into the tray and the thumping of his own heart 
against his ribs. 

The porter led them along a corridor and opened a door. 
Then he set his unstable candle down on a toilet-table and 
asked at what hour they were to be called in the morning. 



z r6 • Dubliners 

-Eight, said Gabriel. 
The porter pointed to the tap of the electric-light and began 

a muttered apology but Gabriel cut him short. 
-We don't want any light. We have light enough from the 

street. And I say, he added, pointing to the candle, you might 
remove that handsome article, like a good man. 

The po~er took up his candle again, but slowly for he was 
surprised by such a novel idea. Then he mumbled good-night 
and went out. Gabriel shot the lock to. 

A ghostly light from the street lamp lay in a long shaft from 
one window to the door. Gabriel threw his overcoat and hat 
on a couch and crossed the room towards the window. He 
looked down into the street in order that his emotion might 
calm a little. Then he turned and leaned against a chest of 
drawers with his back to the light. She had taken off her hat 
and cloak and was standing before a large swinging mirror, un
hooking her waist. Gabriel paused for a few moments, watch
ing her, and then said: 

-Gretta! 
She turned away from the mirror slowly and walked along 

the shaft of light ·towards him. Her face looked so serious and 
weary that the words would not pass Gabriel's lips. No, it was 
not the moment yet. 

-You looked tired, he said. 
-1 am a little, she answered. 
-You don't feel ill or weak? 
-No, tired: that's all. 
She went on to the window and stood there, looking out. 

Gabriel waited again and then, fearing that diffidence was 
about to conquer him, he said abruptly: 

-By the way, Gretta! 
-What is it? 
-You know that poor fellow Malins? he said quickly. 
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-Yes. What about him? 
-Well, poor fellow, he's a decent sort of ch~p after all, 

continued Gabriel in a false voice. He gave me back that sov
ereign I lent him and I didn't expect it really. It's a pity he 
wouldn't keep away from that Browne, because he's not a bad 
fellow at heart. 

He was trembling now with annoyance. Why did she seem 
so abstracted? He did not know how he could begin. Was she 
annoyed, too, about something? If she would only tum to 
him or come to him of her own accord! To take her as she 
was would be brutal. No, he must see some ardour in her 
eyes first. He longed to be master of her strange mood. 

-When did you lend him the pound? she asked, after a 
pause. 

Gabriel strove to restrain himself from breaking out into 
brutal language about the sottish Malins and his pound. He 
longed to cry to her from his soul, to crush her body against 
his, to overmaster her. But he said: 

-0, at Christmas, when he opened that little Christmas-card 
shop in Henry Street. 

He was in such a fever of rage and desire that he did not 
hear her come from the window. She stood before him for 
an instant, looking at him strangely. Then, suddenly raising 
herself on tiptoe and resting her hands lightly on his shoul
ders, she kissed him. 

-You are a very generous person, Gabriel, she said. 
Gabriel, trembling with delight at her sudden kiss and at 

the quaintness of her phrase, put his hands on her hair and 
began smoothing it back, scarcely touching it with his fin
gers. The washing had made it fine and brilliant. His heart 
was brimming over with happiness. Just when he was wish
ing for it she had come to him of her own accord. Perhaps 
her thoughts had been running with his. Perhaps she had felt 
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the impetuous desire that was in him and then the yielding 
mood had come upon her. Now that she had fallen to him so 
easily he wondered why he had been so diffident. 

He stood, holding her head between his hands. Then, slip
ping one arm swiftly about her body and drawing her towards 
him, he said softly: 

-Gretta dear, what are you thinking about? 
She did not answer nor yield wholly to his arm. He said 

again, softly: 
-Tell me what it is, Gretta. I think I know what is the mat

ter. Do I know? 
She did not answer at once. Then she said in an outburst of 

tears: 
-0, I am thinking about that song, The Lass of Augbrim. 
She broke loose from him and ran to the bed and, throwing 

her arms across the bed-rail, hid her face. Gabriel stood stock
stili for a moment in astonishment and then followed her. As 
he passed in the way of the cheval-glass he caught sight of 
himself in full length, his broad, well-filled shirt-front, the 
face whose expression always puzzled him when he saw it in a 
mirror and his glimmering gilt-rimmed eyeglasses. He halted 
a few paces from her and said: 

-What about the song? Why does that make you cry? 
She raised her head from her arms and dried her· eyes with 

the back of her hand like a child. A kinder note than he had 
intended went into his voice. 

-Why, Gretta? he asked. 
-1 am tJtinking about a person long ago who used to sing 

that song. 
-And who was the person long ago? asked Gabriel, smiling. 
-It was a person I used to know in Galway when I was liv-

ing with my grandmother, she said. 
The smile passed away from Gabriel's face. A dull anger 
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began to gather again at the back of his mind and the dull fires 
of his lust began to glow angrily in his veins. 

-Someone you were in love with? he asked ironically. 
-It was a young boy I used to know, she answered, named 

Michael Furey. He used to sing that song, The Lus of Au
ghrim. He was very delicate. 

Gabriel was silent. He did not wish hu to think that he 
was interested in this delicate boy. 

-I can see him so plainly, she said after a moment. Such eyes 
as he had: big dark eyes! And such an expression in them-an 
expression! 

-0 then, you were in love with him? said Gabriel. 
-I used to go out walking with him, she said, when I was 

in Galway. 
A thought flew across Gabriel's mind. 
-Perhaps that was why you wanted to go to Galway with 

that lvors girl? he said coldly. 
She looked at him and asked in surprise: 
-Whatfor? 
Her eyes made Gabriel feel awkward. He shrugged his 

shoulders and said: 
-How do I know? To see him perhaps. 
She looked away from him along the shaft of light towards 

the window in silence. 
-He is dead, she said at length. He died when he was only 

seventeen. Isn't it a terrible thing to die so young as that? 
-What was he? asked Gabriel, still ironically. 
-He was in the gasworks, she said. 
Gabriel felt humiliated by the failure of his irony and by 

the evocation of this figure from the dead, a boy in the gas
works. While he had been full of memories of their secret life 
together, full of tenderness and joy and desire, she had been 
comparing him in her mind with another. A shameful con-
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sciousness of his own person assailed him. He saw himself as 
a ludicrous figure, acting as a pennyboy for his aunts, a nerv
ous well-meaning sentimentalist, orating to vulgarians and 
idealising his own clownish lusts, the pitiable fatuous fellow 
he had caught a glimpse of in the mirror. Instinctively he 
turned his back more to the light lest she might see the shame 
that burned upon his forehead. 

He tried to keep up his tone of cold interrogation but his 
voice when he spoke was humble and indifferent. 

-1 suppose you were in love with this Michael Furey, Gretta, 
he said. 

-1 was great with him at that time, she said. 
Her voice was veiled and sad. Gabriel, feeling now how 

vain it would be to try to lead her whither he had purposed, 
caressed one of her hands and said, also sadly: 

-And what did he die of so young, Gretta? Consumption, 
was it? 

-1 think he died for me, she answered. 
A vague terror seized Gabriel at this answer as if, at that 

hour when he had hoped to triumph, some impalpable and 
vindictive being .was coming against him, gathering forces 
against him in its vague world. But he shook himself free of 
it with an effort of reason and continued to caress her hand. 
He did not question her again for he felt that she would tell 
him of herself. Her hand was warm and moist: it did notre
spond to his touch but he continued to caress it just as he had 
caressed her first letter to him that spring morning. 

-It was in the winter, she said, about the beginning of the 
winter when I was going to leave my grandmother's and come 
up here to the convent. And he was ill at the time in his lodg
ings in Galway and wouldn't be let out and his people in 
Oughterard were written to. He was in decline, they said, or 
something like that. I never knew rightly. 
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She paused for a moment and sighed. 
-Poor fellow, she said. He was very fond of me and he 

was such a gentle boy. We used to go out together, walking, 
you know, Gabriel, like the way they do in the country. He 
was going to study singing only for his health. He had a very 
good voice, poor Michael Furey. 

-Well; and then? asked Gabriel. 
-And then when it came to the time for me to leave Gal-

way and come up to the convent he was much worse and I 
wouldn't be let see him so I wrote a letter saying I was going 
up to Dublin and would be back in the summer and hoping 
he would be better then. 

She paused for a moment to get her voice under control 
and then went on: 

-Then the night before I left I was in my grandmother's 
house in Nuns' Island, packing up, and I heard gravel thrown 
up against the window. The window was so wet I couldn't see 
so I ran downstairs as I was and slipped out the back into the 
garden and there was the poor fellow at the end of the garden, 
shivering. 

-And did you not tell him to go back? asked Gabriel. 
-1 implored of him to go home at once and told him he 

would get his death in the rain. But he said he did not want 
to live. I can see his eyes as well as well! He was standing at 
the end of the wall where there was a tree. 

-And did he go home? asked Gabriel. 
-Yes, he went home. And when I was only a week in the 

convent he died and he was buried in Oughterard where his 
people came from. 0, the day I heard that, that he was 
dead! 

She stopped, choking with sobs, and, overcome by emo
tion, flung herself face downward on the bed, sobbing in the 
quilt. Gabriel held her hand for a moment longer, irresolutely, 
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and then, shy of intruding on her grief, let it fall gently and 
walked quietly to the window. · 

She was fast asleep. 
Gabriel, leaning on his elbow, looked for a few moments 

unresentfully on her tangled hair and half-open mouth, listen
ing to her deep-drawn breath. So she had had that romance 
in her life: a man had died for her sake. It hardly pained him 
now to think how poor a part he, her husband, had played in 
her life.· He watched her while she slept as though he and she 
had never lived together as man and wife. His curious eyes 
rested long upon her face and on her hair: and, as he thought of 
what she must have been then, in that time of her first girlish 
beauty, a strange friendly pity for her entered his soul. He did 
not like to say even to himself that her face was no longer beau
tiful but he knew that it was no longer the face for which Mi
chael Furey had braved death. 

Perhaps she had not told him all the story. His eyes moved 
to the chair over which she had thrown some of her clothes. 
A petticoat string dangled to the floor. One boot stood up
right, its limp upper fallen down: the fellow of it lay upon its 
side. He wondered at his riot of emotions of an hour before. 
From what had it proceeded? From his aunt's supper, from his 
own foolish speech, from the wine and dancing, the merry
making when saying good-night in the hall, the pleasure of 
the walk along the river in the snow. Poor Aunt Julia! She, 
too, would soon be a shade with the shade of Patrick Morkan 
and his horse. He had caught that haggard look upon her face 
for a moment when she was singing A"ayed for the Bridal. 
Soon, perhaps, he would be sitting in that same drawing-room, 
dressed in black, his silk hat on his knees. The blinds would be 
drawn down and Aunt Kate would be sitting beside him, 
crying and blowing her nose and telling him how Julia had 
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died. He would cast about in his mind for some words that 
might console her, and would find only lame and useless ones. 
Yes, yes: that would happen very soon. 

The air of the room chilled his shoulders. He stretched him
self cautiously along under the sheets and lay down beside his 
wife. One by one they were all becoming shades. Better pass 
boldly into that other world, in the full glory of some passion, 
than fade and wither dismally with age. He thought of how 
she who lay beside him had locked in her heart for so many 
years that image of her lover's eyes when he had told her that 
he did not wish to live. 

Generous tears filled Gabriel's eyes. He had never felt like 
that himself towards any woman but he knew that such a feel
ing must be love. The tears gathered more thickly in his eyes 
and in the partial darkness he imagined he saw the form of a 
young man standing under a dripping tree. Other forms were 
near. His soul had approached that region where dwell the 
vast hosts of the dead. He was conscious of, but could not ap
prehend, their wayward and flickering existence. His own 
identity was fading out into a grey impalpable world: the solid 
world itself which these dead had one time reared and lived in 
was dissolving and dwindling. 

A few light taps upon the pane made him turn to the win
dow. It had begun to snow again. He watched sleepily the 
flakes, silver and dark, falling obliquely against the lamplight. 
The time had come for him to set out on his journey west
ward. Yes, the newspapers were right: snow was general all 
over Ireland. It was falling on every part of the dark central 
plain, on the treeless hills, falling softly upon the Bog of Allen 
and, farther westward, softly falling into the dark mutinous 
Shannon waves. It was falling, too, upon every part of the 
lonely churchyard on the hill where Michael Furey lay buried. 
It lay thickly drifted on the crooked crosses and headstones, 
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on the spears of the little gate, on the barren thorns. His soul 
swooned slowly as he heard the mow falling faintly through 
the universe and faintly falling, like the descent of their last 
end, upon all the living and the dead. 



A NOTE ON THE TEXT 
The text used here is the definitive 1¢7 Viking Compass text 
(with pagination unchanged). The principle governing this 
edition of Dubliners,. though complicated enough in the execu
tion, can be stated simply. This is the text Joyce would wish 
to publish at the present tim~to the extent that his wishes 
can be determined. The rationale for determining Joyce's 
wishes (which is not as mystical a process as it might seem) 
can be found in my "Observations on the Text of Dubliners" 
in Studies in Bibliography (Charlottesville, Va.: University 
Press of Virginia), Vols. XV and XVII, and in the corre
spondence of Grant Richards with Joyce in Vol. XVI. In 
pagination and lineation this text follows the previous Viking 
Compass editions almost exactly. The ways in which this edi
tion differs from its predecessors are outlined below. 

The punctuation and spelling of the first edition (London: 
Grant Richards, '1914) have been followed-with the excep
tions noted below. Joyce read proof on this edition and made 
over a thousand corrections-mainly removing commas that 
had been introduced by the printer, but also making some sub
stantive corrections and alterations. This edition was the last 
to be revised by Joyce, and can properly be used as the basis of 
any later edition, but it was neither in form nor in substance 
exactly what Joyce wanted. The reasons for this are very com
plicated, deriving from the way the book was printed and 
from the conflicting ideas and habits of author, publisher, 
and printer. 

First of all, the printer's copy for the first edition was not 
Joyce's manuscript but a partially corrected set of proofs from 
a version of Dubliners set up and printed in Dublin two years 
earlier for an edition that was not published but destroyed 
by the Dublin printer. Second, the London publisher, Grant 
Richards, insisted on using inverted commas to present direct 
discourse, though Joyce condemned them as an "eyesore" which 
gave "an impression of unreality." Also, the English printer 
ignored some "two-hundred" of the corrections Joyce made 
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.2.26 I A NOTE ON THE TEXT 

in reading proof for the first edition, though Joyce himself 
was unaware of this until four years later. And the publisher 
ignored a list of twenty-eight corrections Joyce sent him when 
he discovered that he would not be allowed to correct revised 
proof. Finally, Joyce did not have any copy of the final version 
of the destroyed Dublin printing, which contained many 
changes he had made in the text after reading the proofs 
which were used as the printer's copy for the first edition. 

Some of the mischief caused by all this can be undone and 
has been for this revised edition. Some is beyond repair. In 
this new text the dash has been used to introduce direct dis
course, and italic type has been used for other quotations and 
for speech reported within direct discourse. Also the twenty
eight additional corrections listed by Joyce have been discovered 
and introduced here. But the "two-hundred" corrections which 
the printer ignored have not come to light. Fortunately, a 
nearly complete copy of the destroyed Dublin printing, incor
porating some thirty-seven substantive chauges not on the 
proofs which Joyce sent to Richards, has found its way to the 
Yale University Library. (A list of these changes is available 
from the publishers upon request.) These changes, too, have 
been included in this revised edition, on the assumption that 
they either numbered among the lost "two-hundred" or would 
have been made by Joyce had he possessed a copy of the final 
Dublin version that contained them. 

~II these matters are presented in greater detail, and the 
various changes and corrections are listed and discussed, in the 
"Observations" mentioned above. In establishing the method
ology for this edition, the editor has benefited greatly from 
the advice of Richard Ellmann. The collation of all known 
manuscripts, proofs, and impressions of Dubliners in prepara
tion for this edition could not have been accomplished without 
the expert assistance of Joan C. Scholes, to whom any expres
sion of gratitude would be an impertinence. 

Center for Textual Studies 
University of Iowa 
October 1<)68 

RoBERT ScHoLEs 
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The Com.posltlon and 
ReVIsion of the Stories 

We know almost nothing about the earliest stages in the writing 
of a Dubliners story. No really rough draft of a story has survived. 
In fact, it seems likely that Joyce worked his stories up very thor· 
oughly in his head before setting them down, and then discarded 
very little of what he had put on paper. We know that it was his 
habit to write out the stories on sheets of paper with a very large 
left-hand margin and no margin on the right. His corrections and 
additions were then made in the left-hand margin. The most heav
ily revised page in all the extant Dubliners manuscripts is a page 
from the first version of "A Painful Case," reproduced at the be
ginning of this section. The smooth copy of the page from the 
second version of this story (also reproduced) is more typical of 
the extant manuscripts. 

Still, the surviving manuscripts can give us many insights into 
the compositional process behind Dubliners. Many of the stories 
were revised after the manuscripts were complete, and by com
paring the final versions with their predecessors we can gain some 
knowledge of Joyce's artistic methods and intentions. To that end 
we include in this section a line-for-line reproduction of the first 
complete manuscript of the first Dubliners story, "The Sisters"
which has never appeared in print. A similar version of this story 

Portions of this essay are taken from The Workshop of Daedalus by Robert Scholes 
and Richard Kain (Evanston, Ill.: Northwestern University Press, 1964). Reprinted 
by permission. 
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was published by the Dublin agricultural journal The Irish Home
stead as one of its regular features, Our Weekly Story, for the week 
of August 13, 1904. The manuscript version presented here should 
enable the student of Dubliners to consider the extensive altera
tions and additions made by Joyce in the final version of the story, 
which now stands as the introduction to the whole collection. The 
revisions can be seen as improvements to this one story or as ad
justments made so that the story could better serve its function 
as an introduction to the others-or as both of these things. The 
materials for study and speculation are here. 

In this section we also present discussions of Joyce's revision 
of two other stories. These are of some interest in themselves and 
may provide suggestions for the investigation of "The Sisters." 

REVISIONS OF "EVELINE" 

Joyce revised fairly heavily between the Irish Homestead version 
(September 10, 1904) and the first edition. The changes from the 
Homestead text are mainly of two kinds. In revising the narration 
of Eveline's reverie he sometimes replaced words or phrases not 
quite appropriate for her with more suitable material, and he 
sometimes added mat~rial for the sake of its naturalistic or sym
bolic point. Consider the examples below. 

Home! She looked round the room, passing in review all 
its familiar objects. How many times she had dusted it, 
once a week at least. It was the "best" room, but it seemed 
to secrete dust everywhere. She had known the room for 
ten years-more-twelve years, and knew everything in it. 
Now she was going away. And yet during all those years 
she had never found out the name of the Australian priest 
whose yellowing photograph hung on the wall, just above 
the broken harmonium. He had been a friend of her 
father's-a school friend. When he showed the photo
graph to a friend, her father used to pass it with a casual 
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word, "In Australia now-Melbourne." [Homestead ver
sion, 1904.] 

Home! She looked round the room reviewing all its fa
miliar objects which she had dusted once a week for so 
many years, wondering where on earth all the dust came 
from. Perhaps she would never see again those familiar 
objects from which she had never dreamed of being di
vided. And yet during all those years she had never found 
out the name of the priest whose yellowing photograph 
hung on the wall above the broken harmonium beside the 
coloured print of the promises made to the Blessed Mar
garet Mary Alacoque. He had been a school friend of her 
father's. Whenever he showed the photograph to a visitor 
her father used to pass it with a casual word: 

-He is in Melbourne now.
[Late Maunsel version, c. 1910.] 

Irrelevant matter is pruned away. The word "secrete," which 
is inappropriate to the thought processes of Eveline, is removed, 
and the Blessed Margaret Mary Alacoque is inserted. When we 
learn that this saint paralyzed herself with self-inflicted tortures 
but was cured miraculously when she vowed to dedicate herself 
to a holy life, we can see that Joyce is not merely adding to the 
naturalistic description of the home of Eveline but presenting the 
reader with a symbolic parallel to her own life of emotional paral
ysis. In other revisions the speech of the edgy Miss Gavan is sharp
ened a little and we are given more detail on Eveline's past 
relationship with her father. Compare the following two passages: 

Even now-at her age, she was over nineteen-she some
times felt herself in danger of her father's violence. Lat
terly he had begun to threaten her, saying what he would 
do if it were not for her dead mother's sake. 

Even now, though she was over nineteen, she sometimes 
felt herself in danger of her father's violence. She knew it 
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was that that had given her the palpitations. When they 
were growing up he had never gone for her, like he used 
to go for Harry and Ernest, because she was a girl; but 
latterly he had begun to threaten her and say what he 
would do to her only for her dead mother's sake. 

Here we have not only the interesting addition of the palpi
tations and the father's past brutality but a significant change in 
the syntax of the last clause. The formal "if it were not for her 
dead mother's sake" gives way to the "only for her dead mother's 
sake" in which we can catch the living rhythm of the father's 
speech. Though the account is narrated rather than dramatized 
and the discourse indirect rather than direct, the narrative takes 
its color from the idiom of the characters rather than from any 
narrative personality. Through countless little changes of this kind, 
Joyce carefully eliminated his own personality from Dubliners, as 
he developed a system whereby the events and characters pre
sented in the narrative rather than any assumed narrative persona 
determine the diction and syntax of the narrative prose. This elim
ination of the narrator as a personality does away with the need 
for consistent narrative idiom and paves the way for the experi
ments of Joyce's later fiction. 

REVISIONS OF 
"THE BOARDING HOUSE" 

This story was extensively rewritten between the 1905 manuscript, 
which was signed "Stephen Daedalus" and apparently intended 
for The Irish Homestead, and the final version. Several aspects of 
the rewriting warrant commentary. In one respect the rewriting 
parallels that of "Eveline" discussed above. In eight significant 
substantive changes the intent is obviously to make the language 
more colloquial, more appropriate to the events being narrated 
than to the more lofty tone of the narrative persona, "Stephen 
Daedalus." Thus, "obliged to enlist himself" becomes "had to be
come": "attacked his wife" becomes "went for his wife"; "started 
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a boarding house" becomes "set up a boarding house"; "an ama
teur boxer" becomes "handy with the mits"; "she had been spe
cific in her enquiries and Polly had been decided in her answers" 
becomes "she had been frank in her questions and Polly had been 
frank in her answers"; plain "Lyons" becomes "Bantam Lyons"; 
"the loss of his job" becomes "the loss of his sit" (colloquial for 
situation); "had a bit of money put by" becomes "had a bit of stuff 
put by." In other revisions, Joyce is busy at the usual phrase
sharpening, and in one case he is at some pains to make his irony 
less heavy-handed. The last sentence, originally reading "She re
membered now what she had been waiting for: this was it," be
comes "Then she remembered what she had been waiting for." 

But the major revision to the early version of this story consists 
of an insertion some ten lines long. The nature of the insertion 
throws light on an interesting aspect of Joyce's technique. Joyce 
is often praised or blamed (depending on the critic's predilections) 
for the ambivalence or ambiguity of his fiction. When the artist 
refuses to provide any authoritative commentary, the critics tell 
us, we are free to believe whatever we want, and to seek for au
thorial intention is to commit one of the graver critical fallacies. 
But to this observer it seems that Joyce gives us our heads ex
pecting us to use them. The insertion in question illustrates how 
we are to proceed. In the original version there was room for some 
quibbling about the extent to which each of the· two principals 
was seducer or seducee. The added ten lines provide no commen
tary, but they give us the bit of evidence we need to resolve the 
problem with considerable certainty. 

Then late one night as he was undressing for bed she had 
tapped at his door, timidly. She wanted to relight her can
dle at his for hers had been blown out by a gust. It was 
her bath night. She wore an open combing jacket of 
printed flannel. Her white instep shone in the opening of 
her furry slippers and the blood glowed warmly behind her 
perfumed skin. From her hands and wrists too as she lit 
and steadied her candle a faint perfume arose. 
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AN EARLY VERSION OF 
"THE SISTERS" 

The Sisters 

Three nights in succession I had found 
myself in Great Britain Street at 
that hour, as if by providence. Three 
nights I had raised my eyes to that 
lighted square of window and speculated. 
I seemed to understand that it would 
occur at night. But in spite of the 
providence which had led my feet 
and in spite of the reverent curiosity 
of my eyes I had· discovered nothing. 
Each night the square was lighted 
in the same way, faintly and evenly. 
It was not the light of candles so 
far as I could see. Therefore it had 
not ¥4K occurred yet. 

On the fourth night at that 
hour I was in another part of the 
city. It may have been the same 
providence that led me there-a 
whimsical kind of providence-to 
take me at a disadvantage. As I 
went home I wondered was that 
square of window lighted as before 
or did it reveal the ceremonious 
candles in the light of which the 
Christian must take his last sleep. 
I was not surprised, then, when at 
supper I found myself a prophet. 
Old Cotter and my uncle were talking 
at the fire, smoking. Old Cotter was 
a retired distiller who owned a batch 
of prize setters. He used to be very 
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interesting when I knew him first, 
talking about faints and worms, but1 

afterwards he became tedious. 
While I was eating my stirabout 

I heard him say to my uncle: 
-Without a doubt. The upper storey 
(he tapped an unnecessary hand 
at his forehead) was gone-
-So they said, I never could see 
much of it. I thought he was 
sane enough-
-So he was, at times, said old 
Cotter-

I sniffed the was apprehensively 
and gulped down some stirabout. 

Jack -Is he any better, Uncle JeAA?
-He's dead-
-0 ..... -
-Died a few hours ago-
- Who told you?-
-Mr Cotter here brought us the 
news. He was passing .... -
-Yes, I just happened to be passing 
and I noticed the windows .... You 
know. So I just knocked softly-
- Do you think they will bring him 
to the chapel? asked my aunt
-0, no, ma'am. I wouldn't say so-
- Very unlikely, my uncle agreed-

So old Cotter had got the better 
of me for all my vigilance of 
three nights. It is often annoying 
the way people will blunder on 
what you have elaborately planned 

1 Space breaks indicate where pages ended in the original manuscript.-Ed. 
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for. I was sure he would die 
at night. 

The following morning after breakfast 
I went down to look at the little 
house in Great Britain Street. 
It was an unassuming shop 
registered under the vague name 
of Drapery. The drapery consisted 
chiefly of children's boots and 
umbrellas and on ordinary days 
there used to be a notice hanging 
in the window which said Umbrellas 
Recovered. There was no notice 
visible now for the shop-blinds 
were drawn down and a ~rape 
bouquet was tied to the knocker 
of the door with white ribbons. 
Three women of the people and 
a telegram boy were reading 
the card pinned on the crape. I 
also went over and read: 

July 2nd~ 1890 
The Rev. James Flynn 
(formerly of S. Catherine's 
Church, Meath Street) aged 
Sixty-five Years. 

R.I.P. 
Only sixty-five! He looked 

much older than that. I often saw 
him sitting at the fire in the close 
dark room behind the shop, nearly 
smothered in his great coat. He 
seemed to have almost stupefied 
himself with heat and the gesture 
of his large trembling hand to 
his nostrils had grown automatic. 
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My aunt, who is what they call 
good-hearted, never went into 
the shop without bringing him 

some High Toast; and he used to 
take the packet of snuff from 
her hands, gravely inclining his 
head for sign of thanks. He used 
to sit in that stuffy room for 
the greater part of the day from 
early morning while Nannie 
(who was almost stone deaf) 
read out the newspaper to him. 
His other sister, Eliza, used to 
mind the shop. These two old 
women used to look after him, 
feed him and clothe him. The 
task of clothing him was not 
difficult for his ancient priestly 
clothe.s were quite green with 
age and his dogskin slippers 
were everlasting. When he was 
tired of hearing the news he used 
to rattle his snuff-box on the 
arm of his chair to avoid 
shouting at her and then he 
used to make believe to read 
his prayerbook. Make believe 
because whenever Eliza brought 
him a cup of soup from the 
kitchen she had always to 
waken him. 

As I stood looking up at the 
crape and the card which bore 
his name I could not convince 
myself that he was dead. He 
seemed like one who could have 
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gone on living for ever if only 
he had wanted to; his life was 

so methodical and uneventful. 
I think he said more to me than 
to anyone else. He had an 
egoistic contempt for all 
women·folk and suffered all 
their services to him in polite 
silence. Of course neither of 
his sisters was very intelligent. 
Nannie, for instance, had been 
reading out the newspaper 
to him every day for years and 
could read tolerably well and 
yet she always spoke of it 
as the Freeman's General. 
Perhaps he found me more 
intelligent and honoured me 
with words for that reason. 
Nothing, practically nothing, 
ever happened to remind him 
of his former life (I mean (riends 
or visitors) but still he could 
remember every detail of it 
in his own fashion. He had 
studied at the college in Rome 

pronounce and he taught me to ~ 
Latin in the Italian way. He 
often put me through the 
responses of the Mass, smiling 
often and pushing huge pinches 
of snuff up each nostril 
alternately. When he smiled 
he used to uncover his big 
discoloured teeth and let his 
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tongue lie on his lower lip. 
At first this habit of his used 

to make me feel uneasy. Then 
I grew used to it. 

That evening my aunt 
visited the house of mourning 
and took me with her. It was 
an oppressive summer evening 
of faded gold. Nannie received 
us in the hall and, as it was 
no use saying anything to 
her, my aunt shook hands 
with her for all. We followed 
the old woman upstairs and 
into the dead-room. The room 
through the lace end of the 
blind was suffused with 
dusky golden light amid 
which the candles seemed 
like pale thin flames. He 
had been coffined. Nannie 
gave the lead and we three 
knelt down at the foot of 
the bed. There was no sound 
in the room for some minutes 
except the sound of Nannie's 
mutterings, for she prayed 
noisily. The fancy came 
to me that the old priest 
was smiling as he lay there 
in his coffin. 

But no. When we rose 
and went up to the head 
of the bed I saw that he was 
not smiling. There he lay 
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solemn and copious, vested 
as for the altar, his large 
hands loosely retaining a 
cross. His face was very grey 
and massive with distended 
nostrils and circled with a 
scanty white fur. There was 
a heavy odour in the room, the 
flowers. 

We 'sat downstairs in the 
little room behind the shop, 
my aunt and I and the two 
sisters. We, as visitors, were 
given a glass of sherry each. 
Nannie sat in a corner and 
said nothing but her lips 
moved from speaker to 
speaker with a painfully 
intelligent movement. I 
said nothing either, being 
too young, but my aunt said 
a great deal for she was a 
gossip, a harmless one. 
-Ah, well, he's gone!-
- To enjoy his eternal reward, 
Miss Flynn, I'm sure. He was 
a good and holy man-
-He was a good man but ..... 
you see .... he was a disappointed 
man. You see .... his life was, 
you might say, crossed-
-Ah, yes. I know ..yhat you mean-

-Not that he was anyway mad, 
as you know yourself: but he 
was always a little queer. Even 
when we were all growing up 
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together he was queer. One 
time he didn't speak hardly 
for a month. You know, he 
was that kind always-

- Perhaps he read too much, 
Miss Flynn-

-0, he read a good deal but 
not latterly. It was his 
scrupulousness, you see, that 
affected his mind. The duties 
of the priesthood were too 
much for him-

- Did he ....... peacefully?-
-0, quite peacefully, ma'am. You 

couldn't tell when the breath 
went out of him. He had a 
beautiful death, God be 
praised-

- And everything ...... ? -
-Father O'Rourke was in with 

him yesterday and gave him 
the Last Sacrament-

-He knew then?-
- Yes. He was quite resigned-

Nannie gave a sleepy nod 
and looked ashamed. 

-Poor Nannie, said her sister, 

she's worn out. All the work 
we had getting in a woman 
and laying him out! And 
then the coffin and arranging 
about the mass in the chapel. 
God knows we did all we could, 
as poor as we are. We wouldn't 
see him want anything at 
the last-
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-Indeed you were both very 
kind to him while he lived-

- Ah, poor James! He was no 
great trouble to us. You wouldn't 
hear him in the house any 
more than now. Still I know 
he's gone and all that ........ I 
won't be bringing him in 
his soup any more nor Nannie 
reading him out the paper 
nor you, ma'am, bringing 
him his snuff! Poor James!-

-0, yes, you'll miss him in a 
day or two more than you 
do now-

Silence invaded the room 
until memory reawakened 
it, Eliza speaking slowly: 

-It was that chalice he broke. 
Of course, it was all right. 
I mean it contained nothing. 
But still ..... They say it was 
the boy's .fault. But poor 

James was so nervous. Cod be 
merciful to him!-

-Yes, Miss Flynn, I heard that 
about the chalice. He .... his 
mind was a bit affected by 
that-

- He began to mope by himself, 
talking to no-one and wandering 
about. Often he couldn't be 
found. One night he was wanted 
and they looked high up and 
low down and couldn't find 
him. Then the clerk suggested 
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the chapel. So they opened the 
chapel (it was late at night) 
and brought in a light to look 
for him ..... And there, sure 
enough, he was sitting in his 
confession-box in the dark, wide 
awake, and laughing like-
softly to himself. Then they knew 
something was wrong-

-God rest his soul!-



Epiphanies and Eplcletl 

Anyone who reads much Joyce criticism will encounter one or 
both of these two curious Greek words before progressing very far. 
Joyce's critics use them because Joyce used them, though they do 
not always use them in the same way he did. 

Literally, the word "epiphany" refers to a showing forth, a 
revelation. In Greek drama it can refer to the climactic moment 
when a god appears and imposes order on the scene before him. 
In the Christian religious tradition the Feast of the Epiphany cel
ebrates the revelation of Christ's divinity to the Magi. Joyce used 
the term in a special but related way. In the theory of art he was 
working on as a young man, he employed the term "epiphany" to 
refer to moments in which things or people in the world revealed 
their true character or their essence. In the second draft of A 
Portrait of the Artist, called Stephen Hero, he presented the theory 
in this way: 

... a trivial incident set him composing some ardent verses 
which he entitled a "Vilanelle of the Temptress." A young 
lady was standing on the steps of one of those brown brick 
houses which seem the very incarnation of Irish paralysis. 
A young gentleman was leaning on the rusty railings of the 
area. Stephen as he passed on his quest heard the follow
ing fragment of colloquy out of which he received an im· 
pression keen enough to afflict his sensitiveness very 
severely. 
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The Young Lady-(drawling discreetly) .. .' 0, yes ... 
I was ... at the ... cha ... pel ... 

The Young Gentleman-(inaudibly) ... I ... (again 
inaudibly) ... I ... 

The Young Lady-(softly) ... 0 ... but you're ... ve 
... ry ... wick ... ed ... 

This triviality made him think of collecting many such 
moments together in a book of epiphanies. By an epiph~ny 
he meant a sudden spiritual manifestation, whether in the 
vulgarity of speech or of gesture or in a memorable phase 
of the mind itself. He believed that it was for the man of 
letters to record these epiphanies with extreme care, see
ing that they themselves are the most delicate and eva
nescent of moments. 

Joyce himself actually did collect a "book of epiphanies," with 
over seventy separate entries. The separate pieces were mainly of 
two kinds, as the passage from Stephen Hero suggests: they re
corded "memorable phases" of the young artist's own mind, or 
instances of "vulgarity of speech or of gesture" in the world 
around him. In practice this resulted in two quite different styles 
of epiphany: prose poems in which a mental phase of the artist 
was narrated, and dramatic notations of vulgarity. Here is a typical 
sample of each kind: 

Here we come together, wayfarers; here are we housed, 
amid intricate streets, by night and silence closely covered. 
In amity we rest together, well content, no more remem
bering the deviousness of the ways that we have come. 
What moves upon me from the darkness subtle and mur
murous as a flood, passionate and fierce with an indecent 
movement of the loins? What leaps, crying in answer, out 
of me, as eagle to eagle in mid air, crying to overcome, 
crying for an iniquitous abandonment? 

[Dublin: at the corner of 
Connaught St, Phibsborough] 



EPIPHANIES AND EPICLETI 

The Little Male Child-(at the garden gate) . . Na .. o. 
The First Young Lady-(half kneeling, takes his 

hand)-Well, is Mabie 
your sweetheart? 

The Little Male Child-Na ... o. 
The Second Young Lady-(bending over him, looks 

up)-Who is your 
sweetheart? 
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About forty of Joyce's epiphanies have survived. Of these, many 
were used with little or no change in Stephen Hero and A Portrait. 
(Those used in A Portrait have been reprinted in the Viking Crit
ical Library edition of that book. The entire collection may be 
found, with annotations and analyses, in The Workshop of Dae
dalus [Evanston, Ill.: Northwestern University Press, 1965].) 

In Stephen Hero Joyce's young artist worked the notion of 
epiphany into his esthetic theory to describe the final and climac
tic moment in the apprehension of the beautiful. He gave this 
name to the moment when we perceive an object so perfectly that 
"we recognize that it is that thing which it is. Its soul, its whatness 
leaps to us from the vestment of its appearance." Basing their use 
of the term on this theory, critics have applied the notion of epiph
any to that moment in a Dubliners story when some sort of rev
elation takes place. In "Araby," for example, a trivial dialogue 
much like the one Stephen overheard in Stephen Hero-between 
"The Young Lady" and "The Young Gentleman"-is overheard 
by the boy at .the bazaar, precipitating his insight into the vanity 
of his romantic quest. "Epiphany" thus comes to mean a moment 
of revelation or insight such as usually climaxes a Dubliners story. 
Some characters merely reveal themselves· or give themselves 
away; others achieve insight into their situations. Both Maria's 
"mistake" in "Clay" and Gabriel's vision in "The Qead" can be 
referred to as epiphanies. 

So far as we know, Joyce himself did not apply the word 
"epiphany" to Dubliners, nor did he use any of the recorded 
epiphanies in these stories. He did, however, try in them to expose 
that same paralysis which he felt had been revealed in the banal 
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conversation of "The Young Lady" and "The Young Gentleman." 
As you will see in the first letter in the next section, he found 
another related word for the stories. He called them "epicleti." 

This word may refer to an invocation to the Holy Ghost (epi
klesis) still used in the Eastern Church but not in Roman Catholic 
ritual. In this epiklesis, the Holy Ghost is besought to transform 
the consecrated wafer of bread and the wine into the body and 
blood of Christ. As Joyce explained to his brother Stanislaus, 
"there is a certain resemblance between the mystery of the mass 
and what I am trying to do ... to give people a kind of intellectual 
pleasure or spiritual enjoyment by converting the bread of ev
eryday life into something that has a permanent artistic life of its 
own ... for their mental, moral, and spiritual uplift." 

The word "epicleti" has another related meaning in Greek, 
which Joyce may have considered. An epiklesis can also refer to a 
reproach or an imputation. And epikletos can mean "summoned 
before a court," or "accused." Thus the epicleti may be considered 
the accused, summoned up by Joyce to stand trial as specimens 
of Irish paralysis. The two great priestly powers of transubstanti
ation and judgment of the sinful were both relished by Joyce in 
bringing these Dubliners before us in their flesh of words. 



The Evldenee 
of the Letters 

In this section the editors have brought together materials from 
Joyce's correspondence which tell the story of Dubliners. It ·is 
something like a Dubliners story, this story of Dubliners which 
Joyce himself called "A Curious History" -it is a tale of paralysis 
and frustration ending in anguish and anger. At least, that part of 
it which deals with Joyce's nine-year struggle to get his book pub· 
lished certainly is that sort of tale-worthy of the book itse\f. But 
there is more in this correspondence than a record of futility. Here 
we can find Joyce's own thoughts on the purpose of his book, its 
style and its plan. We can see the author as a young man of 
twenty-two or -three, beginning to compare himself to other En· 
glish and Continental writers of fiction and to measure his work 
against theirs. We can get a sense of Joyce the man in these letters 
which should help us to understand the meaning of his work. 

The letters that follow are mainly written by Joyce himself, his 
principal correspondents being his brother Stanislaus and Grant 
Richards, the London publisher who first accepted Dubliners in 
1906 but did not publish it until 1914. The central part of this 
correspondence is the exchange between Joyce and Richards over 

Joyce's letters from Letters of James Joyce, Volume I, edited by Stuart Gilbert. Copy· 
right © 1957, 1966 by The Viking Press, Inc. All rights reserved. From Letters of 
James Joyce, Volumes II and III, edited by Richard Ellmann. Copyright© 1966 by 
F. Lionel Monro, as Administrator of the Estate of James Joyce. All rights reserved. 
Reprinted by permission. Richards' letters reprinted by permission of Martin Seeker 
and Cornell University Library. · 
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the alleged obscenity ofJoyce's book. The letters of both men are 
brought together here for the first time, though they have previ
ously been published separately. In his side of this exchange Joyce 
clearly reveals the wit and the care for his art which are so scru
pulously controlled in the stories themselves. 

One of these letters, "A Curious History" (281-282), was printed 
by a number of newspapers to which Joyce sent copies. In 1917, 
with a preface added by Ezra Pound, it was published as a separate 
pamphlet by the American publisher of Dubliners, B. W. Huebsch. 
From the first American edition of Dubliners in 1916 through his 
entire career, Joyce had an association with Huebsch far happier 
than the dealings with English and Irish publishers chronicled 
in these letters. It was finally through the association of B. W. 
Huebsch with The Viking Press that Dubliners and most of Joyce's 
other works came to be published by Viking. Joyce's gratitude to 
his first American publisher was such that he caused to be put 
into the contract for his last work, Finnegans Wake, the following 
statement: 

If at any time during the continuance of this agreement 
Mr B. W. Huebsch should sever his connection with the 
said Viking Press and either set up publishing on his own 
account or acquire interest in another firm of publishers 
than the Viking Press, then the said Author shall have the 
option of transferring the benefits of this contract to such 
new firm. 

Fortunately, no such division between Huebsch and Viking came 
to pass, and the present critical edition continues the association 
between the name of Joyce and The Viking Press. 

(The letters are presented as documents, devoid of annotation 
and commentary, but the student who refers to the "Chronology" 
on pp. xiii-xviii should have no difficulty in following them. The 
full texts of Joyce's letters, together with helpful notes and com
mentary, may be found in the Letters of James Joyce [Vol. I ed. 
Stuart Gilbert, Vols. II and III ed. Richard Ellmann, New York: 
The Viking Press, 1966], hereafter referred to as Letters. All of 
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Richards' side of the correspondence appeared in Studies in Bib
liography, ed. Fredson Bowers [Charlottesville, Va.: University of 
Virginia, 1963], Vol. XVI, pp .. 139-60.) 

From a Letter to Constantine Curran, August 1904 

... I am writing a series of epicleti-ten-for a paper. I have 
written one. I call the series Dubliners to betray the soul of that 
hemiplegia or paralysis which many consider a city. Look out for 
an edition de luxe of all my limericks instantly. More anon 

From Various Letters to Joyce's Brother Stanislaus in 1905 

... Your satirical surprise at my proposed 'dedication' of 'Dublin
ers' to you arises, I imagine from an exaggerated notion you have 
of my indifference to the encouragement I receive. It is difficult 
for anyone at my age to be indifferent. I am not likely to die of 
bashfulness but neither am I prepared to be crucified to attest the 
perfection of my art. I dislike to hear of any stray heroics on the 
prowl for me .... [February 28.] 

. . . While I was attending the Greek mass here last Sunday it 
seemed to me that my story The Sisters was rather remarkable. 
The Greek mass is strange .... [April 4.] 

... I send you tomorrow the fifth story of 'Dubliners' that is, 'The 
Boarding-House'. You are to dispose of it if you can to an English 
or American paper. I have a copy by me. I have also written the 
sixth story 'Counterparts' and shall send it to you on Saturday if 
I have made a copy by then. It is my intention to complete 'Dub
liners' by the end of the year and to follow it by a book 'Provin
cials'. I am uncommonly well pleased with these stories. There 
is a neat phrase of five words in The Boarding-House: find it. ... 
[July 12.] 

... Many of the frigidities of The Boarding-House and Counterparts 
were written while the sweat streamed down my face on to the 



254 The Author and His Work 

handkerchief which protected my collar .... Is it possible that, 
after all, men of letters are no more than entertainers? These dis· 
couraging reflections arise perhaps from my surroundings. The sto· 
ries in Dubliners seem to be indisputably well done but, after all, 
perhaps many people could do them as well. I am not rewarded 
by any feeling of having overcome difficulties. Maupassant writes 
very well, of course, but I am afraid that his moral sense is rather 
obtuse. The Dublin papers will object to my stories as to a cari
cature of Dublin life. Do you think there is any truth in this? At 
times the spirit directing my pen seems to me so plainly mischie
vous that I am almost prepared to let the Dublin critics have their 
way. All these pros and cons I must for the nonce lock up in my 
bosom. Of course do not think that I consider contemporary Irish 
writing anything but ill-written, morally obtuse formless caricature. 

The struggle against conventions in which I am at present 
involved was not entered into by me so much as a protest against 
these conventions as with the intention of living in conformity 
with my moral nature. There are some people in Ireland who 
would call my moral nature oblique, people who think that the 
whole duty of man consists in paying one's debts; but in this case 
Irish opinion is certainly only the caricature of the opinion of any 
European tribunal. To be judged properly I should not be judged 
by 12 burghers taken at haphazard, judging under the dictation of 
a hidebound bureaucrat, in accordance with the evidence of po
liceman but by some jury composed partly of those of my own 
class and of my own age presided over by a judge who had sol
emnly forsworn all English legal methods. But why insist on this 
point? I do so only because my present lamentable circumstances 
seem to constitute a certain reproach against me. (July 19.] 

... If Dubliners is published next spring I hope to be able to help 
you to ge't out of your swamp. Do you think it will make money? 
Nora is writing today to Aunt Josephine. I would be glad of some 
news of your house generally. Do you think an English publisher 
will take Dubliners? Is it not possible for a few persons of character 
and culture to make Dublin a capital such as Christiania has be
come? Is Cosgrave going to become a dispensary doctor by sac-
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erdotal favour? Are you going to become a despised clerk? I hope 
to be able to prevent this-but what about myself? [September 1.] 

... I am much obliged for your careful criticisms of my stories. 
Your comparison of them with certain others is somewhat daz
zling. The authors you ment.ion have such immense reputations 
that I am afraid you may be wrong. . . . I hardly think, arguing 
from the conditions in which they are written, that these stories 
can be superlatively good. I wish· I could talk to you fully on this 
as on many other subjects. Your remark that Counterparts shows 
a Russian ability in taking the reader for an intracranial journey 
set me thinking what on earth people mean when they talk of 
'Russian.' ... [September 18.] 

A Letter to William Heinemann (London publisher), 
September 23, 1905 

Dear Sir, I have almost finished a book which I would like to 
submit to you. It is called 'Dubliners.' It is a collection of t}velve 
short stories. Each story is perhaps of 1800 or 2000 words. The 
book is not a collection of tourist impressions but an attempt to 
represent certain aspects of the life of one of the European capi
tals. I am an Irishman, as you will see by the name. I am anxious 
that the book should be published as soon as possible and this is 
the reason why I offer it to you beforehand. I shall be much 
obliged if you will tell me whether you would like to read it or not 
and excuse me if my request is an unusual one. 

From a Letter to Stanislaus Joyce, September 1905 

Dear Stannie Please send me the information I ask you for as 
follows: 
The Sisters: Can a priest be buried in a habit? 
Ivy Day in the Committee Room-Are Aungier Stand Wicklow 

in the Royal Exchange Ward? Can a municipal election take 
place in October? 

A Painful Case-Are the police at Sydney Parade of the D clivi-
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sion? Would the city ambulance be called out to Sydney Pa
rade for an accident? Would an accident at Sydney Parade be 
treated at Vincent's Hospital? 

After the Race-Are the police supplied with provisions by gov
ernment or by private contracts? 
Kindly answer these questions as quickly as possible. I sent my 

story The Clay (which I had slightly rewritten) to The LITERARY 
World but the cursedly stupid ape that conducts that journal nei
ther acknowledged it nor sent it back. This kind of thing is mad
dening. Am I an imbecile or are these people imbeciles .... Will 
you read some English 'realists' I see mentioned in the papers and 
see what they are Jike-Gissing, Arthur Morrison and a man 
named Keary. I can read very little and am as dumb as a stockfish. 
But really I think that the two last stories I sent you are very good. 
Perhaps they will be refused by Heinemann. The order of the 
stories is as follows. The Sisters, An Encounter and another story 
which are stories of my childhood: The Boarding-House, After the 
Race and Eveline, which are stories of adolescence: The Clay, 
Counterparts, and A Painful Case which are stories of mature life: 
Ivy Day in the Committee Room, A Mother and the last story of 
the book which are stories of public life in Dublin. When you 
remember that Dublin has been a capital for thousands of years, 
that it is the 'second' city of the British Empire, that it is nearly 
three times as big as Venice it seems strange that no artist has 
given it to the world. I read that silly, wretched book of Moore's 
'The Untilled Field' which the Americans found so remarkable for 
its 'craftsmanship.' 0, dear me! It is very dull and fiat, indeed: and 
ill written. 

From a Letter from Stanislaus Joyce to James Joyce, 
October 10, 1905 

... It seems to me that your book 'Dubliners' is becoming almost 
as important as your novel. 'Ivy Day in the Committee Rooms' is 
accurate, just, and satisfactory. It is original too. I don't think that 
this which forms so great a part of Dublin, of Irish life has been 
done before by an artist. To a stranger your differentiation of char-
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acter would seem nothing less than marvellous. And the poem
the 'turn' in this case-is entirely Irish. Aunt Josephine prefers 'A 
Painful Case' to any of the others but slight as that story is I think 
it is too big for the form you use. My sense of proportion leads 
me to prefer 'Ivy Day in the Committee Rooms' or 'Counterparts.' 
People will think 'A Painful Case,' a story of passionate natures. 
People who want to be amused by what they read-that large 
class-will not find many of them to their taste. 'The Boarding· 
House,' perhaps, though the title is more like the title of a picture. 
Cosgrave said: 'How delicate he is on the point!' I find the intel
lectual serenity and ease with which you draw out these burgesses 
a relief after Turgenev's painful and unhappy analysis. But what 
is the meaning of writing one half of a story about 'Joe and Leo 
Dillon' and the other half about a sodomite, named by me for 
convenience sake 'the captain of fifty'? To call it 'An Encounter' 
will hardly link the two parts together. However I would not wish 
for a good deal that this type were missing in Dubliners. Do you 
write out of rough copy of these stories? Like a Shakespeare man
uscript there is scarcely ever a correction in them and yet I can 
hardly imagine that that astonishing unravelling of the sodomite's 
mind was written offhand. The sensation of terror-you were 
afraid he might catch you by the ankles-is cleverly put in .... 

From a Letter to Grant Richards, October 15, 1905 

... The second book which I have ready is called Dubliners. It is 
a collection of twelve short stories. It is possible that you would 
consider it to be of a commercial nature. I would gladly submit it 
to you before sending it to Messrs Constable and, if you could 
promise to publish it soon, I would gladly agree. Unfortunately I 
am in such circumstances that it is necessary for me to have either 
of the books published as soon as possible. 

I do not think that any writer has yet presented Dublin to the 
world. It has been a capital of Europe for thousands of years, it is 
supposed to be the second city of the British Empire and it is 
nearly three times as big as Venice. Moreover, on account of many 
circumstances which I cannot detail here, the expression 'Dub-
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liner' seems to me to have some meaning and I doubt whether 
the same can be said for such words as 'Londoner' and 'Parisian' 
both of which have been used by writers as titles. From time to 
time I see in publishers' lists announcements of books on Irish 
subjects, so that I think people might be willing to pay for the 
special odour of corruption which, I hope, floats over my stories. 

A Letter to Grant Richards, February 20, 1906 

Dear Mr Grant Richards: I am glad that you are pleased with 
Dubliners. As for the terms you offer me I may say that perhaps 
it would be best for me to put myself in your hands. I am sure 
that you wili deal with me as generously as you can. As a matter 
of fact my future work in which you seem to be interested is 
largely dependent on an improvement of my financial state. I have 
written nearly a thousand pages of a novel but I have had little 
leisure, comfort or prospects for continuing it. 

I should like to know when you propose to publish the book, 
in what form and at what price. If you will let me know I can send 
you the last story I have written-unless perhaps you have as su· 
perstitious an objection to the number thirteen as you seem to 
have with regard to Ireland and short stories in general. 

A Letter from Grant Richards to James Joyce, 
April 23, 1906 

Dear Mr. Joyce, 
I am sorry, but I am afraid we cannot publish "The Two Gal

lants" as it stands; indeed, the printers, to whom it was sent before 
I read it myself, say that they won't print it. You see that there 
are still limitations imposed on the English publisher! I am there· 
fore sending it back to you to ask you either to suppress it, or, 
better, to modify it in such a way as to enable it to pass. Perhaps 
you can see your way to do this at once. 

The same thing has to be done with two passages marked in 
blue pencil on page 15 of "Counterparts." · 

Also-you will think I am very troublesome, but I don't want 
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the critics to come down on your book like a cart load of bricks
I want you to give me a word that we ["I" crossed out in ink] can 
use instead of 'bloody' in the story "Grace." 

A Letter to Grant Richards, April 26, 1906 

Dear Mr Grant Richards: You tell me that the printer to whom 
you sent my story Two Gallants before you read it yourself refuses 
to print it and therefore you ask me either to suppress it or to 
modify it in such a way as to enable it to pass. I cannot see my 
way to do either of these things. I have written. my book with 
considerable care, in spite of a hundred difficulties and in accor
dance with what I understand to be the classical tradition of my 
art. You must therefore allow me to say that your printer's opinion 
of it does not interest me in the least. Moreover, I cannot alter 
the passages which are marked in blue pencil in the story Coun
terparts nor can I suggest any other word than the word 'bloody' 
for the story Grace. 

I intended to send you today the fourteenth and last story of the 
book, A Little Cloud which is now ready. I shall not do so, however, 
until I hear from you in reply: and I am also retaining the MSS of the 
two stories which you sent me. If in your next letter you tell me that 
you can see your way to print my book as I have written it and that 
you have found a printer who will endanger his immortal soul to 
that extent I shall then send you the three stories together. If you 
decide differently you can send me back the other eleven stories 
and we can consider the matter at an end. Naturally, I should be 
sorry if our relations ended in such a way. It would be almost a 
disaster to me but I am afraid the service which you ask me to do 
for your printer's conscience is not in my power. 

A Letter from Grant Richards to James Joyce, 
May 1, 1906 

Dear Mr. Joyce, 
Either I must have expressed myself carelessly in my letter to 

you or you must have misunderstood what I said. I told you what 
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the printer had said not because I cared about his opinion as his 
opinion, or cared a bit about his scruples, but because if a printer 
takes that view you can be quite sure that the booksellers will take 
it, that the libraries will take it, and that an inconveniently large 
section of the general public will take it. You have told me frankly 
that you look to your future being helped by your literary work. 
The best way of retarding that result will most certainly be to 
persist in the publishing of stories which-1 speak commercially, 
not artistically-will get you a name for doing work which most 
people will regret. You will understand that it is not my view 
which has to dictate our conduct in this matter. It is both the 
effect which your persistence would have on the commercial pos
sibilities of the book, and the effect that the publication of that 
book as it now stands in manuscript would have on our business 
generally. It would be easier to explain to you why I think you are 
taking a wrong course when you refuse either to make any alter
ations or to suppress the stories if I could have the opportunity of 
talking the matter over with you. I hope, however, that this letter 
will show you that from the point of view of policy there are two 
sides to the matter, and that you will see your way to alter the 
position you have taken up. In any case, please put on one side 
the idea that you seem to have, that I am at all interested in our 
printer's conscience. 

A Letter to Grant Richards, May 5, 1906 

Dear Mr Grant Richards, I am sorry you do not tell me why the 
printer, who seems to be the barometer of English opinion, refuses 
to print Two Gallants and makes marks in the margin of Counter
parts. Is it the small gold coin in the former story. or the code of 
honour which the two gallants live by which shocks him? I see 
nothing which should shock him in either of these things. His idea 
of gallantry has grown up in him (probably) during the reading of 
the novels of the elder Dumas and during the performance of 
romantic plays which presented to him cavaliers and ladies in full 
dress. But I am sure he is willing to modify his fantastic views. I 
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would strongly recommend to him the chapters wherein Ferrero 
examines the moral code of the soldier and (incidentally) of the 
gallant. But it would be useless for I am sure that in his heart of 
hearts he is a militarist. 

He has marked three passages in Counterparts: 

'a man with two establishments to keep up, of course he 
couldn't. .. .' 
'Farrington said he wouldn't mind having the far one and 
began to smile at her ... .' 
'She continued to cast bold glances at him and changed 
the position of her legs often; and when she was going out 
she brushed against his chair and said "Pardon!" in a Cock
ney accent.' 

His marking of the first passage makes me think that there is 
priestly blood in him: the scent for immoral allusions is certainly 
very keen here. To me this passage seems as childlike as the re
ports of divorce cases in The Standard. Or is it possible that this 
same printer (or maybe some near relative of his) will read (nay 
more, actually collaborate in) that solemn journal which tells its 
readers not merely that Mrs So and So misconducted herself with 
Captain So and So but even how often she misconducted herself 
with him! The word 'establishment' is surely as inoffensive as the 
word 'misconducted.' 

It is easier to understand why he has marked the second pas
sage, and evident why he has marked the third. But I would refer 
him again to that respectable organ the reporters of which are 
allowed to speak of such intimate things as even I, a poor artist, 
have but dared to suggest. 0 one-eyed printer! Why has he de
scended with his blue pencil, full of the Holy Ghost, upon these 
passages and allowed his companions to set up in type reports of 
divorce cases, and ragging cases and cases of criminal assault
reports, moreover, which are to be read by an 'inconveniently large 
section of the general public.' 

There remains his final objection to the word 'bloody.' I can
not know, of course, from what he derives the word or whether, 
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in his plain blunt way, he accepts it as it stands. In the latter case 
his objection is absurd and in the former case (if he follows the 
only derivation I have heard for it) it is strange that he should 
object more strongly to a profane use of the Virgin than to a pro
fane use of the name of God. Where is his English Protestantism? 
I myself can bear witness that I have seen in modern English print 
such expressions as 'by God' and 'damn.' Some cunning Jesuit 
must have tempted our stout Protestant from the path of righ
teousness that he defends the honour of the Virgin with such 
virgin ardour. 

As for my part and share in the book I have already told all I 
have to tell. My intention was to write a chapter of the moral 
history of my country and I chose Dublin for the scene because 
that city seemed to me the centre of paralysis. I have tried to 
present it to the indifferent public under four of its aspects: child
hood, adolescence, maturity and public life. The stories are ar
ranged in this order. I have written it for the most part in a style 
of scrupulous meanness and with the conviction that he is a very 
bold man who dares to alter in the presentment, still more to de
form, whatever he has seen and heard. I cannot do any more than 
this. I cannot alter what I have written. All these objections of 
which the printer is now the mouthpiece arose in my mind when 
I was writing the book, both as to the themes of the stories and 
their manner of treatment. Had I listened to them I would not 
have written the book. I have come to the conclusion that I cannot 
write without offending people. The printer denounces Two Gal
lants and Counterparts. A Dubliner would denounce Ivy Day in 
the Committee-Room. The more subtle inquisitor will denounce 
An Encounter, the enormity of which the printer cannot see be
cause he is, as I said, a plain blunt man. The Irish priest will 
denounce The Sisters. The Irish boarding-house keeper will de
nounce The Boarding-House. Do not let the printer imagine, for 
goodness' sake, that he is going to have all the barking to him
self. 

I can see plainly that there are two sides to the matter but 
unfortunately I can occupy only one of them. I will not fall into 
the error of suggesting to you which side you should occupy but 
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it seems to me that you credit the printer with too infallible a 
knowledge of the future. I know very little of the state of English 
literature at present nor do I know whether it deserves or not the 
eminence which it occupies as the laughingstock of Europe. But 
I suspect that it will follow the other countries of Europe as it did 
in Chaucer's time. You have opportunities to observe the phe
nomenon at close range. Do you think that The Second Mrs Tan
queray would not have been denounced by a manager of the 
middle Victorian period, or that a publisher of that period would 
not have rejected a book by George Moore or Thomas Hardy? 
And if a change is to take place I do not see, why it should not 
begin now. 

You tell me in conclusion that I am endangering my future 
and your reputation. I have shown you earlier in the letter the 
frivolity of the printer's objections and I do not see how the pub
lication of Dubliners as it now stands in manuscript could possibly 
be considered an outrage on public morality. I am willing to be
lieve that when you advise me not to persist in the publication of 
stories such as those you have returned to me you do so with a 
kind intention towards me: and I am sure you will think me wrong
headed in persisting. But if the art were any other, if I were a 
painter and my book were a picture you would be less ready to 
condemn me for wrong-headedness if I .refused to alter certain 
details. These details may now seem to you unimportant but if I 
took them away Dubliners would seem to me like an egg without 
salt. In fact, I am somewhat curious to know what, if these and 
similar points have been condemned, has been admired in the 
book at all. 

I see now that my letter is becoming nearly as long as my book. 
I have touched on every point you raise in order to give you reason 
for the 'faith that is in me. I have not, however, said what a dis
appointment it would be to me if you were unable to share my 
views. I do not speak so much of a material as of a moral disap
pointment. But I think I could more easily reconcile myself to such 
a disappointment than to the thousand little regrets and self
reproaches which would certainly make me their prey afterwards. 
Believe me, dear Mr Grant Richards, Faithfully yours 
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From a Letter from Grant Richards to James Joyce, 
May 10, 1906 

Dear Mr. Joyce, 
Many thanks for your letter. If I had written your stories I 

should certainly wish to be able to afford your attitude; but as I 
stand on the publisher's side, I feel most distinctly that for more 
than one reason you cannot afford it. You have written a book 
which, whether it sells or whether it does not, is a very. remarkable 
and striking piece of work; certainly it is what you wanted it to 
be-a chapter of the moral history of your country. But a book is 
not written nowadays to any real effect until it is published. You 
won't get a publisher-a real publisher-to issue it as it stands. I 
won't say that you won't get somebody to bring it out, but it would 
be brought out obscurely and in such a way would be certain to 
do no good to your pocket and would hardly be likely to get into 
the hands of any but a few people. After all, remember, it is only 
words and sentences that have to be altered; and it seems to me 
that the man who cannot convey his meaning by more than one 
set of words and sentences has not yet realized the possibilities of 
the English language. That is not your case .... 

A Letter to Grant Richards, May 13, 1906 

Dear Mr Grant Richards, I am sorry that in reply to my letter you 
have written one of so generalising a character. I do not see how 
you can expect me to agree with you about the impossibility of 
publishing the book as it is. Your statement that no publisher 
could issue such a book seems to me somewhat categorical. You 
must not imagine that the attitude I have taken up is in the least 
heroic. The fact is I cannot see much reason in your complaints. 

You complain of Two Gallants, of a passage 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 story twice in the following passage: 
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-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 shovel etc . . . 

265 

This I could alter, if you insist. I see no reason for doing so 
but if this point alone prevented the book from being published I 
could put another word instead of 'bloody': But this word occurs 
elsewhere in the book, in Ivy Day in the Committee-Room, in The 
Boarding-House, in Two Gallants: 

-'And one night man, she brought me two bloody fine 
cigars &c'-

Two Gallants 

-'Here's this fellow come to the throne after his bloody 
owl' mother keeping him out of it till the man was 
grey ... &c'-

Ivy Day in the Committee-Room 

-'if any fellow tried that sort of game on with his sister 
he'd bloody well put his teeth down his throat, so he 
would' &c 

The Boarding-House 

The first passage I could alter. The second passage (with infinite 
regret) I could alter by omitting the word simply. But the third 
passage I absolutely could not alter. Read The Boarding-House 
yourself and tell me frankly what you think. The word, the exact 
expression I have used, is in my opinion the one expression in the 
English language which can create on the reader the effect which 
I wish to create. Surely you can see this for yourself? 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 neither indecent nor blas
phemous? 

The objections raised against Counterparts seem to me equally 
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trivial. Is it possible that at this age of the world in the country 
which the ingenuous Latins are fond of calling 'the home of lib
erty' an allusion to 'two establishments' cannot appear in print or 
that I cannot write the phrase 'she changed the position of her 
legs often'? To invoke the name of Areopagitica in this connection 
would be to render the artist as absurd as the printer. 

You say it is a small thing I am asked to do, to efface a word 
here and there. But do you not see clearly that in a short story 
above all such effacement may be fatal. You cannot say that the 
phrases objected to are gratuitous and impossible to print and at 
the same time approve of the tenor of the book. Granted this latter 
as legitimate I cannot see how anyone can consider these minute 
and necessary details illegitimate. I must say that these objections 
seem to me illogical. Why do you not object to the theme of An 
Encounter, to the passage 'he stood up slowly saying that he had 
to leave us for a few moments &c ... '? Why do you not object 
to the theme of The Boarding-House? Why do you omit to censure 
the allusions to the Royal Family, to the Holy Ghost, to the Dublin 
Police, to the Lord Mayor of Dublin, to the cities of the plain, to 
the Irish Parliamentary Party &c? As I told you in my last letter I 
cannot understand what has been admired in the book at all if 
these passages have been condemned. What would remain of the 
book if I had to efface everything which might give offence? The 
title, perhaps? 

You must allow me to say that I think you are unduly timid. 
There is nothing 'impossible' in the book, in my opinion. You will 
not be prosecuted for publishing it. The worst that will happen, I 
suppose, is that some critic will allude to me as the 'Irish Zola'! 
But even such a display of the critical intellect should not be suf
ficiently terrible to deter you from bringing out the book. I am 
not, as you may suppose, an extremely business-like person but I 
confess I am puzzled to know why all these objections were not 
raised at first. When the contract was signed I thought everything 
was over: but now I find I must plunge into a correspondence 
which, I am afraid, tends only to agitate my nerves. 

The appeal to my pocket has not much weight with me. Of 
course I would gladly see the book in print and of course I would 
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like to make money by it. But, on the other hand, I have very little 
intention of prostituting whatever talent I may have to the public. 
(This letter is not for publication). I am not an emissary from a 
War Office testing a new explosive or an eminent doctor praising 
a new medicine or a sporting cyclist riding a new make of bicycle 
or a renowned tenor singing a song by a new composer: and there· 
fore the appeal to my pocket does not touch me as deeply as it 
otherwise might. You say you will be sorry if the book must pass 
from your list. I will be extremely sorry. But what can I do? I have 
thought the matter over and looked over the book again and I 
think you are making much ado about nothing. Kindly do not 
misread this as a rebuke to you but put the emphasis on the last 
word. For, I assure you, not the least unfortunate effect of this 
tardy correspondence is that it has brought my own writing into 
disfavour with myself. Act, however, as you think best. I have done 
my part. Believe me, dear Mr Grant Richards, Faithfully yours 

A Letter from Grant Richards to James Joyce, 
May 16, 1906 

Dear Mr. Joyce, 
I will try to be more categorical. First, though, Jet me see if I 

cannot remove a misconception that exists in your mind as to our 
attitude. My admiration for your book is a thing entirely apart, 
and necessarily so, from my conviction as to what is wise or not 
wise for us to publish. Personally I prefer the word 'bloody' in the 
places in which it occurs to any word you could substitute for it 
since it is, as you say, the right word; on the other hand a publisher 
has to be influenced by other considerations. Personally I have no 
objection to the other stories we have discussed, although I may 
say that in their present form they would damage their publisher. 
We are, for various reasons into which I need not go at this dis· 
tance, peculiarly liable to attack. However, you concede the alter· 
ation of the troublesome word in "Grace"; well and good. You 
concede it in "The Two Gallants"; you concede it in "Ivy Day in 
the Committee Room"; leave it in "The Boarding House." 
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In "Counterparts" I have ~o feeling about the allusion to 'two 
establishments [']; the other phrase must really come out. 

On consideration I should like to leave out altogether "The 
Encounter." 

"The Two Gallants" should certainly be omitted. Perhaps you 
can omit it with an easier mind since originally it did !lot form 
part of your book. 

The difficulties between us, therefore, narrow themselves 
down, since you have come some little way to meet me, and I 
hope now they will disappear entirely. Believe me, dear Mr. Joyce, 
Sincerely yours, 

A Letter to Grant Richards, May 20, 1906 

Dear Mr Grant Richards: You say that the difficulties between us 
have narrowed themselves down. If this be true it is I who have 
narrowed them. If you will recall your first letter you will see that 
on your side they have broadened a little. While I have made con
cessions as to the alteration of a word in three of the stories you 
are simply allowing me to use it in a story where, not having no
ticed it until I pointed it out to you, you had not objected to it. 
Moreover you now say that you wish to leave out altogether the 
story An Encounter. You said nothing of this in your first letter 
and it was I, again, who pointed out to you the 'enormity' in it. It 
is true that you concede one of the disputed passages in Counter
parts but, inasmuch as you say you have no feeling on the subject, 
I suppose the concession costs you much less than those I have 
made cost me. 

I mention these facts in order that you may see that I have 
tried to meet your objections. We are agreed now about Grace, Ivy 
Day in the Committee-Room and The Boarding-House. There re
main only the second passage in Counterparts and the story Two 
Gallants. I invite you to read the former story again. The incident 
described is (in my opinion, if that counts for anything) essential. 
It occurs at a vital part of the story and, if it is taken out, the effect 
at the end is (in my opinion) lost. However (you see that it is really 
I who narrow the difficulties between us) if you can point out to 
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me expressly any word or phrase which I can alter without omit
ting the incident, much as I dislike to do so, I will try again to 
meet you. 

I have agreed to omit the troublesome word in Two Gallants. 
To omit the story from the book would really be disastrous. It is 
one of the most important stories in the book. I would rather sac
rifice five of the other stories (which I could name) than this one. 
It is the story (after Ivy Day in the Committee-Room) which pleases 
me most. I have shown you that I can concede something to your 
fears. But you cannot really expect me to mutilate my work! 

You state your objection to An Encounter (an objection I was 
imprudent enough to provoke) so mildly that I imagine this will 
not be one of our difficulties. In all seriousness I would urge the 
interference of the printer as soon as possible if my book is not to 
dwindle into a pamphlet, for each bout of letters, as it brings some 
little concession from my side, brings also some little new demand 
from yours. And as I have told you all along I am convinced that 
your fears are exaggerated. Many of the passages and phrases over 
which we are now disputing escaped you: it was I who showed 
them to you. And do you think that what escaped you (whose 
business it is to look for such things in the books you consider) 
will be surely detected by a public which reads the books for quite 
another reason? 

I regret very much that the interview you suggested earlier in 
the correspondence is impossible. I believe that in an interview I 
could much more easily defeat whatever influences you in holding 
your present position. As for the disastrous effect the book would 
have if published in its present form it seems to me such a result 
is more likely to hit me than you. Critics (I think) are fonder of 
attacking writers than publishers; and, I assure you their attacks 
on me would in no way hasten my death. Moreover, from the 
point of view of financial success it seems to me more than prob
able than [sic] an attack, even a fierce and organised attack, on the 
book by the press would have the effect of interesting the public 
in it to much better purpose than the tired chorus of imprimaturs 
with which the critical body greets the appearance of every book 
which is not dangerous to faith or morals. 
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You cannot see anything impossible and unreasonable in my 
position. I have explained and argued everything at full length and, 
when argument and explanation were unavailing, I have perforce 
granted what you asked, and even what you didn't ask, me to 
grant. The points on which I have not yielded are the points which 
rivet the book together. If I eliminate them what becomes of the 
chapter of the moral history of my country? I fight to retain them 
because I believe that in composing my chapter of moral history 
in exactly the way I have composed it I have taken the first step 
towards the spiritual liberation of my country. Reflect for a mo· 
ment on the history of the literature of Ireland as it stands at 
present written in the English language before you condemn this 
genial illusion of mine which, after all, has at least served me in 
the office of a candlestick during the writing of the book. 

A Letter from Grant Richards to James Joyce, 
June 7, 1906 

Dear Mr. Joyce, 
An answer to your last letter to me has been delayed owing to 

my taking a brief Whitsuntide holiday. 
Heaven knows that we want to do everything that you want 

us to do, but for various reasons, which it would take too long to 
write down, our hands are to some extent tied. If this business 
were mine it would be a different thing. 

But I did notice very clearly "An Encounter" when I first read 
the manuscript, and we were at that time told by our adviser that 
we ought to get you to omit it. I was in doubts about it, but came 
to the conclusion that it was unnecessary to do so. But matter 
which to a large section of the public will seem questionable is 
cumulative in its effect, and when I came to read "The Two Gal- . 
lants" I saw that to publish the book with that story as you had 
written it would be to draw attention to other things in the book 
which would otherwise pass. Perhaps you can re-write "The Two 
Gallants" -although I don't suppose you will. Still, in producing 
one's first book it is just as well to be guided by somebody's advice, 
and I don't honestly think that you could have a more competent 
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adviser on the matter than I am. We cannot publish the book as 
it stands; that I am afraid is clear. We can only publish it with the 
alterations or omissions that so far I have suggested. If it were I 
who was publishing the book, admiring it as I do, I might be willing 
to bear any attack, organized or otherwise. But an attack on this 
house at the present moment, and on such a subject, would be 
extremely damaging. 

Your letters make me wish to meet you, and they make me 
wish to have your book as you have written it among my own that 
I value; but they cannot blind me to the impolicy of the attitude 
you are taking up. Believe me, dear Mr. Joyce, Sincerely yours, 

A Letter to Grant Richards, June 10, 1906 

Dear Mr Grant Richards, I see by reference to letters that you 
were sending the book to the printers two months ago. Its transit, 
however, has been delayed by a copious and futile correspondence 
which my original reply to your objections certainly did not pro
voke. This correspondence has been a cause of great and constant 
worry to me and I now recognise how useless it has been. 

I pointed out to you clearly in my last letter that it was I who 
had made efforts to narrow down the difficulties between us, dif
ficulties which, I think, it would have been much wiser to raise at 
an earlier stage. I am unable to gather from your letter of this 
morning whether you hold to your first claims of six weeks ago or 
whether you agree to the concessions I made in my letter of a 
fortnight ago. I will ask you to let me know this definitely. 

I have nothing further to add to what I have written in defence 
of my book but I may repeat that, in my opinion, you have allowed 
yourself to be intimidated by imaginary terrors. You may have 
difficulties of which I know nothing for I imagine it is not public 
opinion which deters you. My bag of suggestions is nearly empty 
but I present you with this last one. Buy two critics. If you could 
do this with tact you could easily withstand a campaign. Two just 
and strong men, each armed with seven newspapers-quia sus
tinebit? I speak in parables. 

As regards me, I leave this delightful city at the end of next 
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month and go to Rome where I have obtained a position as cor
respondent 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 I hope to find time to finish my novel in Rome within 
a year or, at most, a year and a half. I mention this because in a 
former letter of yours you were kind enough to inquire about my 
financial position. Believe me, dear Mr Grant Richards, Faithfully 
yours 

A Letter from Grant Richards to James Joyce, 
June 14, 1906 

Dear Mr. Joyce, 
You are under a misapprehension: your book did go to the 

printers'; they set up a page, which happened to be a page of "The 
Two Gallants"; they kicked at its nature and it was that that made 
me read ["it" crossed out] the story, which I had not done previ
ously, and that made me go into the whole question. 

I think that if you read the letters that have passed between 
us you will see exactly what we are willing to put our name to and 
what we dare not put our name to. It remains, therefore, for you 
to decide. 

Tum specially to the letter of May 16th, which was written in 
answer to certain concessions on your part. Presumably you are 
still willing to make those concessions, as detailed in paragraph 1. 

In "Counterparts" there is a phrase that must come out if we 
are to publish the book. 

We should like to omit entirely "An Encounter", but if you 
will give way on the other points we will give way on this. 

"The Two Gallants" must be omitted unless you can re-write 
it in the sense suggested in my letter of June 7th. 

Unfortunately as things stand at present you cannot buy one 
critic of importance, to say nothing of two; sometimes I wish one 
could! Also, the habit of multiple reviewing has gone out. 

I am very happy to hear of your engagement in Rome. In 
Rome at least you seem to be nearer to London, and more likely 
to come over; anyhow, I am more likely to be in Rome than I am 
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to go to Trieste. And whatever happens to this book, which is 
giving you and me the writing of so many letters, I hope you will 
give us the opportunity of reading the novel. Believe me, dear Mr. 
Joyce, Sincerely yours, 

A Letter to Grant Richards, June 16, 1906 

Dear Mr Grant Richards, I have turned to your letter of May 16th 
last and particularly to the first paragraph where I read that in 
consideration of three omissions conceded by me you allowed me 
to retain a word originally written in one of the stories. These 
three concessions I 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 statement that one other phrase 
in the story under discussion should come out. In that story there 
are two other phrases marked by somebody's blue pencil: and in 
reply to your letter I stated that I was disposed to modify the 
passage but that I could not omit it. You now say that one of the 
two phrases must come out and I presume you choose this solu· 
tion in preference to the one proposed by me, namely, a modifi
cation of the passage which contains the two phrases objected 
to. I am still disposed to make either concession that is, either to 
modify (without omitting) the passage or to allow you to can· 
eel whichever of the phrases you prefer to cancel on certain 
conditions. 

The third paragraph of your letter of 16 May stated that you 
wished to omit another story of the original book but that you 
would not insist on this if I gave way on the other points. I replied 
by making the concessions mentioned above. 

In the fourth and fifth paragraphs of the same letter you said 
that the story Two Gallants should certainly be omitted adding 
that you supposed I could omit it with an easier mind since it did 
not form part of the original book. I replied to this by pointing 
out that I had already agreed to make an omission in that story, 
that it was one of the most important stories in the book in my 
opinion, that I saw no way in which it could be re-written and 
that its omission would mean in my opinion a mutilation of the 
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book. I am still disposed to make the omission I agreed to make 
of the word 'bloody' in that story if you are disposed to include it 
in the book. 

I suppose you are now quite clear as to my present position. 
The concessions which I made in reference to the original book I 
made solely with a view to the inclusion of Two Gallants, which, 
if it did not actually 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 cannot possibly include Two Gallants with the 
omission I volunteered to make the motive which would induce 
me to make the other concessions disappears and I am disposed 
to allow you to print the book without it as I originally wrote it 
though, as I have told you, I regard such an omission as an almost 
mortal mutilation of my work. 

The spectre of the printer which I thought I had laid rises 
again in your letter of 14th instant. This apparition is most dis· 
tasteful to me and I hope he will not trouble the correspondence 
again. I do not seek to penetrate the mysteries of his being and 
existence, for example, how he came by his conscience and cui· 
ture, 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 happened to alight mag· 
ically on what he was designed 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 are 
mysteries and may remain so. But I cannot permit a printer to 
write my book for me. In no other civilised country in Europe, I 
think, is a 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 decides not 
to trouble the printer by asking him to print the book. A printer 
is simply a workman hired by the day or by the job for a cer· 
tain sum. 

I am delighted and surprised to learn that nowadays it is 
impossible to buy a critic of importance. Evidently since I left 
the British Isles some extraordinary religious revolution has 
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taken place. I expect to hear shortly that the practices of self
stultification and prostitution have gone out of fashion among 
authors. 

In the last paragraph of your letter you seem to suggest the 
possibility of our meeting in Rome. I should be glad of such a 
meeting as correspondence on debated points appears to me most 
unsatisfactory. However, by dint of exchanging six or seven letters, 
I hope we have now arrived at a clear understanding of our re
spective attitudes. 

In conclusion I thank you for replying to me so quickly and 
will be glad if you will answer this with equal promptness. Believe 
me, dear Mr Grant Richards, Faithfully yours 

A Letter from Grant Richards to James Joyce, 
June 19, 1906 

Dear Mr. Joyce, 
Your manuscript is presumably the only one with which you 

are dealing at the present moment; it is one of several dozen with 
which we are dealing and about which we are corresponding, and 
although when I started writing to you I remembered perfectly 
well the different points, some of them now are less clear in my 
memory. However, I have looked again at that part of the manu
script that we have here and at your letters, and it seems to me 
that the best course will be for you to make the alterations to the 
extent that you are willing to make them and in the .sense sug
gested by me, and return the manuscript to me, when, if I under
stand your concessions aright, the book will no doubt be able to 
go to the printer. With this object I am sending back to you to
day by registered post the balance of the manuscript. 

In "Counterparts" you say you are disposed to modify the 
passage to which I specially drew attention, but you will not omit 
it. Of course I do not know how far your modification will go; in 
any case, I should not care to fake the responsibility of cancelling 
any passage with my own pen. 

As to "The Two Gallants," you say that I knew it to be in 
preparation. But I had no idea of its character. Return it, however, 
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with the omission that you volunteer to make and I will see 
whether, in the hoped for event of the book going to the printer, 
it can be included, as I should certainly prefer, knowing your 
views. 

In brief: when I get your stories back I will re-read the whole 
manuscript and will judge it then afresh. Perhaps, too, with your 
modifications and read in their proper context, the passages may 
seem to me less likely to attract undesirable attention. 

You speak of the spectre of the printer, which you thought 
you had laid, rising again in my letter of the 14th. This is unjust. 
I referred to the printer in answer to a passage in your letter of 
June. lOth, in which you spoke of the transit of the manuscript to 
his care having been delayed by copious and futile correspon
dence, in order to show you that the manuscript had been to the 
printer. You speak of his combining the duties of an author with 
his own honourable calling, and ask how he comes to be the rep
resentative of the public mind, and how he happened to alight 
magically on the particular passages that he did; and proceed to 
say that the printer is simply a workman hired by the day or by 
the job for a certain sum. That he should have alighted on that 
particular passage is a pure coincidence; your other points in this 
connection will be answered possibly by suggesting that you look 
inside any book, where you will find a printer's imprint. This im 
[sic] necessary. If a book is attacked as indecent the printer suffers 
also from the attack; and if it is sufficiently indecent he also is 
prosecuted. 

There is, I believe, one further story which you design for 
inclusion in "Dubliners," but which, when this trouble arose, you 
kept back. Please send that also with the others. I hope there may 
be no question about that! Believe me, dear Mr. Joyce, Sincerely 
yours, 

A Letter to Grant Richards, June 23, 1906 

Dear Mr Grant Richards: I have received the manuscript safely. 
For the next few days I shall be engaged on a translation but 
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during next week I shall read over the whole book and try to do 
what I can with it. I shall delete the word 'bloody' wherever it 
occurs except in one passage in The Boarding-House. I shall modify 
the passage in Counterparts as best I can. Since you object to it 
so strongly. These are operations which I dislike from the bottom 
of my heart and I am only conceding so much to your objections 
in order that Two Gallants may be included. If you cannot see 
your way to publish it I will have only wasted my time for nothing. 
As for the fourteenth story A Little Clqud I do not expect you will 
find anything in it to object to. In any case I will send it back with 
the others, as you direct me. 

Some of my suggestions may have seemed to you rather far
cical: and I suppose it would be useless for me to suggest that you 
should find another printer. I would prefer a person who was 
dumb from his birth, or, if none such can be found, a person who 
will not 'argue the point.' But let that pass. 

Your suggestion that those concerned in the publishing of 
Dubliners may be prosecuted for indecency is in my opinion an 
extraordinary contribution to the discussion. I know that some 
amazing imbecilities have been perpetrated in England but I really 
cannot see how any civilised tribunal could listen for two minutes 
to such an accusation against my book. I care little or nothing 
whether what I write is indecent or not but, if I understand the 
meaning of words, I have written nothing whatever indecent in 
Dub liners. 

I send you a Dublin paper by this post. It is the leading satirical 
paper of the Celtic nations, corresponding to Punch or Pasquino. 
I send it to you that you may see how witty the Irish are as all the 
world knows. The style. of the caricaturist will show you how ar
tistic they are: and you will see for yourself that the Irish are the 
most spiritual race on the face of the earth. Perhaps this may 
reconcile you to Dubliners. It is not my fault that the odour of 
ashpits and old weeds and offal hangs round my stories. I seriously 
believe that you will retard the course of civilisation in Ireland by 
preventing the Irish people from having one good look at them
selves in my nicely polished looking-glass. 
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From Various Letters to Joyce's Brother Stanislaus, 
October to December 1906 

... It is impossible for me to write anything in my present cir
cumstances. I wrote some notes for A Painful Case but I hardly 
think the subject is worth treating at much length. The fact is, my 
imagination is starved at present. I went through my entire book 
of verses mentally on receipt of Symons' letter and they nearly all 
seemed to me poor and trivial: some phrases and lines pleased me 
and no more. A page of A Little Cloud gives me more pleasure 
than all my verses .... [October 18] 

... I have read Gissing's Demos: A Story of English Socialism. 
Why are English novels so terribly boring? I think G. has little 
merit. The socialist in this is first a worker, and then inherits a 
fortune, jilts his first girl, marries a lydy, becomes a big employer 
and takes to drink. You know the kind of story. There is a cler
gyman in it with searching eyes and a deep voice who makes all 
the socialists wince under his firm gaze. I am going to read another 
book of his. Then I will try Arthur Morrison and Hardy: and finally 
Thackeray. Without boasting I think I have little or nothing to 
learn from English novelists. 

I have written to A.J. asking her to send me By the Stream of 
Kilmeen [sic] a book of stories by Seamas O'Kelly-you remember 
him. He was in the degree class with me. I also asked her to try 
to lay hands on any old editions of Kickh~m, Griffin, Carleton, 
H. J. Smyth &c, Banim and to send me a Xmas present made up 
of tram-tickets, advts, handbills, posters, papers, programmes &c. 
I would like to have a map of Dublin on my wall. I suppose I am 
becoming something of a maniac. I am writing to her today to 
know how you spell Miss McCleod's (?)Reel. I have also added in 
the story The Clay the name of Maria's laundry, the Dublin by 
Lamplight Laundry: it is such a gentle way of putting it. ... [No
vember 6.] 

... You ask me to explain ... the meaning of Dublin by Lamplight 
Laundry? That is the name of the laundry at Ballsbridge, of which 
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the story treafs. It is run by a society of Protestant spinsters, wid
ows, and childless women-1 expect-as a Magdalen's home. The 
phrase Dublin by Lamplight means that Dublin by lamplight is a 
wicked place full of wicked and lost women whom a kindly com
mittee gathers together for the good work of washing my dirty 
shirts. I like the phrase because 'it is a gentle way of putting it.' 
Now I have explained .... [November 13.] 

... I was today in the Biblioteca Vittorio Emanuele, looking up 
the account of the Vatican Council of 1870 which declared the 
infallibility of the Pope. Had not time to finish. Before the final 
proclamation many of the clerics left Rome as a protest. At the 
proclamation when the dogma was read out the Pope said 'Is that 
all right, gents?'. All the gents said 'Placet' but two said 'Non pla
cet'. But the Pope 'You be damned! Kissmearsel I'm infallible!'. 
The two were, according to one account, the bishops of Capuzzo 
and Little Rock, according to another account, the bishops of Ajac
cio and Little Rock. I looked up MacHale's life. He was bishop of 
Tuam and of somewhere else in partibus. They say nothing of his 
having voted at the Vatican Council. I shall continue there to
morrow and rewrite. that part of the story. Grace takes place in 
1901 or 2, therefore Kernan at that time 1870 would have been 
about twenty-five. He would have been born in 1848 and would 
have been only 6 years of age at time of the proclamation of the 
Immaculate Conception dogma 1854. I want now an account of 
the unveiling of Smith O'Brien's statue to see if MacHale was 
there. I can get all the dictionaries I want in the Bib. Vitt. Eman. 
(blast the long name) including a diet of English slang. What a pity 
I am so handicapped .... [November 13.] 

... One of Hardy's stories ... is about a lawyer on the circuit 
who seduces a servant, then receives letters from her so beautifully 
written that he decides to marry her. The letters are written by 
the servant's mistress who is in love with the lawyer. After the 
marriage (servant is accompanied to London by mistress) husband 
says fondly 'Now, dear J.K.-S-&c, will you write a little note to 
my dear sister, A.B X. etc and send her a piece of the wedding-
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cake. One of those nice little letters you know so well how to write, 
love.' Exit of servant wife. She goes out and sits at a table some
where and, I suppose, writes something like this 'Dear Mrs X-I 
enclose a piece of wedding-cake.' Enter husband-lawyer, genial. 
Genially he says 'Well, love, how have you written' and then the 
whole discovery is found out. Servant-wife blows her nose in the 
letter and lawyer confronts the mistress. She confesses. Then they 
talk a page or so of copybook talk (as distinguished from servant's 
ditto). She weeps but he is stern. Is this as near as T.H. can get 
to life, I wonder? 0 my poor fledglings, poor Corley, poor Ignatius 
Gallaher! [December 3.] 

A Letter to Grant Richards, 
November 23, 1913 

Dear Sir I sent you two years ago a copy of a letter which I sent 
to the press concerning my book Dubliners. Since then the book 
has had a still more eventful career. It was printed completely and 
the entire edition of 1000 copies was burned by the publisher. A 
complete set of printed proofs is in my possession. In view of the 
very strange history of the book-its acceptance and refusal by 
two houses, my letter to the present king, his reply, my letter to 
the press, my negotiations with the second publisher-nego
tiations which ended in malicious burning of the whole first 
edition-and furthermore in view of the fact that Dublin, of 
which the book treats so uncompromisingly, is at present the cen
tre of general interest, I think that perhaps the time has come for 
my luckless book to appear. 

I have written a preface narrating objectively its history and 
as there are 100 orders ready for it. in this city I am prepared, if 
need be, to contribute towards the expenses of publication-ex
penses which I presume will be lighter as the book will be set up 
from printed proofs. 

Awaiting your prompt reply I am, dear sir Yours sincerely 
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Joyce's "Preface" to Dubliners, sent to 
Grant Richards November 30, 1913 

A CURIOUS HISTORY 
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The following letter, which was the history of a book of stories, 
was sent by me to the Press of the United Kingdom two years ago. 
It was published by two newspapers so far as I know: Sinn Fein 

· (Dublin) and the Northern Whig (Belfast). 

To the Editor 
17 August 1911 

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

Nearly six years ago Mr Grant Richards, publisher, of 
London signed a contract with me for the publication of 
a book of stories written by me, entitled Dubliners. Some 
ten months later he wrote asking me to omit one of the 
stories and passages in others which, as he said, his printer 
refused to set up. I declined to do either and a correspon
dence began between Mr Grant Richards and myself 
which lasted more than three months. I went to an inter
national jurist in Rome (where I lived then) and was ad
vised to omit. I declined to do so and the MS was returned 
to me, the publisher refusing to publish notwithstanding 
his pledged printed word, the contract remaining in my 
possession. 

Six months afterwards a Mr Hone wrote to me from 
Marseilles to ask me to submit the MS to Messrs Maunsel, 
publishers, of Dublin. I did so: and after about a year, in 
July 1909, Messrs Maunsel signed a contract with me 
for the publication of the book on or before 1 Septem
ber 1910. In December 1909 Messrs Maunsel's manager 
begged me to alter a passage in one of the stories, Ivy Day 
in the Committee Room, wherein some reference was 
made to Edward VII. I agreed to do so, much against my 
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will, and altered' one or two phrases. Messrs Maunsel con
tinually postponed the date of publication and in the end 
wrote, asking me to omit the passage or to change it rad
ically. I declined to do either, pointing out that Mr Grant 
Richards of London had raised no objection to the passage 
when Edward VII was alive and that I could not see why 
an Irish publisher should raise an objection to it when Ed
ward VII had passed into history. I suggested arbitration 
or a deletion of the passage with a prefatory note of expla
nation by me but Messrs Maunsel would agree to neither. 
As Mr Hone (who had written to me in the first instance) 
disclaimed all responsibility in the matter and any connec
tion with the firm I took the opinion of a solicitor in Dub
lin who advised me to omit the passage, informing me that 
as I had no domicile in the United Kingdom I could not 
sue Messrs Maunsel for breach of contract unless I paid 
£100 into court and that, even if I paid £100 into court 
and sued them, I should have no chance of getting a 
verdict in my favour from a Dublin jury if the passage 
in dispute could be taken as offensive in any way to the 
late king. I wrote then to the present king, George V, en
closing a printed proof of the story with the passage 
therein marked and begging him to inform me whether in 
his view the passage (certain allusions made by a person 
of the story in the idiom of his social class) should be with
held from publication as offensive to the memory of his 
father. His Majesty's private secretary sent me this 
reply: 

Buckingham Palace 
The private secretary is commanded to acknowledge 

the receipt of Mr James Joyce's letter of the 1 instant and 
to inform him that it is inconsistent with rule for His Maj
esty to express his opinion in such cases. The enclosures 
are returned herewith 11 August 1911 

Here is the passage in dispute: 
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-But look here, John,-said Mr O'Connor.-Why should 
we welcome the king of England? Didn't Parnell him
self ... ?-

-Parnell,-said Mr Henchy,-is dead. Now, here's 
the way I look at it. Here's this chap come to the throne 
after his old mother keeping him out of it till the man was 
grey. He's a jolly fine decent fellow, if you ask me, and no 
damn nonsense about him. He just says to himself:-The 
old one never went to see these wild Irish. By Christ, I'll go 
myself and see what they're like.-And are we going to in
sult the man when he comes ~ver here on a friendly visit? 
Eh? Isn't that right, Crofton?- ' 

Mr Crofton nodded his head. 
-But after all now,-said Mr Lyons, argumen

tatively,-King Edward's life, you know, is not the 
very ... -

-Let bygones be bygones.-said Mr Henchy-1 ad
mire the man personally. He's just an ordinary knockabout 
like you and me. He's fond of his glass of grog and he's a 
bit of a rake, perhaps, and he's a good sportsman. Damn 
it, can't we Irish play fair?-

I wrote this book seven years ago and, as I cannot see 
in any quarter a chance that my rights will be protected, 
I hereby give Messrs Maunsel publicly permission to pub
lish this story with what changes or deletions they may 
please to make and shall hope that what they may publish 
may resemble that to the writing of which I gave thought 
and time. Their attitude as an Irish publishing firm may 
be judged by Irish public opinion. I, as a writer, protest 
against the systems Qegal, social and ceremonious) which 
I have brought me to this pass. Thanking you for your 
courtesy, I am, Sir, Your obedient servant JAMES JOYCE 
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I waited nine months after the publication of this letter. Then 
I went to Ireland and entered into negotiations with Messrs Maun-
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sel. They asked me to omit from the collection the story 'An En
counter', passages in 'Two Gallants', 'The Boarding House', 'A 
Painful Case', and to change everywhere through the book the 
name of restaurants, cake-shops, railway stations, public houses, 
laundries, bars and other places of business. After having argued 
against their point of view day after day for six weeks and having 
laid the matter before two solicitors (who, while they informed me 
that the publishing firm had made a breach of contract, refused 
to take up my case or to allow their names to be associated with 
it in any way.) I consented in despair to all these changes on con
dition that the book were brought out without delay and the orig
inal text were restored in future editions, if such were called for. 
Then Messrs Maunsel asked me to pay into their bank £1000 as 
security, or to find two sureties of £1500 each. I declined to do 
either; and they theq wrote to me, informing me that they would 
not publish the book, altered or unaltered, and that if I did not 
make them an offer to cover their losses on printing it they would 
sue me to recover the same. I offered to pay sixty per cent of the 
cost of printing the first edition of one thousand copies if the 
edition were made over to my order. This offer was accepted, and 
I arranged with my brother in Dublin to publish and sell the book 
for me. On the morrow when the draft and agreement were to be 
signed the publishers informed me that the matter was at an end 
because the printer refused to hand over the copies. I then went 
to the printer. His foreman told me that the printer had decided 
to forego all claim to the money due to him. I asked whether the 
printer would hand over the complete edition to a London or con
tinental firm or to my brother or to me if he were fully indemni
fied. He said that the copies would never leave his printing house, 
and that the type had been broken up and that the entire edition 
of one thousand copies would be burnt the next day. I left Ireland 
the next day, bringing with me a printed copy of the book which 
I had obtained from the publisher. JAMES JOYCE 
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A Letter to Grant Richards, May 7, 1915 

Dear Mr Grant Richards I have received your letter of 29 April 
with statement of sales up to 31 December by which I see that 
379 copies of Dubliners were sold in the United Kingdom. I was 
sorry that neither you nor I have gained anything. In your state
ment I see no mention of the 120 copies which I bought: I believe 
I owe you some small amount still which I could not remit owing 
to the outbreak of war. There is no mention also of the stories 
which the editor of the Smart Set appears to have bought. In any 
case these trifling sums would not change the position which is 
disastrous for both so far as I can see .... 





I I I 

£rltlclsm. 





Editors' Introdoetlon 
to Criticism Seetlon 

Although Joyce's art has received detailed critical attention for well 
over seventy years, most of the significant criticism of Dubliners 
belongs to the past two decades. When Brewster Ghiselin's pio
neering essay, "The Unity of Joyce's Dubliners," appeared in 1956, 
a substantial body of intelligent commentary had already accu
mulated around A Portrait of the Artist, Ulysses, and Finnegans 
Wake, but the stories of Dubliners were still dismissed by most 
critics as apprentice work, or given a secondary place as skillful 
but depressing "slices" of Dublin life. Only "The Dead," that ob
vious masterpiece of symbolic narrative, had received the scru
pulous treatment accorded to Joyce's other works (see the early 
essays by Allen Tate and Kenneth Burke reprinted in this volume). 
However, the last few years have witnessed a surprising accelera
tion in the attention given to Dubliners, so that we can now speak 
confidently of "schools" and "tendencies" in criticism of the sto
ries. Some of the best work on Joyce being done today is devoted 
to the early fiction, and the essays included in this volume testify 
to the range and vitality of contemporary criticism of Dubliners. 

This "curious history" of Dubliners' reputation was caused in 
part by the circumstances of publication. If the stories had ap
peared in 1907-or even in 1910, as once planned-the reviews 
would have been no more intelligent, but the book might have 
gained more attention in its own right. Instead, Dubliners was pub
lished in June 1914, four months after A Portrait of the Artist had 
begun to appear serially in the Egoist, and its reception during the 
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next few years was overshadowed by the excited attention given 
to Portrait and the early chapters of Ulysses. Even Ezra Pound, 
Joyce's enthusiastic supporter and unofficial "manager," reviewed 
Dubliners as if it were a minor production by the author of A 
Portrait of the Artist (The Egoist, July 1914). Pound praised the 
"hardness" of Joyce's prose, its freedom from sentimentality, and 
accurately placed Joyce in the tradition of the Flaubertian short 
story, but the review makes it clear that Pound's chief interest lay 
in Portrait, where he was directly responsible for the publication. 
Many years later, when Joyce's early career could be seen in per· 
spective, the controversy over the publication of Dubliners contin· 
ued to affect the work's critical reception. When Herbert Gorman 
revealed the full details of Joyce's publishing difficulties in his "of· 
ficial" biography (1939), many readers found this sensational story 
of the misunderstood artist more interesting than Dubliners, and 
for a number of years, Joyce's problems with publisher and printer 
were more frequently discussed than the stories themselves. 

The early notices of Dubliners, brief and unsatisfactory though 
they may be, are of interest because they set a pattern for subse· 
quent critical discussion. Some reviewers made the same objec· 
tions to the collection's subject matter that had vexed the many 
would-be publishers, protesting against the sordid incidents and 
pessimistic tone; but a more common objection was that the sto· 
ries lacked "point," that they were mere anecdotes or sketches 
without a definite structure. At least two reviewers found the 
longer stories the least satisfactory because Joyce did not sustain 
a "mood" in them as he did in the shorter pieces. Obviously, these 
critics were reading the stories as impressionistic evocations of a 
"mood" or atmosphere, and were disappointed when some of the 
longer tales failed to deliver that "unity of impression" or sus· 
tained "single effect" which Poe had called for in his famous re
view of Hawthorne's Twice-Told Tales. Pound was almost alone in 
seeing the stories not as exercises in a diffuse impressionism, but 
as examples of a more tough-minded method which imitated 
"Flaubert's definiteness." Yet although Pound recognized and 
praised the shadowless quality of Joyce's prose, he gave no indi
cation that he understood Joyce's larger aim, which was to follow 
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F1aubert in making every detail of description and dialogue part 
of both a "mood" and a highly developed symbolic pattern. Read
ing the early commentators on Dubliners, we find no hint that the 
stories might share in the symbolic methods that animate Portrait 
and Ulysses. 

The turning point in Dubliners criticism came in the 1940s 
and 1950s, decades dominated by the New Criticism. Joyce's short 
but highly charged stories were ideally suited for a formalism that 
had been developed to elucidate lyric poetry, and the New Critical 
emphasis on an organic unity of tone, atmosphere, action, and 
symbolic motifs yielded some of the finest pioneer studies. The 
essays by Tate and Loomis in the present volume show how re
warding this approach can be. More recently, the Dubliners stories 
have been subjected to a wide range of more theoretical critical 
approaches, and the essays on "The Dead" reprinted here were 
chosen to reflect that range. Feminist, deconstructive, and new 
historical readings are all represented, and when read in chrono
logical order, the essays on "The Dead" form a miniature history 
of literary criticism over the past half-century. 

Since "The Dead" is in many ways a summary of all the stories 
that come before it, we should not be surprised to find that its 
conclusion has been a crux for critics. The ending of "The Dead," 
with its lyric urgency, poses in radical form the general problem 
of Joyce's attitude toward his subject matter. Some critics see the 
final scene as an annihilation of Gabriel Conroy, with his person
ality lost in the snow that symbolizes the general paralysis of Ire
land. Others read the conclusion as a moment when Gabriel is 
gifted with self-recognition and a selfless awareness of all humanity 
denied to the other characters in Dubliners: a moment, in effect, 
when Joyce renounces his godlike role and merges with his crea
tion. Between these extreme views, there lies a wide spectrum of 
compromised or ambiguous interpretations, and the essays on 
"The Dead" were chosen to reflect this variety of responses. 
Taken together, they provide many gateways into the great story 
that crowns Dubliners and stands as one of the monuments of 
modern fiction. 



Frank O'Connor 

Frank O'Connor (1903-1966) is the pseudonym of Michael O'Don
ovan, the distinguished Irish critic and short-story writer. He was the 
author of numerous collections of short stories; several volumes of 
verse; an autobiography entitled An Only Child; and two books of 
criticism which contain chapters on Joyce, The Mirror in the Road
way and The Lonely Voice: A Study of the Short Story. 

WORK IN PROGRESS 

James Joyce is fortunate in having escaped from the necessity of 
publishing either his collected or selected stories. A good book of 
stories like a good book of poems is a thing in itself, the summing 
up of a writer's experience at a given time, and it suffers from 
being broken up or crowded in with other books. The Untilled 
Field, Winesburg, Ohio, England My England, Fishmonger's Fiddle, 
and In Our Time should be read by themselves, as unities, and 
preferably in editions that resemble the originals. That is how we 
have to read Dubliners, and its uniqueness is one reason for its 
continuing reputation. 

Joyce has escaped the fate of other storytellers because he gave 

Reprinted by permission of The World Publishing Company and A. D. Peters & 
Co. from The Lonely Voice by Frank O'Connor. Copyright© 1962, 1963 by Frank 
O'Connor. 
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up writing stories after. its publication. Why did he give up? It is 
typical of the muddle of Joycean criticism in our time that nobody 
even seems to see the importance of this question, much less tries 
to answer it. Yet, surely, it is a fairly obvious question. Joyce was 
a much better storyteller than a poet, but after "Chamber Music" 
he did not entirely give up lyric poetry, and in fact he improved 
greatly on his early work. Why did he not write another story after 
"The Dead"? Is it because he felt that he was not a storyteller or 
that he believed that he had already done all that could be done 
with the form? It is as difficult to think of a real storyteller, like 
Chekhov, who had experienced the thrill of the completed mas
terpiece, giving up short stories forever as it is to think of Keats 
giving up lyric poetry. This is a question to which Dubliners should 
suggest an answer, and I am assuming that it does so. 

Clearly there is a considerable formal difference between the 
stories at the beginning of the book and "The Dead" at the end 
of it, and though they are probably not printed in the strict order 
of their composition, they illustrate at least four and probably five 
stages in the development of a storyteller. 

The first group of stories are what a magazine editor might 
legitimately describe as "sketches." The first, "The Sisters," de
scribes two ignorant old sisters of a scholarly priest who has been 
deprived of his clerical functions because of some sort of nervous 
breakdown. The point of it still eludes me. There is no doubt 
about the point of "An Encounter," in which two boys mitching 
from school meet a sexual "queer." The third describes a small 
boy who goes late to a fun fair called "Araby" to bring home a 
present for his favorite girl, the sister of a friend, but arrives just 
as the fair is closing. 

These seem to be all autobiographical fragments from early 
boyhood and any of them could easily have been included in the 
autobiographical noyel, A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man
that is, if they are not actually fragments from the early draft of 
this known as Stephen Hero. Apart from the very simple Jamesian 
antithesis in "An Encounter" which, in a more elaborate form, 
was to become one of Joyce's favorite devices, the stories are in
teresting mainly for their style. It is a style that originated with 
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Walter Pater but was then modeled very closely on that of Flau
bert. It is a highly pictorial style; one intended to exclude the 
reader from the action and instead to present him with a series of 
images of the events described, which he may accept or reject but 
cannot modify to suit his own mood or environment. Understand
ing, indignation, or compassion, which involve us in the action 
and make us see it in terms of our own character and experience, 
are not called for. 

One evening I went into the back drawing-room in which 
the priest had died. It was a dark rainy evening and there 
was no sound in the house. Through one of the broken 
panes I heard the rain impinge upon the earth, the fine 
incessant needles of water playing in the sodden beds. 
Some distant lamp or lighted window gleamed below me. 

Or take this, from the same story: 

The high cold empty gloomy rooms liberated me and I 
went from room to room singing. From the front window 
I saw my companions playing below in the street. Their 
cries reached me weakened and indistinct and, leaning my 
forehead against the cool glass, I looked over at the dark 
house where she lived. 

"Cool" as an adjective for glass and "dark" as an adjective for 
house would have been perfectly normal in any other writer of 
the time, but the two used together like this in the one sentence 
indicate the born stylist. Every word in these passages is right. 
Even the lack of punctuation in "the high cold empty gloomy 
rooms," a combination of adjectives that few writers would have 
allowed themselves, is calculated, and the combination itself is 
worked out almost experimentally. Because he is so small, the first 
thing the boy notices is that the rooms are high; then he perceives 
the cold and associates it with the rooms themselves; then he re
alizes that they are cold because they are empty, and finally comes 
the emotive adjective "gloomy" that describes their total impres-
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sion. But because the impression is total and immediate there is 
no punctuation. 

You may play about as you please with alternatives to this 
phrase; you will find no combination of adjectives that will pro
duce a similar effect, nor any way of reading the passage that wiii 
produce a different one. This is using words as they had not been 
used before in English, except by Pater-not to describe an ex
perience, but so far as possible to duplicate it. Not even perhaps 
to duplicate it so much as to replace it by a combination of 
images-a rhetorician's dream, if you like, but Joyce was a student 
of rhetoric. And while the description o~ the experience in Dickens 
or Trollope would have been intended to involve the reader in it 
and make him feel as author and character were supposed to feel, 
the replacement of the experience by a verbal arrangement is in
tended to leave him free to feel or not, just as he chooses, so long 
as he recognizes that the experience itself has been fully rendered. 
The result is that reading a story like "Araby" is less like one's 
experience of reading than one's experience of glancing through 
a beautifully illustrated book. 

The stories in Dubliners were arranged rather in the way a 
poet arranges lyrics in a book, to follow a pattern that exists in his 
own mind, but, as I have said, there is also a clear chronological 
pattern, and in the middle of the book is a group of stories that 
must have been written after "The Sisters" and before "The 
Dead." These are very harsh naturalistic stories about Dublin 
middle-class life either in the form of mock-heroic comedy or in 
that of antithesis. In the former are stories like "Two Gallants," 
which describes with intense gravity the comic anxiety of two 
wasters as to whether one of them will be able to extract some 
money from the little servant girl who is his mistress, and "Clay," 
which describes an old maid who works in a laundry and the suc
cession of of utterly minor disasters that threatens to ruin her 
celebration of Halloween in the home of her married nephew. In 
the latter group are "Counterparts," lashed by his employer takes 
it out in the flogging of his wretched little boy who has allowed 
the fire to go out, and "A Little Cloud," in which an unsuccessful 
poet is confronted by a successful journalist who has had sense 
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enough to clear out of Dublin in time. They are ugly little stories, 
however you regard them, but in their re-creation of a whole sub· 
merged population they prove that Joyce was at the time a gen· 
uine storyteller with a unique personal vision. 

It is even more important to notice that in these stories there 
is also a development of the stylistic devices one finds in the early 
stories. In A Mirror in the Roadway I have already analyzed the 
first paragraph of "Two Gallants," but it is necessary to consider 
it here as well. 

The grey warm evening of August had descended upon 
the city and a mild warm air, a memory of summer, cir
culated in the streets. The streets, shuttered for the repose 
of Sunday, swarmed with a gaily coloured crowd. Like il
lumined pearls the lamps shone from the summits of their 
tall poles upon the living texture below which, changing 
shape and hue unceasingly, sent up into the warm grey 
evening air an unchanging unceasing murmur. 

In this beautiful paragraph we find a remarkable development 
of the prose style in the earlier stories. Not only are adjectives 
selected with finicking care ("tall poles"), but some of the words 
are being deliberately repeated, usually in a slightly different order 
and sometimes in a slightly different form to avoid giving the 
reader the effect of mere repetition and yet sustain in his mind 
the hypnotic effect of repetition. One of the ways in which this 
is done is by the repetition of a noun at the end of one sentence 
as the subject of the following sentence-"streets. The streets-" 
but the key words are "warm," "grey," "unchanging," and "un
ceasing." The same device is used in another paragraph of the 
same story, which describes a harpist in Kildare Street. 

He plucked at the wires heedlessly, glancing quickly from 
time to time at the face of each new-comer and from time 
to time, wearily also, at the sky. His harp too, heedless that 
her coverings had fallen about her knees, seemed weary 
alike of the eyes of strangers and of her master's hands. 
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One hand played in the bass the melody of Silent, 0 
Moyle, which the other hand careered in the treble after 
each group of notes. The notes of the air throbbed deep 
and full. 
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Here, not only is Joyce insisting that we shall see the scene 
exactly as he saw it by his use of Flaubert's "proper word," he is 
insisting that we shall feel it as he felt it by a deliberate though 
carefully concealed juxtaposition of key words like "heedless," 
"hand," "weary," and "notes." This sort of incantatory writing is 
something entirely new in English prose, whether or not it is for 
the benefit of literature. My own impression, for what it is worth, 
is that in pictorial writing like the first paragraph, it is absolutely 
justified, but that when-as in the second paragraph-it expands 
to the expression of mood it is intolerably self-conscious. The per
sonification of the harp as a woman, naked and weary of men's 
fumbling fingers, reminds me somewhat of the fat beginning to 
congeal about an otherwise excellent mutton chop. In literature 
certain dishes are best served cold-and these may be taken to 
include all material descriptions; others that have to do with pas
sion and mood should come to us piping hot. 

The most interesting of these stories are what I assume to be the 
final group-"Ivy Day in the Committee Room," "Grace," and 
"The Dead," though the last named might very properly be re
garded as belonging to a different type of story again. The first 
two are in the mock-heroic manner, one dealing with Irish politics 
after Parnell, the other with Irish Catholicism. In "Ivy Day" a 
group of canvassers and hangers-on of a local government election 
are gathered in the cheerless headquarters of the Nationalist can
didate, waiting to be paid, or at least hoping for a bottle of stout 
from the candidate's publichouse .. A Parnellite drops in and de
parts, and Mr. Henchy, the most talkative of the group, suggests 
that his devotion to Parnell is suspect and that he may even be a 
British spy. Then the boy arrives with the bottles of stout, the 
party cheers up, and when Joe Hynes, the Parnellite, returns he 

' is greeted quite warmly-Mr. Henchy even calling him "Joe," a 
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device that we later find, greatly magnified, in Ulysses. Three 
corks, removed by the old-fashioned method of heating the bottles, 
pop one after another, and Joe recites his reach-me-down lament 
for the dead Chief. As I have pointed out elsewhere, the three 
corks represent the three volleys over the hero's grave and the 
lament is the pinchbeck substitute for a Dead March. This is 
the mock-heroic at its poker-faced deadliest. In "Two Gallants" 
the greatest possible demand that the Irish imagination can make 
on a woman in love is the gift of a pound; in "Ivy Day" the greatest 
tribute a degenerate nation can pay to a dead leader is the popping 
of corks from a few bottles of stout, earned by the betrayal of 
everything for which that leader had stood. 

As I have said, there is no difficulty in imagining the first group 
of stories from Dubliners transferred to the pages of A Portrait of 
the Artist as a Young Man. Can one imagine "Ivy Day" transferred 
to them? In the Christmas Day scene in that book we have the 
subject of "Ivy Day" but treated with almost hysterical violence; 
and it is as impossible to imagine transferring "Ivy Day" to that 
context as it is to imagine Dubliners with the Christmas Day scene 
in place of "Ivy Day in the Committee Room." Already as a sto
ryteller Joyce has reached a parting of the ways; he has excluded 
certain material from his stories. In doing so, he has made a mis
take that is fatal to the storyteller. He has deprived his submerged 
population of autonomy. 

This sounds more difficult than it really is. A storyteller may 
make his submerged population believe and say outrageous 
things-that is partly what makes them a submerged population. 
Gorky's tramps, Chekhov's peasants, Leskov's artisans, believe 
things that would drive an ordinary schoolchild to hysterics, but 
this does not mean that they are not intellectually our equals and 
better. They have skill and wisdom of their own. 

This is what the characters in "Grace" do not have. In this 
story we see the majesty of the Catholic Church as it appears 
when reflected in the Dublin lower middle classes. According to 
Joyce's brother, Stanislaus, the story is based on the theme of the 
Divine Comedy, beginning in Hell-the underground lavatory of 
a publichouse; ascending to Purgatory-the sickbed of a suburban 
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home; and finally to Heaven in Gardiner Street Church. This is 
likely enough, because Joyce was an intensely literary man, and
in his later work at least-loved to play the well-known literary 
game of basing his books on underlying myths and theories so that 
half the reader's fun comes of spotting the allusions-a game 
which has the incidental advantage that the flattered reader is 
liable to mistake the author for a literary scholar. 

When we first meet him, Mr. Kernan, the commercial traveler, 
has fallen down the stairs to the lavatory of a public-house, and 
lies there unconscious with a portion of his tongue bitten off. The 
temporal power, in the person of a policeman, appears, ready to 
lead him to the bridewell, but he is rescued by a Mr. Power, who 
brings him home instead. Mr. Kernan's friends decide that for the 
good of his soul he must join them in a retreat, so they gather 
about his bedside-Mr. Cunningham, Mr. Power, Mr. M'Coy, and 
Mr. Fogarty. They discuss first the temporal power in the shape 
of the policeman who had all but arrested Mr. Kernan-a scan
dalous business, as they agree; and then the spiritual power in 
terms of all the churchmen they have known or heard of-heard 
of, one must admit, at some considerable distance, for the whole 
discussion is on the level of folklore. 

Finally, the four men with their penitent friend attend Gar- . 
diner Street Church, where they hear a sermon from the eminent 
Jesuit, Father Purdon. Father Purdon preaches on what he admits 
is a difficult text-"Wherefore make unto yourselves friends out 
of the mammon of iniquity so that when you die they may receive 
you into everlasting dwellings." Father Purdon assumes it to be 
"a text for business men and professional men," but, whatever it 
may be, it is quite clear that Father Purdon knows precisely as 
much about it as Mr. Cunningham does about church history,. 
which is sweet damn all. 

-1 often heard he [Leo XIII] was one of the most intel
lectual men in Europe, said Mr Power. I mean apart from 
his being Pope. 

-So he was, said Mr Cunningham, if not the most so. 
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His motto, you know, as Pope, was Lux upon Lux-Light 
upon Light. 

-No, no, said Mr Fogarty eagerly. I think you're 
wrong there. It was Lux in Tenebris, I think-Light in 
Darkness. 

-0 yes, said Mr M'Coy, Tenebrae. 
-Allow me, said Mr Cunningham positively, it was 

Lux upon Lux. And Pius IX. his predecessor's motto was 
Crux upon Crux-that is, Cross upon Cross-to show the 
difference between their two pontificates. 

Joyce, the ecclesiastical scholar, the all-but-Jesuit, is in a posi
tion to sneer at them all. Gorky, Leskov, or Chekhov would not 
have sneered. Joyce's submerged population is no longer being 
submerged by circumstances but by Joyce's own irony. 

I am sure that Stanislaus Joyce represented truthfully his 
brother's description of the significance of the story because it is 
quite clear that Mr. Kernan's fall down the lavatory stairs does 
represent the Fall of Man. What I am not satisfied of is that Stan
islaus was given the full explanation, because it seems to me 
equally clear that Mr. Cunningham, Mr. M'Coy, Mr. Fogarty, and 
Mr. Power represent the Four Evangelists, though my mind totters 
at the thought of trying to find which evangelist each represents 
and the evangelists' attributes in their names and characters. I do 
not understand the elaborate antithesis of spiritual and temporal 
powers, or the discussion of the good and bad types in each, but 
it seems clear to me that this is the biblical story, told in terms 
of the Dublin middle classes and reduced to farce by them as 
the story of the Hero is reduced to farce by them in "Ivy Day 
in the Committee Room." 

"The Dead," Joyce's last story, is entirely different from all the 
others. It is also immensely more complicated, and it is not always 
easy to see what any particular episode represents, though it is 
only too easy to see that it represents something. The scene is the 
annual dance of the Misses Morkan, old music teachers on Usher's 
Island, and ostensibly it is no more than a report of what happened 



FRANK O'CONNOR 301 

at it, except at the end, when Gabriel Conroy and his wife Gretta 
return to their hotel room. There she breaks down and tells him 
of a youthful and innocent love affair between herself and a boy 
of seventeen in Galway, who had caught his death of cold from 
standing under her bedroom window. But this final scene is irrel
evant only in appearance, for in effect it is the real story, and 
everything that has led up to it has been simply an enormously 
expanded introduction, a series of themes all of which find their 
climax in the hotel bedroom. 

The setting of the story in a warm, vivacious lighted house in 
the midst of night and snow is an image of life itself, but every 
incident, almost every speech, has a crack in it through which we 
perceive the presence of death all about us, as when Gabriel says 
that Gretta "takes three mortal hours to dress herself," and the 
aunts say that she must be "perished alive" -an Irishism that in
geniously suggests both life and death. Several times the warmth 
and gaiety give rise to the idea of love and marriage, but each time 
it is knocked dead by phrase or incident. At the very opening of 
the ~tory Gabriel suggests to the servant girl, Lily, that they will 
soon be attending her wedding, but she retorts savagely that "the 
men that is now is only all palaver and what they can get out of 
you," the major theme of the story, for all grace is with the dead: 
the younger generation have not the generosity of the two old 
sisters, the younger singers (Caruso, for instance!) cannot sing as 
well as some long dead English tenor. Gabriel's aunt actually sings 
"Arrayed for the Bridal," but she is only an old woman who has 
been dismissed from her position in the local church choir. 

Gabriel himself is fired by passion for his wife, but when they 
return to their hotel bedroom the electric light has failed, and his 
passion is also extinguished when she tells him the story of her 
love for a dead boy. Whether it is Gabriel's quarrel with Miss lvors, 
who wants him to spend his summer holiday patriotically in the 
West of Ireland (where his wife and the young, man had met), the 
discussion of Cistercian monks who are supposed to sleep in their 
coffins, "to remind them of their last end," or the reminiscences 
of old singers and old relatives, everything pushes Gabriel toward 
that ultimate dissolution of identity in which real things disap-
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pear from about us, and we are as alone as we shall be on our 
deathbeds. 

But it is easy enough to see from "The Dead" why Joyce gave 
up storytelling. One of his main passions-the elaboration of style 
and form-had taken control, and the short story is too tightly 
knit to permit expansion like this. And-what is much more 
important-it is quite clear from "The Dead" that he had already 
begun to lose sight of the submerged population that was his orig· 
inal subject. There are little touches of it here and there, as in the 
sketches of Freddy Malins and his mother-the old lady who finds 
everything "beautiful"-"beautiful crossing," "beautiful house," 
"beautiful scenery," "beautiful fish" -but Gabriel does not belong 
to it, nor does Gretta nor Miss lvors. They are not characters but 
personalities, and Joyce would never again be able to deal with 
characters, people whose identity is determined by their circum
stances. His own escape to Trieste, with its enlargement of his 
own sense of identity, had caused them to fade from his mind 
or-to put it more precisely-had caused them to reappear in 
entirely different guises. This is something that is always liable to 
happen to the provincial storyteller when you put him into a cos
mopolitan atmosphere, and we shall see something of the same 
kind happening to D. H. Lawrence and A. E. Coppard, not always, 
as I hope my readers will understand, to our loss or theirs. 

I have no doubt that if we possessed the manuscript of the 
short story that Joyce called "Mr. Hunter's Day" and which was 
written as one of the Dubliners group, we should see that process 
actually at work because it later became Ulysses. I assume that it 
was written in the manner of "Grace" and "Ivy Day in the Com
mittee Room" as a mock-heroic description of a day in the life of 
a Dublin salesman like Mr. Kernan, with all its petty disasters and 
triumphs, and would guess that it ended exultantly with an order 
for twenty pounds' worth of hardware or office equipment. But 
Mr. Bloom in Ulysses is no Mr. Hunter. He is not a member of 
any submerged population, Irish or Jewish, whose character could 
be repressed by the loss of a few orders. Mr. Bloom has lost orders 
before this. He is a man of universal intelligence, capable of med
itating quite lucidly, if irregularly1 on an enormous variety of sub-
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jects. In fact, he is Ulysses, and can achieve anything his great 
precursor achieved. As for his wayward wife, she is not only Pe
nelope but Earth itself, and her lover, Blazes Boylan, is the Sun, 
which is forever blazing and boiling-why do Joyce commentators 
always miss the obvious? But what have those colossi to do with 
Corley and his pound note and Lenehan and his poor pitiful plate 
of peas? 

And even these, when translated into the pages of Ulysses and 
Finnegans Wake, have suffered a sea change. They too have re
signed their parts "in the casual comedy." In Dubliners Martin 
Cunningham may talk of "Lux upon Lux" and "Crux upon Crux," 
but who, reading of him in the Hades episode in Ulysses, can imag
ine that dignified figure committing such childish errors? 

However they may delight us in their reincarnations, it is clear 
that they have nothing to do with the world of the short-storyteller 
who must make tragedy out of a plate of peas and a bottle of 
ginger beer or the loss of a parcel of fruitcake intended for a Hal
loween party. Before such spiritual grandeur as theirs, there is 
nothing for him to do but bow himself modestly out. 
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"ARABY" AND THE WRITINGS 
OF JAMES JOYCE 

Love came to us in time gone by 
When one at twilight shyly played 

And one in fear was standing nigh
For Love at first is all afraid. 

We were grave lovers. Love is past 
That had his sweet hours many a one; 

Welcome to us now at the last 
The ways that we shall go upon. 
-Chamber Music, XXX 
(written in 1904 or earlier) 

Reprinted from the Antoich Review, Fall 1965, by permission of the author and the 
publishers. Copyright © 1965 by the Antioch Press. This selection comprises sec· 
tions I-III, VI-VII of the original essay. 
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And still you hold our longing gaze 
With languorous look and lavish limb! 
Are you not weary of ardent ways? 
Tell no more of enchanted days. 

-A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man (1904-14) 

Lust, thou shalt not commix idolatry. 
-Finnegans Wake (1922-39) 

I 

305 

"We walk through ourselves," says Stephen Dedalus in Ulys
ses. Stephen is trying to show how Shakespeare, or for that matter 
how any artist .(creator of "Dane or Dubliner"), forever turns to 
the themes which agitate him, endlessly bodying forth the few 
crucial events of his life. "Every life is many days, day after 
day," says Stephen. "We walk through ourselves, meeting robbers, 
ghosts, giants, old men, young men, wives, widows, brothers-in
love. But always meeting ourselves." Stephen's theory may be an 
ingenious ieu d'esprit-though Joyce himself was heavily commit
ted to such views. But whether or not Stephen's words are appro
priate to Shakespeare, they are exactly appropriate to Joyce. In his 
writings, Joyce was always meeting himself-in ways which must 
at times have been beyond his conscious ordinance-and the 
pages of "Araby" are witness to that fact. 

For "Araby" preserves a central episode in Joyce's life, an ep
isode he will endlessly recapitulate. The boy in "Araby," like the 
youthful Joyce himself, must begin to free himself from the nets 
and trammels of society. That beginning involves painful farewells 
and disturbing dislocations. The boy must dream "no more of en
chanted days." He must forgo the shimmering mirage of child
hood, begin to see things as they really are. But to see things as 
they really are is only a prelude. Far in the distance lies his ap
pointed (but as yet unimagined) task: to encounter the reality of 
experience and forge the uncreated conscience of his race. The 
whole of that struggle, of course, is set forth in A Portrait of the 
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Artist as a Young Man. "Araby" is the identical struggle at an ear· 
lier stage; "Araby" is a portrait of the artist as a young boy. 

II 

The autobiographical nexus of "Araby" is not confined to the 
struggle raging in the boy's mind, though that conflict-an epit· 
orne of Joyce's first painful effort to see-is central and controls 
all else. Many of the details of the story are also rooted in Joyce's 
life. The narrator of "Araby" -the narrator is the boy of the story 
now grown up-lived, like Joyce, on North Richmond Street. 
North Richmond Street is blind, with a detached two-story house 
at the blind end, and down the street, as the opening paragraph 
informs us, the Christian Brothers' school. Like Joyce, the boy 
attended this school, and again like Joyce he found it dull and 
stultifying. Furthermore, the boy's surrogate parents, his aunt and 
uncle, are a version of Joyce's parents: the aunt, with her forbear· 
ance and her unexamined piety, is like his mother; the uncle, with 
his irregular hours, his irresponsibility, his love of recitation, and 
his drunkenness, is like his father. 

The title and the central action of the story are also autobio· 
graphical. From May fourteenth to nineteenth, 1894, while the 
Joyce family was living on North Richmond Street and Joyce was 
twelve, Araby came to Dublin. Araby was a bazaar, and the pro· 
gram of the bazaar, advertising the fair as a "Grand Oriental 
Fete," featured the name "Araby" in huge exotic letters, while the 
design as well as the detail of the program conveyed an ill-assorted 
blend of pseudo-Eastern romanticism and blatant commercialism. 
For one shilling, as the program put it, one could visit "Araby in 
Dublin" and at the same time aid the Jervis Street Hospital. 

But the art of "Araby" goes beyond its autobiographical rna· 
trix. The autobiographical strands soon entwine themselves about 
more literary patterns and enter the fiction in dozens of unsus
pected ways. For instance, embedded in "Araby" is a story, "Our 
Lady of the Hills," from a book that Joyce knew well, The Celtic 
Twilight (1893) by William Butler Yeats. "Our Lady of the Hills" 
tells how a pretty young Protestant girl walking through the moun· 
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tains near Lough Gill was taken for the Virgin Mary by a group 
of Irish Catholic children. The children refused to accept her de
nials of divinity; to them she was "the great Queen of Heaven 
come to walk upon the mountain and be kind to them." After 
they had parted and she had walked on for half a mile, one of the 
children, a boy, jumped down into her path and said that he would 
believe she were mortal if she had a petticoat under her dress like 
other ladies. The girl showed the boy her two skirts, and the boy's 
dream of a saintly epiphany vanished into the mountain air. In his 
anguish, he cried out angrily, "Dad's a divil, mum's a divil, and 
I'm a divil, and you are only an ordinary lady." Then he "ran away 
sobbing." 

Probably reverberating in "Araby" also are chords from one of 
Thomas De Quincey's most famous works, "Levana and Our La
dies of Sorrow." In "Levana," Our Lady of Tears (she bears the 
additional title "Madonna") speaks about the child who is destined 
to suffer and to see, a type of the inchoate artist: 

"Lo! here is he whom in childhood I dedicated to my al
tars. This is he that once I made my darling. Him I led 
astray, him I beguiled, and from heaven I stole away his 
young heart to mine. Through me did he become idola
trous; and through me it was, by languishing desires, that 
he worshipped the worm, and prayed to the wormy grave. 
Holy was the grave to him; lovely was its darkness; saintly 
its corruption. Him, this young idolater, I have seasoned 
for thee, dear gentle Sister of Sighs!" 

He who is chosen by the Ladies of Sorrow will suffer and be 
cursed; he will "see the things that ought not to be seen, sights 
that are abominable, and secrets that are unutterable," but he will 
also be able to read the great truths of the universe, and he will 
"rise again before he dies." In this manner, says Our Lady of Tears, 
we accomplish the commission we had from God: "to plague [the 
chosen one's] heart until we had unfolded the capacities of his 
spirit." 

The ideas and images of "Levana" (witness the parody in 
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Ulysses) had sunk deep into Joyce's imagination. His imagination 
had always sought out, always vibrated to, the Levanaesque 
constellation-a constellation that fuses religion, sexuality, idola
try, darkness, ascension, and art. "Araby," both in its central idea 
and its characteristic imagery-in the image of Mangan's sister, in 
the boy's blind idolatry, and in the boy's ultimate insight and 
dawning ascension-is cognate with "Levana." 

Other literary prototypes also contribute to "Araby." In "Ar
aby" as in Joyce's life, Mangan is an important name. In life Man
gan was one of Joyce's favorite Romantic poets, a little-known Irish 
poet who pretended that many of his poems were translations 
from the Arabic although he was totally ignorant of that language. 
Joyce championed him in a paper delivered as ·a Pateresque 
twenty-year-old before the Literary and Historical Society of Uni
versity College, Dublin, and championed him again five years 
later, in a lecture at the Universita Popolare in Trieste, as "the 
most significant poet of the modern Celtic world, and one of the 
most inspired singers that ever used the lyric form in any country." 
In "Araby" Mangan is the boy's friend, but, what is more impor
tant, Mangan's sister is the adored girl. In each lecture Joyce dis
cussed Mangan's poetry in words which could serve as an epigraph 
for the boy's mute, chivalric love for Mangan's sister and for his 
subsequent disillusionment and self-disdain. In the latter lecture, 
Joyce described the female persona that Mangan is constantly 
adoring: 

This figure which he adores recalls the spiritual yearnings 
and the imaginary loves of the Middle ~ges, and Mangan 
has placed his lady in a world full of melody, of lights and 
perfumes, a world that grows fatally to frame every face 
that the eyes of a poet have gazed on with love. There is 
only one chivalrous idea, only one male devotion, that 
lights up the faces of Vittoria Colonna, Laura, and Be
atrice, just as the bitter disillusion and the self-disdain that 
end the chapter are one and the same. 
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And one of Joyce's favorite poems by Mangan-a poem whose 
influence recurs in A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, Ulysses, 
and Finnegans Wake-is "Dark Rosaleen," a love paean to a girl 
who represents Ireland (Dark Rosaleen is a poetic name for Ire
land), physical love, and romantic adoration_ In "Araby" Joyce took 
Mangan's idealized girl as an embodiment of the artist's, especially 
the Irish artist's, relationship to his beloved, and then, combining 
the image of the girl with other resonating literary associations, 
wrote his own story of dawning, worshipful love. 

III 

It is easy to follow the external events of the story. A young boy 
becomes fascinated with his boyfriend's sister, begins to dwell on 
her soft presence, and eventually adores her with an ecstasy of 
secret love. One day the girl speaks to him-;-it is one of the few 
times they have ever exchanged a word-and asks him if he is 
going to Araby. She herself cannot go, she tells him, for she must 
participate in a retreat. The boy says if he goes he will bring her 
a gift. When he finally visits the bazaar he is disillusioned by its 
tawdriness and by a banal conversation he overhears, and he buys 
no gift. Instead he feels "driven and derided by vanity" and his 
eyes burn with "anguish and anger." 

"Driven and derided," "anguish and anger" -these reactions 
seem far too strong. Indeed they seem pretentious when compared 
to the trivial disillusionment which caused them. And they are 
pretentious, certainly they are inappropriate, if related only to 
their immediate external causes. But the boy is reacting to much 
more than a banal fair and a broken promise. He is reacting to 
sudden and deeply disturbing insights. These insights are shared 
by the attentive reader, for by the end of "Araby" the reader has 
been presented with all that he needs in order to resolve the story's 
intricate harmony into its component motifs. 

Most of those motifs, both personal and public, are sounded 
at once. The former tenant of the boy's house, a house stale with 
the smell of mustiness and decay, had been a priest who had died 
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in the back drawing room. In a litter of old papers in a waste room 
behind the kitchen the boy has found a few damp-stained vol
umes: "The Abbot, by Walter Scott, The Devout Communicant, . 
and The Memoirs of Vidocq." The only additional information 
Joyce gives us about these books is that the boy liked the last 
volume best because "its leaves were yellow." The musty books 
and the boy's response to them are doubly and trebly meaningful. 
Joyce chose works that would objectify the themes of "Araby,'~ 
works that would exemplify in the most blatant (yet unexpressed) 
manner the very confusions, veilings, and failures he was depicting 
in the priest and the boy. The books and their lurking incongrui
ties help us arraign the priest and understand the boy. That the 
priest should leave a romance by Scott with a religious title that 
obscures the fact that it is the secular celebration of a worldly 
queen, Mary Queen of Scots, a queen enshrined in history as saint 
and harlot; a book of rules, meditations, anthems, and prayers for 
Holy Week by a Protestant clergyman named Abednego Seller, a 
clergyman who had written tracts against "Popish Priests," en
gaged in published controversy with a Jesuit divine, and was even
tually relieved of his office; and a volume of lurid and often 
sexually suggestive memoirs by a notorious impostor, master of 
disguise, archcriminal, and police official-all this is a commentary 
on the priest and the religion he is supposed to represent. At the 
same time this literary debris objectifies the boy's confusions. 

That Scott's unblemished romantic heroine, an idolized Cath
olic queen by the name of Mary, should also be (though not to 
Scott) a "harlot queen," a passionate thrice-married woman who 
was regarded by many of her contemporaries as the "Whore of 
Babylon," as a murderess who murdered to satisfy her lust-this 
strange dissonance, muted and obscured by Scott's presentation, 
is a version of the boy's strikingly similar and equally muted dis
sonances. That the dead priest's book of devotions is a Protestant 
manual by a man bearing the significant name Abednego Seller
a name which combines in equal parts ancient religious associa
tions (in particular associations of refusing to worship a golden 
image and of a faith strong enough to withstand a fiery furnace) 
with an ironically incongruous modern surname that has to do 
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with selling and commercialism-this juxtaposition, also, is appro
priate to the boy: it typifies one of his fundamental confusions. 

That Vidocq should escape from a prison hospital disguised in 
the stolen habit of a nun, a veil over his face; that he should then 
assist a good-natured cure in celebrating mass, pretending to make 
the signs and genuflections prescribed for a nun-this is a version 
of what the boy will do. That The Memoirs should also contain 
the history of a beauty "who seemed to have been created as a 
model for the divine Madonnas which sprang from the imagina
tion of Raphael," whose eyes "gave expression to all the gentleness 
of her soul," and who had a "heavenly forehead" and an "ethereal 
elegance" -but who, from the age of fourteen, had been a de
bauched prostitute who was ultimately caught by the police 
because, in the midst of committing a robbery, she and her ac
complice became utterly engrossed in fornicating with one 
another-this, also, is a version, a grotesque extension, of the boy's 
confusions. The boy does not know, cannot face, what he is. He 
gazes upon the things that attract or repel him, but they are 
blurred and veiled by clouds of romantic obfuscation: he likes The 
Memoirs of Vidocq best not because of what it is, a volume of 
exciting quasi-blasphemous criminal and sexual adventures, but 
because he finds its outward appearance, its yellowing leaves, ro
mantically appealing. The boy, like the priest, or Vidocq's char
acters, or disguise-mad Vidocq himself, is, in effect, an impostor 
-only the boy is unaware of why he feels and acts as he does; 
the boy is an impostor through self-deception. 

Joyce, in accordance with his practice throughout Dubliners 
(and for that matter, in accordance with his method throughout 
his writings) included these books so that we would make such 
generalizations about the priest and the boy. This is clear, not 
merely from his habitual usage in such matters or from the ironic 
significance of the books themselves, but from the highly directive 
import of the sentences which immediately follow these details. 
These sentences tell us that behind the boy's house was a "wild 
garden" containing a "central apple-tree" -images which strongly 
suggest a ruined Eden and Eden's forbidden central apple tree, a 
tree which has to do with man's downfall and his knowledge of 
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good and evil: fundamental themes in "Araby." The last of the 
sentences is· artfully inconclusive. "He had," concludes the nar
rator, "been a very charitable priest; in his will he had left all his 
money to institutions and the furniture of his house to his sister.~· 
Joyce's ambiguity suggests that the priest's charity may have been 
as double-edged as other details in the opening paragraphs. Yet 
the possibility of an incongruity here never occurs to the boy. As 
usual he fails to examine beneath the veneer of outward appear
ances; he fails to allow for the possibility of a less public, more 
cynical interpretation of the priest's charity. If this worldly priest 
had been so "very charitable" why, at his death, was he able to 
donate "all his money" to institutions? His charity, so far as we 
know about it, began at his death. 

These and other ambiguously worded ironies had already been 
sounded by the three opening sentences of "Araby." Joyce begins 
by telling us that North Richmond Street is blind. That North 
Richmond Street is a dead end is a simple statement of fact; but 
that the street is blind, especially since this feature is given signif
icant emphasis in the opening phrases of the story, suggests that 
blindness plays a role thematically. It suggests, as we later come 
to understand, that the boy also is blind, that he has reached a 
dead end in his life. Finally, we are told that the houses of North 
Richmond Street "conscious of decent lives within them, gazed at 
one another with brown imperturbable faces." These words, too, 
are ironic. For the boy will shortly discover that his own conscious
ness of a decent life within has been a mirage; the imperturbable 
surface of North Richmond Street (and of the boy's life) will soon 
be perturbed. 

In these opening paragraphs Joyce touches all the themes he 
will later develop: self-deluding blindness, self-inflating romanti
cism, decayed religion, mammonism, the coming into man's in
heritance, and the gulf between appearance and reality. But these 
paragraphs do more: they link what could have been the idiosyn
cratic story of the boy, his problems and distortions, to the prob
lems and distortions of Catholicism and of Ireland as a whole. In 
other words, the opening paragraphs (and one or two other sec
tions) prevent us from believing that the fault is solely in the boy 
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and not, to some extent at least, in the world that surrounds him, 
and still more fundamentally, in the nature of man himself .... 

VI 

All women, for Joyce, are Eves: they tempt and they betray. He 
constantly fashions his women, fictional and real-Mangan's sis· 
ter, Gretta, Mary Sheehy, Emma, Nora, Molly-into exemplars of 
this idea. By the same token, men, in their yearning to worship, 
contrive (perhaps even desire) their own betrayal and insure their 
own disillusionment. This paradox, which embodies Joyce's per
sonal needs and experiences, is at the center of Exiles. It also helps 
shape A Portrait, Ulysses, and Finnegans Wake. In the latter work 
the notion is universalized and multiplied. One of the primal 
forms of woman in Finnegans Wake is woman as temptress. She 
is portrayed most clearly as Isabel, the daughter of HCE and Anna 
Livia, and as the Maggies or Magdalenes (who appear in dozens 
of permutations: maudelenian, Margareena, Marie Maudlin, etc.), 
the two girls who tempted HCE to his fall in Phoenix Park, and 
who are often merged with Isabel. This archetypal temptress and 
goddess, blending and changing in a flux of protean metamorpho
ses (she is also Issy, Issis, Ishtar, Isolde-as Isolde of Ireland, an 
embodiment of Ireland) is frequently referred to as "Y sold," "I 
sold," "Issabil," "eyesoult," and "eyesalt." As her godlike role and 
legendary names imply, she combines worshipful love and sexual 
appeal (Isolde), with inevitable commercialism and betrayal (I sold), 
with bitter grief and disillusionment (eyesalt)-the combination 
and progression we also find in "Araby." 

What Joyce is saying in "Araby" becomes more precise as the 
details accumulate and fall into patterns. This second evocation 
of the carefully lit figure of Mangan's sister, now in the guise of 
the Madonna of the Silver Bracelet, is worth examining once 
more, this time in the context of what we have just been tracing: 

While she spoke she turned a silver bracelet round and 
round her wrist. ... I was alone at the railings. She held 
one of the spikes, bowing her head towards me. The light 
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from the lamp opposite our door caught the white curve 
of her neck, lit up her hair that rested there and, falling, 
lit up the hand upon the railing. It fell over one side of 
her dress and caught the white border of a petticoat, just 
visible as she stood at ease. 

This second evocation of Mangan's sister is again filled with 
strange harmonies. On the one hand the passage calls up Mary 
Magdalene and the Blessed Virgin Mary (both were present at the 
crucifixion) and soft overtones of a tender and dolorous pieta; one 
easily extracts and then extrapolates the appropriate images-the 
patient hand on the cruel spike, the gentle head bowed submis
sively, the mild neck arched in grief. But a co-equal and coordinate 
pattern in the scene is the harlotry associations of Mary Magda
lene, who, in Catholic liturgy, is specifically associated with exotic 
Near Eastern imagery, bracelets, and crossing the city in search of 
her Iove-all strong elements in "Araby"; while on the more 
personal level the name "Mary" is also the name of the girl Joyce 
regarded as his original "temptress" and "betrayer" -Mary 
Sheehy; and perhaps, at the same time, this "shady Mary" pattern 
is connected with the harlotry associations of still another Mary, 
the "harlot queen," Mary Queen of Scots, the heroine of the dead 
priest's book, The Abbot, who was executed in her petticoat. In 
any case, the negative pattern incorporated in the shadowy image 
of Mangan's sister combines hints of commercialism and sensu
ality with connotations of sexuality and betrayal-the turning and 
turning of the silver bracelet, the head bowing toward the boy, 
the white curve of the bare neck, the soft hair glowing in the light, 
the side of the dress accentuated by the dim glow, the white bor
der of the petticoat just visible beneath the dress (one recalls the 
dream-shattering petticoat of the false Protestant madonna in 
"Our Lady of the Hills"), and the whole figure standing at ease in 
the dusk. 

The boy now makes his pledge. "If I go," he says, "I will bring 
you something." The consequences of his pledge are immediately 
apparent. "What innumerable follies," writes the narrator in the 
very next sentence, "laid waste my waking and sleeping thoughts 
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after that evening!" The shadowy "image" of Mangan's sister con
stantly comes between him and everything he undertakes; his 
schoolmaster, puzzled and then exasperated, hopes that he is "not 
beginning to idle" -a phrase which again, now punningly, under
lines that the boy, like De Quincey's young boy, has indeed begun 
to worship false idols, that he is well on his way to Araby. 

Araby-the very word connotes the nature of the boy's con
fusion. It is a word redolent of the lush East, of distant lands, 
Levantine riches, romantic entertainments, mysterious magic, 
"Grand Oriental Fetes." The boy immerses himself in this 
incense-filled dream world. He tells us that "the syllables of the 
word Araby were called to me through the silence in which my 
soul luxuriated and cast an Eastern enchantment over me." That 
enchantment, or to put it another way, Near Eastern imagery (usu
ally in conjunction with female opulence or romantic wish fulfill
ment), always excited Joyce. It reappears strongly in Ulysses in a 
highly intricate counterpoint, which is sometimes serious (Molly's 
Moorish attributes) .and sometimes mocking (Bloom's dream of a 
Messianic Near Eastern oasis). But the boy in "Araby" always in
terprets these associations, no matter how disparate or how am
biguous they are, in one way: as correlatives of a barpquely beatific 
way of living. Yet the real, brick-and-mortar Araby in the boy's life 
is a bazaar, a market, a place where money and goods are ex
changed. The boy is blind to this reality lurking beneath his en
chanted dream. To the boy, his lady's silver bracelet is only part 
of her Eastern finery; his journey to a bazaar to buy her an offering 
is part of a romantic quest. But from this point on in the story the 
masquerading pretenses of the boy-and of his church, his land, 
his rulers, and his love-are rapidly underlined and brought into 
a conjunction which will pierce his perfervid dream world and put 
an end to "enchanted days." 

The boy has arranged with his aunt and uncle that he will go 
to the bazaar on Saturday evening, that is, on the evening of the 
day specially set aside for veneration of the Virgin Mary. Saturday 
evening arrives but the boy's uncle is late from work and the boy 
wanders at loose ends through the empty upper reaches of his 
house. In the "high cold empty gloomy rooms" he begins his sec-
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ond vigil. Off by himself he feels liberated. He goes from room to 
room singing. Hidden, he watches his companions play and listens 
to their weakened, indistinct cries. Then he leans his forehead 
against a cool window pane and looks over at the "dark house" 
where Mangan's sister lives. "I may have stood there for an hour, 
seeing nothing but the brown-clad figure cast by my imagination, 
touched discreetly by the lamplight at the curved neck, at the 
hand upon the railings and at the border below the dress." 

When he goes downstairs again he is brought back from the 
isolated world of his imagination to the ordinary world of his ev
eryday life. He finds Mrs. Mercer sitting at the fire. "She was an 
old garrulous woman, a pawnbroker's widow, who collected used 
stamps for some pious purpose." The sentence is packed with 
ironic meaning. The old lady's name-Mercer, that is, merchan
dise, wares, a small-ware dealer.:_ links her to the commercial focus 
of the story. That her husband was a pawnbroker sharpens this 
focus, introducing as it does commercialism in its most abhorrent 
form from the church's point of view-commercialism as usury. 
But that the church accepts, even lives on, this same commer
cialism is also made clear: for garrulous old Mrs. Mercer (another 
embodiment of Ireland) is a pious woman with pious purposes; 
ironically, she expresses her piety in good works that depend upon 
empty mechanical acquisitiveness: she collects used stamps. (One 
recalls, in this connection, the "pious purpose" of the actual Araby 
bazaar-to collect money for a hospital; and one also recalls that 
the "Wonderful" or "Perfumed" bazaar in Ulysses-the bazaar 
that allowed Bloom to gaze worshipfully under Gerty's skirts while 
a choir celebrated the Host and hymned the Virgin Mary-was an 
attempt to collect money for another "pious purpose," for a hos
pital named "Mercer's.") Joyce is saying, in effect, that everyday 
religion and piety in Ireland are based upon self-deluding and 
mindless materialism. When Mrs. Mercer's unexamined commer
cial religion is remembered in conjunction with the boy's and then 
the dead priest's (one recalls that the priest's book of heretical 
devotions was by a man named "Seller")-we get some idea of 
how insidiously mammonistic is Ireland's religious bankruptcy. 

The boy will soon have some insight into this and other bank-
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ruptcies, but at the moment he is taut with frustrated anticipation. 
"I am afraid," says his aunt, when his uncle still fails to appear, 
"you may put off your bazaar for this night of Our Lord" -coun
terpointing "bazaar" and "Our Lord," money and religion. Then, 
at nine o'clock, the uncle finally returns, tipsy and talking to him
self. He has forgotten the bazaar, and he tries to put the boy off, 
but the aunt insists that he give the boy money for the bazaar, 
and he finally agrees, after the boy tells him twice that he is going 
to Araby. The word "Araby" sets the uncle's mind working. He 
asks the boy if he knows The Arab's Farewell to His Steed, and as 
the boy leaves the room, the uncle is about to recite the opening 
lines of the poem to his wife. Those lines never appear in the 
story, but they are fraught with thematic significance: 

My beautiful, my beautiful! that standeth meekly by, 
With thy proudly-arched and glossy neck, and dark and 

fiery eye! 
Fret not to roam the desert now with all thy winged speed; 
I may not mount on thee again!-thou'rt sold, my Arab 

steed! 

The notion pf betrayal, of something loved and beautiful being 
sold for money, of something cherished and depended upon being 
lost forever, is central to what has already happened in "Araby" 
and what is about to take place. But the poem goes on with even 
greater cogency: 

The stranger hath thy bridle-rein, thy master hath his 
gold;-

Fleet-limbed and beautiful, farewelll-thou'rt sold, my 
steed, thou'rt sold! 

This cogency-turning the bridle reins over to a foreign mas
ter for money, saying farewell to a beautiful part of the past-has 
another and even more startling appropriateness. For the poem is 
by Caroline Norton, a great beauty and a member of a famous 
Irish family (her grandfather was Richard Brinsley Sheridan), who 
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was sued for divorce by her husband, the Hon. George Chapple 
Norton, on the grounds that· she had committed adultery with 
Lord Melbourne, then Home Secretary but at the time of the suit 
in 1836 Prime Minister of Great Britain. As Home Secretary, Lord 
Melbourne had been the minister responsible for Ireland, and in 
1833, while still Home Secretary, he had supported the Coercion 
Bill, a bill of great severity aimed at Irish nationalists. The trial 
which ensued-one of the most notorious in the nineteenth 
century-was used by Dickens in the breach-of-promise suit in 
Pickwick, by Thackeray in the Lord Steyne-Becky Sharp relation
ship in Vanity Fair, and by Meredith in some of the climactic 
scenes of Diana of the Crossways. The jury found for the de
fendants, but chiefly on grounds other than Caroline Norton's 
constancy. The defendants won after conclusive testimony was 
introduced showing that Norton had been the chief advocate of 
his wife's liaison with Lord Melbourne, that he had initiated and 
perpetuated the liaison as a means of advancing himself, and that 
he had brought suit only after he had suffered reverses in that 
advancement. 

That an Irish woman as beautiful as Caroline Norton should 
have been sold by her husband for English preferments; that she 
should have been sold to the man who, in effect, was the English 
ruler of Ireland; that she, in tum, should have been party to such 
a sale; that this very woman, writing desperately for money, should 
compose a sentimental poem celebrating the traitorous sale of a 
beautiful and supposedly loved creature; and that this poem 
should later be cherished by the Irish (the uncle's recitation is in 
character, the poem was a popular recitation piece, it appears in 
almost every anthology of Irish poetry)-all this is patently and 
ironically appropriate to what Joyce is saying. 

So also is the next scene in "Araby." This boy leaves his house 
on the way to Araby with a florin, a piece of silver money, clutched 
tightly in his hand. That Joyce, out of all the coins and combina
tions of coins available to him, chose to have the boy clutch a 
florin is doubly meaningful. The original ftorin, the prototype of 
all future coins bearing that name, was a gold coin, famed for its 
purity, minted in Florence in 1252. It received its name, "florin," 
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that is, "flower," because, like many of its progeny, it bore a lily, 
the flower of Florence and of the Virgin Mary, on one side. On 
the other side it bore the figure of Saint John the Baptist in relig
ious regalia, a man who gave his life rather than betray his religion. 
The florin the boy clutches, however, is a silver coin minted by 
the English with a head of Queen Victoria on one side and the 
Queen's coat of arms (including the conquered harp of Ireland) 
on the other. Owing to the fact that the customary "Dei Gratia, 
F.D." ("by the grace of God, defender of the faith") was omitted 
from the coin when originally issued in 1847, it became infamous 
as the "Godless and Graceless Florin" and aroused such a popular 
outcry that it had to be called in before the year was out. As a 
result, the Master of the Mint, a Roman Catholic, was dismissed, 
and a few years later a new but almost identical florin was issued 
with the usual motto. The malodorous genesis of the English coin, 
its association with a Catholic scapegoat, and the restitution of a 
motto which, from an Irish Catholic point of view, made the coin 
as idolatrous and offensive as the Godless version-all this is ide
ally suited to Joyce's purpose. 

For the duped boy is now acting out his betrayal in the most 
emblematic way. We recall the intricate liturgy of his self-delusion. 
Despising the market place, he had summoned and protected the 
image of Mangan's sister as a holy chalice antithetical to all such 
worldly commerce; mistaking his impulses, he had transformed his 
sexual desires into prayers and praises for the Virgin, into wor
shipful Catholic devotions. That the boy who immersed himself 
in such ceremonious self-deception should be hastening to buy at 
a bazaar (where, incidentally, he will meet his English masters) and 
that he should be clutching an English florin, an alien and noto
rious silver coin sans Virgin's lily and sans Catholic saint but bear
ing instead symbols of his and Ireland's servitude and betrayal, is, 
of course, supremely ironic. 

That irony continues and expands in what follows. It is Sat
urday night. The boy tells us that "the sight of streets thronged 
with buyers and glaring with gas recalled to me the purpose of my 
journey." The flaring streets "thronged with buyers" and the 
clutched silver coin call to the reader's mind a purpose far differ-
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ent from that which the boy thinks he is pursuing. The sights, the 
words, the Saturday evening, the silver florin, also recall that the 
last time the boy went into the flaring streets shopping through 
throngs of buyers on a Saturday night, he had said, speaking par· 
ticularly of those buyers, "I imagined that I bore my chalice safely 
through a throng of foes." They recall also that Saturday is the 
day most particularly devoted to veneration of the Blessed Virgin 
Mary. We now see clearly what the boy bears through a throng of 
foes, what his chalice is: it is not the image of a mild spiritual 
madonna, it is money, the alien florin of betrayal-betrayal of his 
religion, his nation, his dream of supernal love; he, like his country, 
has betrayed himself for the symbolic piece of alien silver he 
clutches in his hand as he hurries on to Araby. We also begin to 
get a better notion of who the shadowy madonna is that he wor· 
ships with such febrile spirituality. We recall that he is rushing 
headlong to a bazaar to buy his lady a token (he, too, is one of the 
throng of buyers), and then we recall how his madonna-could 
she be a false, sensual, materialistic madonna, a projection of his 
own complicated self-betrayal?-"turned a silver bracelet round 
and round her wrist." 

The boy at last arrives at the large building which displays "the 
magical name" of Araby. In his haste to get into the closing bazaar, 
he passes through a shilling rather than a six-penny entrance, 
handing the gatekeeper his silver coin as he goes through the turn· 
stile. The interior of the building is like a church. The great central 
hall, circled at half its height by a gallery, contains dark stalls, dim 
lights, and curtained, jar-flanked sanctuaries. Joyce wants us to 
regard this temple of commerce as a place of worship. "I recog· 
nised a silence," says the boy as he stands in the middle of the 
hall, "like that which pervades a church after a service." The ser· 
vice is, of course, the worship of mammon, and Joyce, by his use 
of religious imagery here and throughout the story, lets us see both 
that the money-changers are in the temple (if one looks at the 
bazaar as a correlative of the church), and that the really devout 
worship which goes on in Ireland now, goes on in the market 
place: the streets thronged with buyers, the shrill litanies of shop· 
boys, the silver-braceleted madonnas, the churchlike bazaars. Even 
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he who imagined that he bore his chalice safely through a throng 
of foes finds himself in the temple of the money-changers ready 
to buy. Shocked, and with growing awareness, the boy begins to 
realize where he is and what he is doing. In the half-dark hall, as 
the bazaar closes and the remaining lights begin to go out, he 
watches as two men work before a curtain lit overhead by a series 
of colored lamps upon which a commercial inscription is embla
zoned. The two men "were counting money on a salver. I listened 
to the fall of the coins." The boy also has fallen. We recall the 
"wild garden" with its "central apple-tree," that the words "fall
ing" and "fell" are crucial to the description of Mangan's sister 
during her epiphany before the boy, and that the word "fall" again 
recurs-again in connection with money-when the boy, in his 
penultimate action, an action reminiscent of how Judas let the 
silver of betrayal fall upon the ground after his contrition, allows 
"two pennies to fall against the sixpence" in his pocket as he fi
nally turns to leave the bazaar. But right now the fallen boy is 
witnessing the counting of the collection before the sanctuary of 
this church of mammon (the curtain, the salver, the lamps, the 
inscription all suggest simultaneously the sanctuary of a Catholic 
church); he is listening to the music of this service of mammon, 
the clink of falling coins. The boy is so stupefied that he can re
member only "with difficulty why [he] had come." 

His shock and his disillusionment are not yet over. He sees a 
young saleslady standing at the door of one of the dark stalls. The 
reader, like the. boy, instantly feels that he has viewed this scene 
before: the girl standing in the doorway, the dim lighting, the 
churchlike atmosphere. Then, suddenly, the reader realizes that 
the scene enfon;es a crucial juxtaposition; the waiting salesgirl is 
a parody of the boy's obsessive image of female felicity, she is a 
counterpart (an everyday, commercial counterpart) of Mangan's 
tenebrous sister. The boy looks steadily at this vulgar avatar of his 
longings; and then his other vision-his vision of a comely waiting 
presence, of a heavenly dolorous lady-dissolves and finally evap
orates. The boy, at last, glimpses reality unadorned; he no longer 
deceives himself with his usual romanticizing. For the moment, at 
least, he truly sees. There before him stands a dull, drab, vacuous 
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salesgirl; she is no mild Irish madonna, no pensive pieta, no mutely 
beckoning angel. He listens as she talks and laughs with two young 
gentlemen; the three of them have English accents: 

-0, I never said such a thing! 
-0, but you did! 
-0, but I didn't! 
-Didn't she say that? 
-Yes, I heard her. 
-0, there's a ... fib! 

This snippet of banal conversation is Joyce's, the boy's, and 
now the reader's epiphany-the word "epiphany" used here in 
Joyce's special literary sense of "a sudden spiritual manifestation, 
whether in the vulgarity of speech or of gesture or in a memorable 
phase of the mind itself' -and the conversation the boy overhears 
bears an unmistakable resemblance to a well-defined type of epiph
any which Joyce recorded (bald exchanges of fatuous, almost in
coherent conversation), several examples of which have survived. 
But what we have here is the epiphany surrounded by all that is 
needed to give it significance; the private quidditas has been trans
formed into a public showing forth; the artist, the priest of the 
eternal imagination, has transmuted (to paraphrase another of 
Joyce's religious metaphors) the daily bread of experience into the 
radiant body of ever-living art. 

For what the boy now sees, and what we now know he sees, 
is that his worshiped madonna is only a girl, like the ordinary girl 
who stands before him, that his interest in his madonna is akin to 
the gentlemen's interest in the young lady before them, and that 
their pedestrian conversation about fibbing-the very word is a 
euphemism for "lying" -is only a banal version of his own intri
cate euphemisms, his own gorgeous lying to himself. Like the 
Catholic boy in Yeats' "Our Lady of the Hills," who sobs in an
guish because his vision of a palpable madonna must give way to 
the reality· of an ordinary Protestant girl, the boy in "Araby" can 
now also cry out angrily, ''I'm a divil, and you are only an ordinary 
lady." 
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That this ordinary lady is an English lady is another shattering 
part of the boy's painful epiphany. The English accents are the 
accents of the ruling race, the foreign conquerors-Joyce makes 
much of this notion in A Portrait and more in Ulysses-and now 
the boy begins to understand that England, this nation which rules 
over him, is quintessentially vulgar, the servant par excellence of 
mammon. England is one with Ireland and Ireland's church, and 
the boy is one with all of these. He has felt the first stirrings of 
desire and converted them into masquerading religiosity; he has 
wanted to go shopping at a bazaar and has told himself that he is 
making an enchanted journey to fetch a chivalric token; he has 
been exposed to the debased vulgarities of The Memoirs ofVidocq 
and has admitted only that he liked its yellow pages. Yet he is no 
worse than the rest of Ireland-its dead priests (part of a dying 
church), its Mrs. Mercers, its faithless drunken surrogate fathers 
-and for that matter, no worse than Ireland's rulers. Ireland and 
Ireland's church, once appropriately imaged as a romantic lady or 
a sorrowful madonna, has now become cuckquean and harlot
she is sold and sells for silver. 

Joyce returned to this theme again and again, often with star
tling repetitions of details and symbols. In Ulysses, for example, 
Ireland appears personified not as a young girl, but as an old milk
woman. She enters and leaves Ulysses in a page or two, yet within 
that cramped space, and despite the vast difference, on the real
istic level, between the role she must play in Ulysses and the roles 
of those who appear in "Araby," Joyce manages to associate her 
with many of the idiosyncratic features that characterize Ireland 
and Ireland's betrayal in "Araby." In Ulysses the old milkwoman 
is depicted as "an immortal serving her conqueror [Haines, the 
Englishman] and her gay betrayer [Mulligan, the Irishman], their 
common cuckquean." Mulligan sings a song about her "hising up 
her petticoats"; she tells him she is ashamed she must speak in 
foreign accents; she is depicted "slipping the ring of the milkcan 
on her forearm" (the silver bracelet again); and she is paid by Mul
ligan with a silver florin. 
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VII 

Other elements in "Araby" are also connected to patterns that 
transcend the immediate action. The two most crucial events in 
the story, the two vigils, harmonize with specific occasions in the 
Roman Catholic liturgy. The first vigil-the one in which Man
gan's sister appears after the boy's invocation, "0 love! 0 love!" 
-suggests the Vigil of the Epiphany. The most striking passage 
in that Vigil tells how "in those childish days of ours we toiled 
away at the schoolroom tasks which the world gave us, till the 
appointed time came" -a passage which is exactly appropriate to 
how the boy, after his first visitation or epiphany (that is, after 
Mangan's sister has appeared to him and directed him to Araby 
-just as in the original Epiphany an angel appeared to Joseph 
directing him to go from Egypt to Israel) feels about the school
room tasks ("child's play, ugly monotonous child's play") while he 
waits for the time of his journey to Araby. But the "appointed 
time" spoken of in the Vigil is the time of the journey to Israel 
and of the coming of the spirit of Jesus cries out to a child, "Abba, 
Father," and he becomes no longer a child, a slave, but a son of 
God, entitled to "the son's right of inheritance." For the boy in 
"Araby" that cry and that inheritance turn out to be far different 
from what he believed them to be-he comes into a majority, but 
it is the disillusioning majority of the flesh, of all the sons of Adam, 
not of the spirit; he makes his journey, but it is a journey to Egypt, 
to Araby, to the market place, not back to the Holy Land. 

These reverberating liturgical harmonies are continued in the 
boy's second vigil-the one he keeps during his long evening wait, 
and then during his journey to and sojourn in Araby. The con
nections here are with Holy Week (especially the Passion) and with 
Holy Saturday (the night before Easter Sunday). In "Araby" the 
trip to the bazaar takes place on a Saturday night; the boy's aunt 
refers to the Saturday night in question as "this night of Our 
Lord," an expression which can be applied to any Saturday (or 
Sabbath) night, but which calls up most particularly the pre
eminent Saturday "night of Our Lord," that is, Holy Saturday. 
The service appointed for this occasion is the Mass of Holy Sat-
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urday. This Mass, owing to its great beauty, and especially to the 
rich symbolism of the Tenebrae, haunted Joyce. (The whole of 
Book IV of Finnegans Wake, for example, takes place in the instant 
between Holy Saturday and Easter Sunday.) The Mass of Holy 
Saturday was the only Mass Joyce regularly tried to witness later 
in life, always leaving, however, before communion. Central to this 
Mass is the imagery of light and darkness, the extinguishing of the 
old lights and then the rekindling of new lights from new fire. On 
the other hand, prominent in the Passion is the notion of betrayal: 
Peter's lying threefold denial of Jesus, and Judas' selling of Jesus 
for thirty pieces of silver. The idea of profound betrayal, then the 
adumbration of awakening and rising, all combined with imagery 
of light and dark, and the whole counterpointed with liturgical 
overtones, informs the conclusion of "Araby." 

The boy, for instance, comes to Araby and silver in his hand 
(with the idolatrous successor to the Godless Florin, it will be re
membered); and he watches as the money of betrayal (his and his 
nation's) falls clinking on the salver. Like Peter's lying threefold 
denial of Jesus, the banal conversation about lying that the boy 
overhears also involves a threefold denial (the girl denies three 
times that she said what she is accused of saying). The foreign 
English accents continue the parallel, for Peter, like the English, 
is a foreigner, and his denials involve his accent. "Even thy speech 
betrays thee," he is told. When Peter recognized his betrayal (at 
the crowing of the cock) he "wept bitterly"; when the boy recog
nized his (at the call that the light was out) his "eyes burned with 
anguish and anger." In the service for Holy Saturday the lights are 
extinguished and then relit; in the service the boy witnesses there 
is no rekindling, the boy merely gazes "up into the darkness." And 
yet, of course, here too a new light is lit; for though an old faith 
is extinguished, we witness a dawning. 

These liturgical and religious parallels and disparities (one 
could list other much more subterranean ones: the story of Abed- . 
nego is told in extenso in the Holy Saturday Mass, and Abednego 
Seller's heretical Devout Communicant is a manual for Holy 
Week), these parallels lie unobtrusively in the background. They 
are not meant to be strictly or allegorically interpreted; they are 
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meant to suggest, to hint, perhaps to condition. Unconsciously 
they tinge our associations and responses; they also harmonize 
with the more explicit motifs of the story. 

The boy standing in front of the young lady's shadowy booth, 
listening to her bantering inanities, perceives all these significances 
only dimly. He is shocked, hurt, angered; but" the intuitively feels 
and will later understand, what the reader already comprehends. 
Yet even in his dim awareness he is ready to make one decision. 
While still at the "dark entrance" of the young lady's stall, he tells 
her he is no longer interested in "her wares." He lets the two 
pennies fall against the sixpence in his pocket; he has come to 
buy, but he has not bought. Someone calls that the light is out. 
The light is indeed out. Like De Quincey's young boy, the boy in 
"Araby" has been excluded from light, has worshiped the "lovely 
darkness" of the grave; he has (in the words of Chamber Music, 
XXX) been a "grave lover." But again like De Quincey's young 
boy, at last he has seen. He has risen again before he has died; he 
has begun to unfold "the capacities of his spirit." As Chamber 
Music, XXX, has it, he welcomes now "the ways that [he] shall go 
upon." For the boy has caught a glimpse of himself as he really 
is-a huddled, warring, confused paradox of romantic dreams, 
mistaken adorations, and mute fleshly cravings-and one portion 
of his life, his innocent, self-deluding childhood, is now behind 
him. In his pride and arrogance, and, yes, in his purity and inno
cence too, he had imagined that he bore his chalice safely through 
a throng of foes; instead, he had rushed headlong toward that 
which he thought he most despised. In a land of betrayers, he had 
betrayed himself. But now he understands some of this; and now, 
raising his eyes up into the blackness, but totally blind no more
the Christlike fusion here of ascent, of sight, and of agony is all
important-he can say, "Gazing up into the darkness I saw myself . 
as a creature driven and derided by vanity; and my eyes burned 
with anguish and anger." 
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"TWO GALLANTS" 

"Two Gallants" was a late addition to Dubliners. When Joyce con
ceived and wrote the story, during the winter of 1905-1906, he 
had already submitted to the publisher Grant Richards a collection 
of twelve stories with a symmetrical design. As he explained to his 
brother Stanislaus, the first part of the collection was devoted to 
"stories of [his] childhood" ("The Sisters"-"An Encounter"
"Araby"); the second to "stories of adolescence" ("Eveline"-"Af
ter the Race"-"The Boarding House"); the third to "stories of 
mature life" ("Counterparts"-"Clay"-" A Painful Case"); while 
the last three tales ("Ivy Day in the Committee Room"-"A 
Mother"-"Grace") were "stories of public life in Dublin."1 On 
February 22, 1906, Joyce sent "Two Gallants" to Grant Richards, 
with instructions that it "be inserted between After the Race and 
The Boarding-House,"2 and in this position the new story greatly 

Reprinted from fames Joyce's Dubliners: Critical Essays, edited by Clive Hart.© 1969 
by Faber and Faber Ltd. 
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strengthened the second "aspect" of Dubliners, which would oth
erwise have been the weakest part of the collection. The thirty
year-old Lenehan of "Two Gallants," poised between the younger 
Jimmy of "After the Race" and the rapidly aging Doran of "The 
Boarding House," completes Joyce's gallery of frustrated "adoles
cents"; as he wanders back and forth through the city he acts out 
the plight of young Dublin. "Two Gallants" provides an essential 
transition from the tawdry romanticism of "After the Race" to the 
claustrophobic reality of the later stories. The opening paragraph, 
with its twilight Dublin of "gaily coloured" crowds illuminated by 
pearl-white lamps, sustains the atmosphere of false glamour estab
lished in "After the Race"; but by the end of the story the lamp
light has become an agent of harsh realism, revealing the greed 
and dishonesty which characterize life in "The Boarding House." 

"Two Gallants" precipitated Joyce's long and frustrating quar
rel with his publisher, since the printer refused to set up the story 
and thereby alerted Grant Richards to the "controversial" nature 
of the entire work. In the early stages of his negotiations with 
Joyce, when a compromise settlement still seemed possible, Grant 
Richards suggested that "Two Gallants" could be omitted without 
too much damage to the collection, "since originally it did not 
form part of your book."3 Joyce's response to this suggestion leaves 
no doubt as to his admiration for the story, or its importance in 
the general design of Dubliners: 

I have agreed to omit the troublesome word [bloody] in 
Two Gallants. To omit the story from the book would re
ally be disastrous. It is one of the most important stories 
in the book. I would rather sacrifice five of the other stories 
(which I could name) than this one. It is the story (after 
Ivy Day in the Committee-Room) which pleases me most. 
I have shown you that I can concede something to your 
fears. But you cannot really expect me to mutilate my 
work!4 

Most readers of Dubliners would agree with Joyce's judgment. In 
contrast to the rather thin and stilted "After the Race," written 



A. WALTON LITZ 329 

nearly two years before, "Two Gallants" shows Joyce in full com
mand of those techniques which made Dubliners a turning point 
in the development of English fiction. In "Two Gallants" we find 
that combination of scrupulously detailed realism and complex 
symbolism which is the hallmark of Joyce's achievement in the 
major stories of Dubliners and in A Portrait of the Artist. 

"Two Gallants" is a cold-blooded assault upon the conditions 
of Irish society. Although in a moment of nostalgia for the attrac
tions of Dublin life Joyce could say that "Two Gallants-with the 
Sunday crowds and the harp in Kildare Street and Lenehan-is 
an Irish landscape," he knew full well that he had described that 
landscape in the "style of scrupulous meanness" which was his 
special barrier against sentiment and regret.5 Like most of the sto
ries which deal with Dubliners of Joyce's own generation, "The 
Gallants" goes beyond a dispassionate rendering of Irish "paraly
sis" and treats the theme of active betrayal. Joyce had left Dublin 
in 1904 feeling that he had been "betrayed" by many of his con
temporaries, and his self-imposed exile in Pola and Trieste only 
intensified this feeling. When he came to write "Two Gallants" 
his sense of personal betrayal was at its height; only a short time 
before he had given full vent to his bitterness in a letter to his 
brother Stanislaus. 

For the love of the Lord Christ change my curse-o'-God 
state of affairs. Give me for Christ' sake a pen and an ink
bottle and some peace of mind and then, by the crucified 
Jaysus, if I don't sharpen that little pen and dip it into 
fermented ink and write tiny little sentences about the 
people who betrayed me send me to hell. After all, there 
are many ways of betraying people.6 

This is the mood in which Joyce wrote his tale of Corley, "base 
betrayer," and the "disciple" Lenehan, and it is a tribute to his 
art that such personal rancor could be transmuted into analytic 
irony. 

The fundamental irony of "Two Gallants" is suggested by the 
title. Corley, with his military bearing, and Lenehan, with his 
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jaunty yachting cap and raincoat "slung over one shoulder in tor
eador fashion," are shabby replicas of the gallants of romantic fic
tion, and their exploitation of the young slavey is an ironic reversal 
of the conventional pattern of "gallant" behavior. But Joyce's 
irony cuts two ways, and the story strongly implies that the para
sitic attitudes of Corley and Lenehan were always a part of the 
traditional code of gallantry. Stanislaus Joyce believed that "Two 
Gallants" was "inspired by a reference in Guglielmo Ferrero's Eu
ropa Giovane to the relations between Porthos and the wife of a 
tradesman in The Three Musketeers,''7 presumably a reference to 
that episode in which Porthos uses his status as a "gallant" to 
obtain money from the procurator's wife (the wife, dazzled by 
Porthos' glamour, steals her husband's money in order to provide 
him with the trappings of a gallant). I have not been able to locate 
this particular passage in Ferrero's study, but Ferrero's scathing 
analysis of the essential hypocrisy of the "militaristic" mind must 
have struck a responsive chord in Joyce's imagination. Corley is 
persistently described in "militaristic" terms: the "son of an in
spector of police" who had "inherited his father's frame and gait," 
he "always stared straight before him as if he were on parade," 
and "was often to be seen walking with policemen in plain clothes, 
talking earnestly." That Joyce considered this alliance of "gal
lantry" and "militarism" central to his story may be seen in his 
shrewd comments on the prudish reactions of the English printer: 

Dear Mr Grant Richards, I am sorry you do not tell me 
why the printer, who seems 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 story or the code of honour which the two gallants 
live by which shocks him? I see nothing which should 
shock him in either of these things. His idea of gallantry 
has grown up in him (probably) during the reading of the 
novels of the elder Dumas and during the performance of 
romantic plays which presented to him cavaliers and ladies 
in full dress. But I am sure he is willing to modify his 
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fantastic views. I would strongly recommend to him the 
chapters wherein Ferrero examines the moral code of the 
soldier and (incidentally) of the gallant. But it would be 
useless for I am sure that in his heart of hearts he is a 
militarist. 8 

331 

The bracketing of Dumas and Ferrero in this letter would seem 
to confirm Stanislaus Joyce's account of the story's origin. In a 
very real sense, "Two Gallants" is an attack upon the stock re
sponses and illusions of romantic fiction. 

But if Joyce's aim, when he began to write "Two Gallants," 
was to expose the hypocrisy of a debased code of gallantry, he 
soon moved beyond this theme and wove into his story the leading 
motifs of Dubliners: political frustration, economic degradation, 
and spiritual paralysis. Next to "The Dead," "Two Gallants" is 
Joyce's most successful synthesis of the major themes of Dublin
ers, and-as we might expect from its place in the process of 
composition-it is resonant with echoes from the other stories. By 
the time Joyce came to write "Two Gallants," "A Little Cloud," 
and "The Dead," he had developed a prose style in which every 
detail of description contributes both to a local effect and to some 
larger artistic pattern. Thus the place-names along Lenehan's 
route, which are supplied with such frequency and precision that 
his progress can be easily traced on a map of Dublin, contribute 
a sense of local reality while at the same time emphasizing his lack 
of "direction" Qike the warm summer air of the opening sentence, 
Lenehan "circulates" in the streets). Similarly, the information 
that Corley "aspirated the first letter of his name after the manner 
of Florentines" is both a detail of characterization and a suggestion 
that the relationship between Corley and the slavey is an ironic 
inversion of the truly "gallant" relationship between Dante and 
Beatrice. In reading "Two Gallants" we must be alive to every 
nuance of description and dialogue. 

Most critics of "Two Gallants" agree that the harp in Kildare 
Street is the central emblem of the story, a point of intersection 
for the major symbolic inotifs.9 
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They walked along Nassau Street and then turned into 
Kildare Street. Not far from the porch of the club a harpist 
stood in the roadway, playing to a little ring of listeners. 
He plucked at the wires heedlessly, glancing quickly from 
time to time at the face of each new-comer and from time 
to time, wearily also, at the sky. His harp, too, heedless 
that her coverings had fallen about her knees, seemed 
weary alike of the eyes of strangers and of her master's 
hands. One hand played in the bass tl!e melody of Silent, 
q Moyle, while the other hand careered in the treble after 
each group of notes. The notes of the air throbbed deep 
and full. 

The music of the harpist has no apparent effect on Corley, who 
moves toward his assignation with a solid tread that has "some
thing of the conqueror" in it. But the melody haunts the more 
sensitive Lenehan, and once he is left alone the music breaks 
through to remind him of his loneliness. 

His gaiety seemed to forsake him, and, as he came by the 
railings of the Duke's Lawn, he allowed his hand to run 
along them. The air which the harpist had played began 
to control his movements. His softly padded feet played 
the melody while his fingers swept a scale of variations idly 
along the railings after each group of notes. 

Like the "Distant Music" which Gabriel Conroy hears in "The 
Dead," the sound of the harp works on Lenehan's subconscious 
and forces him to act out his own dumb existence. Under his 
"idle" hands the harp of passion and patriotism remains mute. 

The significance of the harp, however, is not limited to its 
impact on Lenehan. The harp is a traditional symbol of Ireland's 
glorious past, and in his personification of the harp Joyce sug~ests 
Ireland's modern degradation: "heedless .that her coverings had 
fallen about her knees, [she] seemed weary alike of the eyes of 
strangers and of her master's hands." The melody played on the 
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harp is that of Thomas Moore's "The Song of Fionnuala," and 
the unsung words are a gloss on Joyce's story: 

Silent, 0 Moyle! be the roar of thy water, 
Break not, ye breezes, your chain of repose, 

While, murmuring mournfully, Lir's lonely daughter 
Tells to the night-star her tale of woes. 

When shall the swan, her death-note singing, 
Sleep with wings in darkness furled? 

When will heaven, its sweet bell ringing, 
Call my spirit from this stormy world? 

Sadly, 0 Moyle, to thy winter-wave weeping, 
Fate bids me languish long ages away; 

Yet still in her darkness doth Erin lie sleeping, 
Still doth the pure light its dawning delay. 

When will that day-star, mildly springing, 
Warm our isle with peace and love? 

When will heaven, its sweet bell ringing, 
Call my spirit to the fields above? 

In his Irish Melodies Moore provided a note on the song's legen
dary background: "Fionnuala, the daughter of Lir, was by some 
supernatural power transformed into a swan, and condemned to 
wander, for many hundred years, over certain lakes and rivers in 
Ireland, till the corning of Christianity; when the first sound of the 
mass bell was to be the signal of her release."10 Lir was the sea in 
Irish legend, and the plight of "Lir's lonely daughter" -the plight 
of Ireland-may be linked to that of the servant girl, whose "blue 
dress" and "white sailor hat" remind us of the sea. Like the harp, 
the servant girl must submit to the "eyes of strangers" and obey 
"her master's hands." We should also have in mind a tradition 
recounted in the opening stanza of another of Moore's Irish Mel
odies, "The Origin of the Harp": 

'Tis believ'd that this Harp, which I wake now for thee, 
Was a Siren of old, who sung under the sea, 
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And who often, at eve, thro' the bright waters rov'd, 
To meet on the green shore a youth whom she lov'd. 

The sordid circumstances of the slavey's affair with Corley are 
'placed in tragic perspective by the romantic and patriotic legends 
associated with the Irish harp. 

Clearly the young slavey and the harp in Kildare Street rep
resent Ireland's contemporary subjugation, her lack of political in
dependence and national pride. But these symbolic values would 
have little impact on our imaginations if the human situation were 
not so powerfully presented. The servant girl, with her "frank rude 
health" and "unabashed blue eyes," stands in ironic contrast to 
Lenehan. His "servility" has been a matter of choice, hers was 
thrust upon her by economic necessity. In her we see the peasant 
virtues-which Joyce, like Yeats, admired-corrupted by the pres
sures of Dublin life. She thinks of Corley as a "gallant" belonging 
to another social class, one who could have "girls off the South 
Circular," and Corley plays upon this social advantage in his ex
ploitation of her. On one level the story is clearly susceptible to 
a Marxist interpretation, and it is this grounding in social 
and economic reality which makes Joyce's elaborate symbolic per
formances possible. The sovereign which Corley holds up for 
Lenehan's admiration at the end of the story is, of course, a com
plex symbol, but it is first and most importantly a gold coin. Just 
as in "The Boarding House" Joyce never allows the theological 
connotations of the word "reparation" to dominate its economic 
meaning, so in "Two Gallants" Joyce keeps our attention fixed on 
the shabby social and economic circumstances of Dublin life. 

Another important motif in "Two Gallants" is that of reli
gious "betrayal." As Florence L. Walzl has pointed out, the story 
abounds in religious and liturgical references.11 Lenehan's thrice
repeated "That takes the biscuit!" is not only a characteristic 
speech-pattern (he uses the same phrase in Ulysses) but a reference 
to the Sacred Host. His lonely meal may be an ironic inversion of 
the Last Supper, and at the end of the story he is presented to us 
as Corley's "disciple." The mass bell of Moore's song never rings. 
The colors of the slavey's dress are those of the Virgin. These 
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references, and many less obvious ones explored by Miss Walzl, 
cannot be denied. Just as the futile pilgrimage of the little boy in 
"Araby" is given religious significance through a series of liturgical 
references, so the betrayal of the slavey takes on religious over
tones. Communion among men has been broken in Dublin; what 
should have been a Love Feast has become a solitary and furtive 
meal. In their daily betrayals of themselves and others the citizens 
of Dublin are acknowledging their spiritual paralysis. 

It is these carefully developed symbolic motifs which give 
"Two Gallants" that "unity of effect" we demand of a great short 
story. By deliberately withholding from the reader until his last 
paragraph the true purpose of Corley's mission, Joyce ran the dan
ger of constructing a suspense story which would depend, in the 
manner of Maupassant or even 0. Henry, upon a "trick" ending. 
Certainly most readers of "Two Gallants" are shocked, upon first 
reading, by the revelation of the "small gold coin." But after this 
initial surprise has been assimilated the reader realizes that the 
denouement was inevitable, that the entire story tends toward this 
shocking conclusion. The gold coin-probably stolen, like the ci
gars, from the servant girl's employer-is a final symbol of debased 
"gallantry," but it is also a fitting climax to the related motifs of 
Ireland's political, economic, and spiritual degradation. It is a true 
epiphany, a showing forth of hidden reality, and like all of Joyce's 
epiphanies it is wholly dependent upon.its context. 

The symbolic motifs in "Two Gallants" which we have been 
discussing may appear to be obvious and even mechanical, but 
within the living form of the story they are unobtrusive. Much 
more obvious upon first reading are Joyce's careful modulations of 
mood and atmosphere. The story opens with a description of the 
Sunday streets which matches the jaunty mood of the two gallants. 

The grey warm evening of August had descended upon 
the city and a mild warm air, a memory of summer, cir
culated in the streets. The streets, shuttered for the repose 
of Sunday, swarmed with a gaily coloured crowd. Like il
lumined pearls the lamps shone from the summits of their 
tall poles upon the living texture below which, changing 
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shape and hue unceasingly, sent up into the warm grey 
evening air an unchanging unceasing murmur. 

Soon, however, the appearance of a "large faint moon circled with 
a double halo" brings the thought of rain to Lenehan, and perhaps 
of something more: "He watched earnestly the passing of the grey 
web of twilight across its face." As the twilight fades into darkness, 
and the moon is obscured by rain-clouds, Lenehan's thoughts 
darken. After Corley has departed with the girl his mind turns in 
upon itself. 

He was tired of knocking about, of pulling the devil by the 
tail, of shifts and intrigues. He would be thirty-one in No
vember. Would he never get a good job? Would he never 
have a home of his own? He thought how pleasant it would 
be to have a warm fire to sit by and a good dinner to sit 
down to. He had walked the streets long enough with 
friends and with girls. He knew what those friends were 
worth: he knew the girls too. Experience had embittered 
his heart against the world. But all hope had not left him. 
He felt better after having eaten than he had felt before, 
less weary of his life, less vanquished in spirit. He might 
yet be able to settle down in some snug corner and live 
happily if he could only come across some good simple
minded girl with a little of the ready. 

But Lenehan cannot escape from the aimless life of the streets, 
which is all we see of Dublin in this story; and by the time ten 
o'clock arrives his earlier jauntiness has given way to anxiety and 
suspicion. The romantic moon of illusion has vanished. Perhaps, 
he thinks, Corley will betray him as he has betrayed the girl. As 
the first drops of rain begin to fall Lenehan witnesses Corley's 
return, but by now he feels that his own sense of failure must be 
assuaged through Corley's success. The old tone of camaraderie 
is gone, and a "note of menace" enters his voice as he demands 
an answer: "Did you try her?" 

These parallels between Lenehan's moods and the changing 
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tones of Joyce's "Irish ·landscape" should remind us that "Two 
Gallants" is, above all else, Lenehan's story. We see Corley only 
from the outside; we know what he says and does, and how he 
looks, but not how he feels. It is this external presentation which 
makes Corley such a menacing and inhuman figure, the true em
bodiment of a perverted code of gallantry. In the case of Lenehan, 
however, we are given a record of his inner life, and our sympathy 
is inevitably elicited by the pathetic aspects of his existence. As 
he whiles away the time during Corley's absence, we begin to 
share his prurient interest in Corley's affair, until at the end of 
the story we are as anxious as Lenehan to know the truth: "Did 
it come off? ... Did you try her?" And when the "small gold coin" 
is revealed, we are likely to feel-to the extent of our interest in 
Corley's mission-that we too have been his "disciples." In "Two 
Gallants" Joyce shows as little pity for his readers as he does for 
his characters. 

NOTES 

1. Letters of fames Joyce, Vol. II, p. 111 (September 1905). Although the 
arrangement of the stories within the four sections, as outlined in this 
letter, differs slightly from the final arrangement, Joyce's correspon
dence of early 1906 shows that the manuscript submitted to Grant 
Richards contained the stories in their final order. "A Little Cloud" 
and "The Dead" were added after "Two Gallants." 

2. Ibid., p. 130. 
3. Robert Scholes, "Grant Richards to James Joyce," Studies in Bibliog

raphy, XVI, ed. Fredson Bowers (Charlottesville, Va.: University Press 
of Virginia, 1963), 147 (May 16, 1906). 

4. Letters, Vol. I, p. 62 (May 20, 1906). 
5. Ibid., Vol. II, p. 166 (letter to Stanislaus Joyce, September 25, 1906). 

The phrase "style of scrupulous meanness" was used in a letter to 
Grant Richards, May 5, 1906 (ibid., p. 134). 

6. Ibid., p. 110 (September 1905). 
7. Richard Ellmann, fames Joyce (New York: Oxford University Press, 

1959), p. 228 fn. In his L'Europa giovane (1898) Ferrero surveyed the 
differences between the "Germanic" and "Latin" temperaments, de
voting a long section to the various codes of sexual and romantic love. 
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Joyce may have been drawn to Ferrero's work during 1905 and 1906 
by his rather vague interest in socialist theory. Writing to Stanislaus 
on February 11, 1907, Joyce commented in passing that Ferrero gave 
him the idea for "Two Gallants" (Letters, Vol. II, p. 212). 

8. Letters, Vol. II, pp. 132-33 (May 5, 1906). 
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demonstrates that the harp, and the verses of Moore's "Silent, 0 
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10. Joyce was well acquainted with the legend. When his son, Giorgio, 
was singing in New York in 1934 and 1935, Joyce gave him advice on 
a repertoire, and one of his letters included a note on "Silent, 0 
Moyle": "Moyle is that part of the Irish Sea which is now called St 
George's Channel. The three daughters of Lir (the Celtic Neptune 
and the original of Shakespeare's King Lear) were changed into swans 
and must fly over those leaden waters for centuries until the sound of 
the first Christian bell in Ireland breaks the spell" [Letters, Vol. Ill, p. 
341]. The song was clearly one ofJoyce's favorites. In February of 1935 
he wrote to Giorgio: "Silent, 0 Moyle. Of course I know it, IT. You 
must have heard me sing it often .... It goes very well with a harp 
accompaniment" [ibid., p. 348]. 
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Kain of The Workshop of Daedalus; and co-author with Robert 
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Search of James Joyce. 

"COUNTERPARTS" AND THE 
METHOD OF DUBLINERS 

"Counterparts" offers us, in its title and in its plan, a major clue 
to the whole structure of Dubliners-to the almost musical fabric 
of themes and variations on the people of Dublin which Joyce has 
so carefully arranged for us. The title of this story suggests both 
the harmonious balance of counterpointed musical parts and the 
anonymous interchangeability of cogs in a great machine. In the 
story itself, Mr. Alleyne bullies the shiftless Farrington, and Far
rington bullies the hapless Tom. The Farringtons-father and 
son-are counterparts as unlovely victims. But Farrington and Mr. 
Alleyne are counterparts as abusers of authority. And beyond this 
story, the brutal Farrington's return to his wifeless home and whin-

Reprinted from James Joyce's Dubliners: Critical Essays, edited by Clive Hart.© 1969 
by Faber and Faber Ltd. 
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ing son is the counterpart of Little Chandler's encounter with his 
tiny son in the previous story, "A Little Cloud." Similarly, Gallaher 
in that story is related to Weathers in "Counterparts," represent· 
ing an alien London world which challenges and in some sense 
defeats Dublin as the Englishman Routh defeats Jimmy Doyle at 
cards in "After the Race." From story to story we can trace strand 
after strand of such linkages. The "gallant" Corley with his slavey's 
coin in his palm is connected by a thread of counterpointed irony 
to Lily, the caretaker's bitter daughter (in "The Dead"), with Ga
briel Conroy's clumsily bestowed but well-intended coin clutched 
in her hands. Gabriel cannot, of course, compensate Lily for a 
world full of Corleys and Lenehans, and that is part of the irony, 
but the connection of the coins enriches our perspective on .these 
events and other similar ones with many shades of thought and 
feeling beyond simple irony. Connections like these, multiplied 
many times over, are the principal means by which Joyce has 
blended his separate stories into an imposing portrait of a city and 
a whole race of people. Not just details, but details alive with ech
oes and resonances, make these Dubliners vibrate with signifi
cance for us. 

Farrington himself, waiting for a tram with twopence in his 
pocket after his evening of frustration, reminds us of the boy in 
"Araby," with eightpence in his pocket and a fourpenny train ride 
home ahead of him: both are "driven and derided" by similar but 
separate vanities, even as they are frustrated financially. The fi
nances of "Counterparts" -so carefully accounted for-remind us 
of the astonishing role petty cash plays in so many of these stories. 
The pettiness of Dublin life as Joyce presents it here is in part a 
response to the pressures of financial distress on a pretentious gen
tility. The "gallant" Lenehan, "glancing warily up and down the 
street" lest he should be seen entering a cheap eating house and 
thereby lose another iota of his remnant of status, is a typical 
figure in this shabby-genteel society. Even in the upper reaches 
of Joyce's resolutely middle-class spectrum, Mrs. Kearney ("A 
Mother") grimly struggles for the extra shilling that makes a pound 
a guinea; and Gabriel Conroy, casting about for a safe subject to 
cover-his sexual embarrassment, mentions to Gretta the surprising 
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return of a pound he had lent Freddy Malins. The question "And 
how does he knock it out?" which Mr. O'Connor asks Mr. Henchy 
in "Ivy Day," referring to the disreputable Father Keon, is a great 
question for many of these Dubliners. M'Coy's stratagem (in 
"Grace"), of borrowing (and presumably pawning or selling) val
ises, echoes, the "gallant" Lenehan's adroit manner in sponging·. 
And Weathers's trick of ordering costly Irish and Apollinaris at 
Farrington's expense makes Farrington think of him as a 
"sponge," soaking up the precious six shillings he has obtained by 
pawning his watch. In story after story, we find ourselves counting 
shillings and pence. Farrington, insisting on six shillings for his 
watch instead of the five offered him ("a crown"), is typical of 
many of these Dubliners in that he has much more trouble 
"knocking it out" than modern citizens of affluent societies and 
welfare states can readily appreciate. 

The financial stagnation which contributes to the musty odor 
Joyce felt he had achieved in Dubliners has its counterpart in the 
city's spiritual paralysis. The paralyzed priest of "The Sisters" is a 
counterpart to the Blessed Margaret Mary Alacoque-the para
lytic saint who presides over Eveline Hill's failure of nerve and loss 
of faith in her beloved at the North Wall. In "Counterparts" Far
rington's wife seeks "at the chapel" a consolation which is the 
counterpart of that which· Farrington seeks in the pub (where a 
waiter is called a curate); and little Tom Farrington vainly calls on 
Mary the Intercessor to save him from the wrath of a father who 
is definitely not in heaven. Maria, the virgin of "Clay," appears on 
the page following Tom's invocation, but she is a Peacemaker who 
cannot even reconcile her own brothers; and-though a virgin
she is not blessed but victimized by her celibacy: flustered by an 
inebriated "colonel-looking gentleman," she loses her plumcake; 
and confronted with the marriage verse of "I dreamt that I dwelt" 
she makes a revealing Freudian slip by omitting it. But nobody 
tells her about "her mistake." Maria's spinsterhood, the counter
part of Mr. Duffy's purposeful but destructive chastity in "A Pain
ful Case," is ironically related to the bad marriage forced upon 
Bob Doran in "The Boarding House" -partly through economic 
and religious pressure. (Its badness is confirmed by his reappear-
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ance in Ulysses as a hopeless drunkard.) It also reminds us of the 
other marriages we see, including that of the Farringtons: well
matched counterparts in that she "bullied her husband when he 
was sober and was bullied by him when he was drunk." A puri
tanical religion of senseless rigidity insists upon a destructive chas
tity or impossible marriages for these Dubliners, a~d it often 
combines neatly with powerful financial pressures to add to their 
worldly torments. These two motifs blend into a symphony of si
mony in "Grace," where Father Purdon encourages commerce 
between Christ and Mammon, reducing the spiritual life to the 
bland mathematics of bookkeeping. 

In a letter to his wife, Joyce once explained that he, like other Irish 
writers, was trying to "create a conscience" for his race. This 
phrase, which he also gave to his character Stephen Dedalus at 
the end of A Portrait, has much to do with these stories. Why, we 
must ask, should people need to have a conscience created for 
them-especially a people so conspicuously religious as the Irish? 
Joyce felt-and his letters support the evidence of the works 
themselves-that it was precisely their religious orthodoxy, com
bined with other sorts of "belatedness," that made the Irish so 
conscienceless. They had turned over the moral responsibility for 
their lives to their confessors and religious leaders. Thus their abil
ity to react sensitively to moral problems, to make ethical discrim
inations-to use their consciences-had atrophied. In Dubliners 
he offered his countrymen his own counterpart to St. Ignatius's 
Spiritual Exercises. The evaluation of motive and responsibility in 
these stories-the histories of "painful" cases for the most part
must inevitably lead the reader beyond any easy orthodoxy. These 
case histories encourage us to exercise our spirits, develop our 
consciences: to accept the view that morality is a matter of indi
vidual responses to particular situations rather than an automatic 
invocation of religious or ethical rules of thumb. And though 
Joyce's own race-the Irish-were first in his mind, he was cer
tainly addressing all of us. Nothing is easier than to slip into the 
habit of invoking formulae instead of making judgments. New ortho-
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doxies always arise to replace the old. All the rebellious prophets 
tend to become saints in time-as the history of Freudian ethical 
thought shows so clearly. But Joyce's cases always bring us back 
to individuality. In entering the world of Dubliners V{e all acknowl
edge our Irishness. As Martin Cunningham so complacently puts 
it, "we're a nice collection of scoundrels, one and all." But what 
we must see-precisely what Mr. Cunningham does not-is that 
it is our moral complacency that makes us scoundrels. Because the 
spiritual life is an art and not a science, beca·use it is rich and subtle 
beyond all orthodox formulae, only art can begin to do it justice. 

Joyce's art has the necessary delicacy. Not only does he de
velop a formidable structure of interconnections, making of his 
cases a unified portrait of a city; he also presents each of these 
cases with an exquisite control of tone. Inviting us to consider and 
evaluate, he guides our responses without coercing them; he al
lows us freedom of response but suggests an order in which some 
responses are more valuable than others. These stories do justice 
to the complexity of moral evaluation without denying its possi
bility. Even Farrington, as crude and simple as any character in 
the book, is presented with a patient attention to detail that makes 
him worthy of our interest and prevents us from dismissing his 
brutality as too banal to require any consideration from us. Joyce's 
care in such matters is well worth our investigation, for by studying 
the texture of his work we can begin to appreciate the extent to 
which his range and power as a writer derive from a delicacy of 
feeling which manifests itself through his special linguistic gifts. 
In all his work, Joyce has shown an amazing ability at the funda
mental task of poetic or imaginative writing, putting the right 
words in the right order to do his subject the most justice. And 
even in a story like "Counterparts" -a simple episode in the life 
of a crude man-we can, if we look carefully, discover the sources 
of Joyce's literary strength. 

We can, for example, note such a simple thing as the way the 
narrator of this tale refers to the central character. In the office 
scenes we learn Farrington's name through its use by Mr. Alleyne. 
But to the narrator-and hence to us-he is just "the man": "The 
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man muttered"-"The man entered"-"The man stared"
"The man recognized"-"The man drank"-"The man went"
"The man glanced"-"The man returned"-"The man 
listened"-"The man got up"-"The man answered"-"The 
man glanced." So many simple declarative sentences beginning 
with "The man." Why? What is their effect? The effect-which 
is worked for us without our being especially aware of how it is 
managed-is to give us a keen sense of th~ dull routine of Far
rington's existence: of the extent to which he is in his work merely 
a replaceable cog in a mechanical operation-that sort of coun
terpart. Calling him "the man" emphasizes both his dullness and 
his plain brutal masculinity. And the repetitious sentence pattern 
drums into our heads the dull round of the man's workaday exis
tence which has certainly helped to brutalize him; just as in the 
larger pattern of the story the man's bullying of his son shows us 
the brutalizing process at work upon the coming generation. 

After work Farrington becomes more human. He is still some
times called "the man" but he is mainly "he" (as he occasionally 
was before). In the pawn shop he is reduced to his contractual 
status-"the consignor held out for six shillings" -but finally, in 
the pub, he is given by the narrator for the first time the dignity 
of being referred to as "Farrington." When Nosey Flynn stands 
"Farrington a half-one," Farrington has achieved-temporarily
a human individuality which persists until O'Halloran's closing 
"one little smahan more" concludes the evening's festivities. 
After that we hear his name no more. He is, when we next see 
him, waiting for his tram, not even "the" man but "a" man: "A 
very sullen-faced man stood ... " And in the closing scene we 
have-as the narrator refers to them-not Farrington and Tom 
but "the man" and "the little boy," as father and son are reduced 
by Joyce's distancing conclusion to the general outlines of bully 
and victim. 

In this small matter we can see how Joyce's selection of words 
and sentence-patterns has conveyed to us the whole rhythm of 
Farrington's life in the course of presenting a few episodes from 
it. By such subtle means Joyce makes us aware of the quality of 
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Dublin life in all these stories. It is an important part of his method 
that he guide us rather than coerce us in such matters. In the 
early story "Araby" the boy hears his uncle come home: "I heard 
him talking to himself and heard the hallstand rocking when it had 
received the weight of his overcoat. I could interpret these signs." 
The uncle has been drinking, but we are not told so directly. Like 
the boy himself we must "interpret these signs." This is Joyce's 
way in story after story. We must interpret for ourselves, but the 
signs are meaningful, making some interpretations better than oth
ers. In the work of interpretation, sifting and weighing details, 
listening carefully for the various tones of irony and pathos, we 
develop and refine our consciences. 

That this is indeed Joyce's way is borne out by some interest
ing revisions he made in "Counterparts" between its first comple
tion in July 1905 and the time it appeared in print. Here are the 
earlier and later versions of a passage from the pub scene: 

(1) Farrington said he wouldn't mind having the far one 
and began to smile at her but when Weathers offered to 
introduce her he said "No," he was only chaffing because 
he knew he had not money enough. She continued to cast 
bold glances at him and changed the position of her legs 
often and when she was going out she brushed against his 
chair and said "Pardon!" in a Cockney accent. 

(2) Farrington's eyes wandered at every moment in the di
rection of one of the young women. There was something 
striking in her appearance. An immense scarf of peacock
blue muslin was wound round her hat and knotted in a 
great bow under her chin; and she wore bright yellow 
gloves, reaching to the elbow. Farrington gazed admiringly 
at the plump arm which she moved very often and with 
much grace; and when, after a little time, she answered 
his gaze he admired still more her large dark brown eyes. 
The oblique staring expression in them fascinated him. 
She glanced at him once or twice and, when the party was 
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leaving the room, she brushed against his chair and said 
0, pardon/ in a London accent. He watched her leave the 
room in the hope that she would look back at him, but he 
was disappointed. 

The revisions were undertaken in part because a potential pub
lisher felt that there might be objections to the sexual frankness 
of the passage (though it seems tame enough now). But in under
taking them Joyce must have agreed that the passage was too 
outspoken-not that it was too frank but that it told the reader 
too much and did not allow him to infer enough. The narrator of 
the first version conveys all too clearly his disdain for the "bold" 
glances and "Cockney accent" of the woman. In the second ver
sion we are closer to Farrington's point of view. We register the 
impression on him of her graceful arms and fascinating eyes, the 
alien allure of a "London accent." By putting us into closer and 
more sympathetic touch with Farrington's point of view here, 

·Joyce makes it harder for us to take a merely disdainful attitude 
toward Farrington. We have enough information to make up our 
minds about the behavior of ali concerned. We can form our own 
impression of the "striking" blue and yellow outfit worn by the 
woman, and we can make the easy inference from London to 
Cockney. But we must do it ourselves, and we must do it with full 
awareness of how real and exotic is the appeal of this creature for 
Farrington. We can see Joyce growing as a writer and a man in 
this revision, broadening his range of sympathy and refining his 
control of irony, moving toward the richness of vision which makes 
his later work such a rewarding challenge for the thoughtful 
reader. Joyce invites us to judge Farrington, but he insists that we 
first understand him and feel his situation-that we see the con
nections between him and his counterparts in all the other stories 
who fe~l the appeal of an exotic feminine otherness, including 
Gabriel Conroy, whose situation is so rooted in Joyce's own biog
raphy, and the boy in "Araby," who is so clearly a counterpart of 
the young Stephen Dedalus. 

Joyce's way, then, as illustrated in this story, is to give us much 
food for interpretation and put the work of interpretation squarely 
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upon us. He gives us the maximum of conscience-creating labor 
by inviting us to participate with him in the creative process. To 
become the ideal reader of Dubliners each of us must accept this 
complicity. Between the mind of the reader and the mind qf the 
artist these stories can flower fully and achieve their richest shape. 
The opportunity-and the challenge-offered us is that of becom
ing, in our own small way, Joyce's counterparts. 
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" '0, SHE'S A NICE LADY!' ": 
A REREADING OF "A MOTHER" 

"A Mother" is perhaps the most overlooked and underrated story 
in James Joyce's Dubliners. It is routinely accorded a (brief) chap
ter in book-length studies of Dubliners, or fit (usually with a great 
deal of strain) into various interpretive systems-symbolic, mythic, 
psychological, etc.-but independent critical essays about it are 
rare. 1 Most critics have concurred with Warren Beck that there is 
"less at stake" here than in other stories;z William York Tindall 
sees the story as "a simple and agreeable surface for our enjoy
ment."3 But as with all of the Dubliners stories, that "simple sur
face" hides a complex and subtle story which deserves a 
reexamination on its own merits as well as for its role in the overall 
structure of Dubliners. 

"A Mother" is one of the four stories in the collection which 
features a female protagonist, and Mrs. Kearney is unusual in her 
status as a mature woman in a stable marriage. As one of the three 

Reprinted from the fames Joyce Quarterly, Winter 1991, by permission of the pub
lisher. Copyright© 1991 by The University of Tulsa. 
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that Joyce designated a story of "public life in Dublin," "A 
Mother" is of interest as a portrayal of a woman venturing outside 
the domestic sphere and interacting with men in a business situ
ation. The story is also remarkable as a vivid portrait of a particular 
aspect of a particular place and time: the social and economic 
position of middle-class women in Dublin at the turn of the cen
tury is rendered with devastating precision. As in the other two 
stories of public life, Joyce exposes the pervasive taint of money; 
in "A Mother," it touches art, politics, and the relations between 
women and men as well. Nationalism, feminism, the business of 
art, and the business of marriage are all deftly interwoven. Joyce 
shows women and men living in a time of social transition, trying 
to negotiate the precarious divisions between public and private 
with no guidelines other than those that a conservative and re
pressive Irish society could provide. 

For most critics, Mrs. Kearney's gender has proven to be as 
much of a barrier to critical insight and understanding as it is for 
the characters she encounters in the story: they all seem unsure 
how to "read" a strong, outspoken woman in a public situation. 
Although critics can usually summon up some sympathy even for 
Farrington in "Counterparts," and for all the other trapped, failed 
characters in Dubliners, they judge and criticize Mrs. Kearney 
harshly and unsympathetically. Rather than deal with the social 
circumstances surrounding her crisis, or with the story's strange 
and disturbing tone, critics have tended to simplify and trivialize 
"A Mother," writing Mrs. Kearney off as a "virago,"4 and con
cluding that the story is merely a humorous satire of the Irish 
Revival movement. Many of these critics seem aware of the thin
ness of their critical approa~h to the story and admit to dissatis
faction or confusion, but in the end, they blame Joyce, or more 
specifically the story, for not being entirely successful. 

"A Mother" does not fit easily into critical categories or sys
tems, even with all its troubling aspects smoothed over. In his 
analysis of the symbols iri Dubliners, Tindall can only conclude 
that Mrs. Kearney is "an unassigned symbol-that is ... a mean
ingful thing of uncertain meaning."' Other critics have attempted, 
with mixed results, to find some "key" to the story in the names 
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of its characters, both in terms of the backgrounds of traditional 
Irish names and in relation to actual people in Dublin.6 Mary 
Reynolds details fascinating correspondences between Dubliners 
and Dante's Inferno; her description of a complacent "venal ruling 
establishment," which freezes Dublin into "conformity," applies 
precisely to the circumstances of "A Mother." Yet the Dantean 
"sin" Reynolds specifically ascribes to "A Mother" -fomenting 
discord-pertains only to Mrs. Kearney as an individual and not 
to the larger social group within which she is placed.' 

Indeed, the main problem with these interpretations of sym
bols and structures is that they do not confront the social aspect 
of the story, despite Joyce's categorization of it. Like "Ivy Day in 
the Commit~ee Room" and "Grace," "A ¥other" has a variety of 
characters, and the narration, for the most part, remains distanced 
and impersonal, with only occasional indications of the thoughts 
of Mrs. Kearney and others. "A Mother" is clearly not a psycho
logical portrait along the lines of "Eveline," and it differs from 
"Clay" and "The Boarding House" in its breadth. Yet critics per
sist in isolating Mrs. Kearney from her environment; she is scru
tinized as a "type" of "Woman," rather than as a Dubliner in a 
public situation, and the minor characters are seen as merely col
orful set pieces.8 This myopia regarding the actual circumstances 
of Mrs. Kearney's angry protest contributes to the astonishing dou
ble standard evident in two well known analyses of "A Mother." 

Although Beck emphasizes in his introduction to his study of 
Dubliners "the equilibrium of empathy and perspective" in the 
stories (Beck 10), as well as a "deeply rooted ambivalence" (34), he 
disregards these general descriptions in his reading of"A Mother." 
He declares that Joyce is "disdainful of his chief character" (260), 
who is "a plain target of satire" (262), "insufferable" (276), and "an 
utter failure" (272). Unstinting in his pejorative descriptions of 
Mrs. Kearney ("rampant," "raging," "unendurable," etc.), Beck 
characterizes her insistence upon fair treatment for her daughter 
as an "obsessive demand for equality" (269). When Beck concludes 
that "the defeat of Mrs. Kearney is to be fully approved of" (276), 
he drains the story of its carefully wrought tensions and flattens 
it into a simple satire with an obvious villain. By focusing at length 
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on what he finds unacceptable in Mrs. Kearney, and by viewing 
the men in the story as mere victims of her wrath, Beck loses his 
perspective on the complexities and ambiguities in this particular 
story and on Joyce's fictional techniques as well. 

Hayman also loses his critical bearings in his strong disapproval 
of Mrs. Kearney, whom he describes as "a sour presence, a suc
cubus among the drinking and the good cheer"; the only motiva
tion he attributes to her is a kind of penis envy (Hayman 130). In 
his denouncements of her, he gets carried away from the actual 
text; he calls her a woman "beyond her prime," "powerfully bent 
on social climbing," who was "rejected by Dublin's fine _young 
men"; he describes her daughter as "unpromising," with only "an 
artisan's skill" as a pianist (124-25). Yet none of this information 
is present or even intimated in the story. It is as if Hayman's own 
"pent-up rage and venom" (125) against Mrs. Kearney and her 
"type" spills over into his critical discourse and distorts his reading 
of the story. 

I have focused upon these two critical interpretations because 
their vehemence and asperity seem inextricably tied up with tacit 
assumptions on the part of the critics as to how a woman should 
behave. Yet despite their extratextual biases, these analyses are 
accepted as the standard "readings" of this story: the most casual 
or passing references to "A Mother" are always based upon the 
assumption that Mrs. Kearney is a social-climbing harridan. ~ven 
Suzette Henke, who begins her feminist analysis of the women in 
Dubliners with an indictment of critics who tend to "blame the 
victim," goes on to criticize Mrs. Kearney for being "self-willed" 
and "shrewish" and bemoans her lack of "team spirit" in her deal
ings with "a male-dominated group."9 Henke's own confusion 
about who is the victim and who is the victimizer in the story 
points to both the strong influence that existing criticism exerts 
over new readings and to the difficulty for all critics of avoiding 
stereotypes of male and female behavior. 

What follows is an alternative reading of "A Mother," one that 
attempts to resist both prior critical responses to the story and 
standard expectations of female behavior. 10 What is most needed 
is a fresh response to Mrs. Kearney: I want to examine her as other 
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characters in Dubliners have been examined-in depth, as a pro
tagonist, with both scrutiny and sympathy-and view the story as 
one of public life, as well as in the context of the collection as a 
whole. What I hope to redeem is not only the subtle and sensitive 
nature of Joyce's characterization of Mrs. Kearney, but also the 
richness of the story. It is not merely a spoof of the Irish Revival 
and middle-class morality and greed. "A Mother" deals with the 
major themes present in the other Dubliners stories, but as they 
specifically relate to a woman: it is a tale of paralysis-of the trap 
not only of Dublin, but of gender; it is a tale of simony-of the 
influence money exerts over art and relationships between women 
and men; and it is a tale of gnomon-of romantic disillusionment 
and unfulfilled and incomplete lives. 

Much has been made of the presence of the Irish Revival 
movement in "A Mother." The story is usually seen as a satire on 
the movement itself, exposing it as superficial, regressive, or 
merely a front for social advancement. The low level of artistry in 
the concerts is certainly a comment upon the awkward efforts of 
the movement to combine culture and politics. But what critics 
have failed to notice is that Mrs. Kearney's interest in the Irish 
Revival is unabashedly pragmatic-she "believes" in it no more 
than Joyce did himself. 11 It is the Eire Abu Society that is disor
ganized and unscrupulous, not Mrs. Kearney; and it is Mr. Holo
han, Mr. Fitzpatrick, and Miss Beirne, who, as the foremost 
representatives of the Irish Revival in the story, bear the weight 
of Joyce's ridicule. 

Similarly, although Joyce is mocking the mediocre state of the 
arts in Ireland in "A Mother," Mrs. Kearney again is exempt, for 
the most part, from the mockery. She has been well trained, as 
has her daughter, whom people call "clever at music" (138). She 
also appears to be knowledgeable about the abilities and reputa
tions of the various artistes who appear. It is Mr. Holohan who fills 
the initial concerts with second-rate talent (whose lack of ability 
Mrs. Kearney recognizes at once), and presumably it is Mr. 
Holohan who chose the untalented Madame Glynn. But although 
"A Mother" is in part about misguided attempts at Irish "art," just 
as "Ivy Day in the Committee Room" is about the pettiness of 
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Irish politics, and "Grace" is about the debasement of the Catholic 
Church, that is not its primary focus. The hapless concerts of the 
Eire Abu Society form the context within which Mrs. Kearney 
reaches a crisis. The Antient Concert Rooms come to represent 
the male-controlled public arena of Dublin, where, out of choice 
or necessity, women found themselves with increasing frequency. 

"A Mother" takes place in an era of significant changes for 
women, during which they emerged from their domestic sphere, 
either in order to find a husband or to support themselves. The 
particular demographics and dismal economic conditions of late 
nineteenth-century Ireland, and the spread of the dowry system, 
created a "marriage market" in which both men and women were 
forced to be extremely competitive and mercenary in their ap
proach to marriage.12 Mrs. Kearney's marriage to an older, estab
lished man who could provide economic security is thus typical of 
the time, as is her energetic promotion of her dowered daughter: 
by the turn of the century, the marriage situation in Irelana had 
deteriorated to the extent that Kathleen is unable simply to sit, as 
her mother did, waiting for suitors to call. 

Employment opportunities for women in Dublin were even 
more limited than their marriage prospects.13 Mrs. Kearney's desire 
to establish a public reputation for her daughter is not an indica
tion of a passion for social climbing (she is never shown trying to 
rise above her class or her means), but rather is a practical response 
to a bleak situation. She does give Kathleen an education similar 
to the one that proved useless to herself, yet she determines that 
Kathleen's will be expedient. The field of music was one of the 
best ways for women to make a living, though they usually chose 
teaching over the arduous and risky path of a concert career.14 

Mrs. Kearney's intentions are not specified, but by promoting her 
daughter through the revival movement and her music, she is able 
to keep her options open. Even if her musical career never takes 
off, the fact that "the name of Miss Kathleen Kearney began to 
be heard often on people's lips" (138) would prove to be beneficial 
for subsequent teaching opportunities or introductions to mar
riageable young men. 

The Irish Revival forms an ideal context for an examination 



354 Criticism 

of what happens when women enter the public world. The bur
geoning nationalist movement for Home Rule and its allied organ
izations such as the Gaelic League, which promoted Irish language 
and culture, provided significant opportunities for women to fur
ther their education and work outside of the home in a socially 
acceptable fashion. But while the sphere of activity for women 
was enlarged, their status remained unaltered. For the most part, 
women were assigned traditionally "feminine" tasks in the nation
alist organizations; they were involved with cultural events and 
other fundraising activities but were expected to stay in the back
ground when it came to political issues and policymaking. 15 De
spite changes in the external circumstances of their lives, gender 
roles remained rigidly defined, and no new rules of behavior had 
been formulated to apply to women in the public world. In "A 
Mother," Mrs. Kearney expects everything to be genteel, and she 
tries to control her daughter's activities as she would chaperone a 
courtship in her home. But it becomes clear that the decorum of 
the drawing rdom is ineffectual in the concert hall; the situation 
in the Antient Concert Rooms rudely reminds her that she is in 
the real dirty world, and she struggles to find a way in which to 
cope. 

As Joyce accurately depicts, the encroachment of women into 
a formerly sacred male territory sets the stage for inevitable con
flict. Many women involved in the campaign for Home Rule 
naturally became interested in working for their own political rep
resentation. But predominantly Catholic Ireland viewed women 
who demanded equality with alarm and suspicion: the feminists 
and suffragists were criticized and often ostracized from nation
alist organizations for distracting the public's attention from the 
more "important" issue of Home Rule. 16 Similarly, Mrs. Kearney's 
insistence upon payment is criticized as being inappropriate· and 
unladylike and is seen as a distraction from the "true" purpose of 
the concert-supposedly that of disinterested promotion of Irish 
music. 

Two works written at about the same time as "A Mother" 
(both of which contain references to the Irish Revival) confirm 
Joyce's interest in the changing circumstances of modern women's 
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lives. In "The Dead," Lily, unexpectedly bitter about sexual mat· 
ters, and Miss Ivors, aggressively political, both jolt Gabriel Conroy 
out of his complacency and nostalgia into the reality of the present 
moment. In Stephen Hero, Stephen Daedalus observes with pain
ful scrutiny the social and economic conditions that ruined his 
mother's life and made that of his sister Isabel useless. Critics of
ten fail to see the precision and sensitivity of these portraits due 
to Joyce's aloof narrative stance, or Stephen's emotional distance, 
or because of certain remarks Joyce is said to have made about 
women and feminism. But Joyce's work contradicts the misogy
nistic quips attributed to him, and in that way is similar to the 
fiction of George Moore, an early influence upon Joyce. Both men 
were interested in presenting with uncompromising fidelity the 
lives of ordinary people-men and women-and both wrote with 
a deep understanding of their society; despite the dispassion of 
their narrative voices, compassion and anger linger just below 
the surface of their stories. What results might be called sub
intentionally feminist, for these authors depict women within their 
society with an unsentimental honesty that reveals the inequities 
and oppressions that have shaped their lives.17 Mrs. Kearney is an 
interesting figure, not as a "type" of woman, but as one who, 
neither responsible for nor defeated by the circumstances of her 
life, tries vigorously to move and change with the times; she is 
active and practical in a way that few other characters in Dubliners 
are. But by attempting to avoid the paralysis that the other char
acters succumb to, Mrs. Kearney threatens the status quo, and the 
crux of the story is how vehemently Dublin resists her. 

Mrs. Kearney is introduced in two remarkable paragraphs that 
are filled with an enormous amount of information about her life 
and her marriage-information that most critics rapidly forget. 
She spends her Victorian girlhood receiving a "high-class" edu
cation in French and music, which leaves her full of "romantic 
desires," but ultimately isolated "amid the chilly circle of her ac
complishments." The "brilliant life" she dreams of is hopelessly 
at odds with the reality of Dublin and the "ordinary" young men 
she meets (136). Her friends, knowing nothing about her hopes or 
her high standards, see her only as a potential spinster. This mis-
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understanding and her angry response to it anticipate the misun
derstanding and anger later in the story: the "spite" out of which 
she marries is not any inherent maliciousness of character, but 
rather a response to a stifling and disappointing world. Like the 
boy in "Araby" or Little Chandler in "A Little Cloud," Miss Dev
lin's secret exotic fantasies are threatened by the drab actuality of 
Dublin, and she is finally forced to capitulate and marry Mr. 
Kearney. Although her romantic desires are presenteo as mildly 
humorous (consoled as they are by the consumption of large quan
tities of "Turkish Delight"), the statement, "she never put her own 
romantic ideas away" (137), is not ironic and explains much of Mrs. 
Kearney's subsequent behavior. Despite all outward appearances, 
Mrs. Kearney was, and remains, a romantic. 

She achieves her own kind of triumph in her practical and 
wise choice of Mr. Kearney, who she believes will "wear better 
than a romantic person" (137). Apart from the Conroys' in "The 
Dead," the Kearneys' marriage is exceptional among those pre
sented in Dubliners; it defies the stereotypes. The husband is the 
pious one, not the wife; he is sober and thrifty as well. And though 
it is obvious that Mrs. Kearney gets her own way in the marriage, 
it is also clear that she cares for her husband and is "a good wife 
to him" (137). It may sound dull and bourgeois, but in a world 
filled with alcoholic husbands, downtrodden wives, and abused 
children, the Kearneys' marriage is an achievement. Mrs. Kearney 
chooses to survive and thrive rather than be stifled by the absence 
of romance in Dublin or its wretched economic conditions. And 
it is this unabashed and incongruous coexistence of romantic no
tions and shrewd practicality within Mrs. Kearney that makes 
many readers as well as the people in the story uncomfortable 
with her. 

The extent to which Mrs. Kearney enters "heart and soul" 
(138) into the planning of the concerts with Mr. Holohan indicates 
that she still dreams of a "brilliant life": she desires some kind of 
personal satisfaction and creative activity as well. There is very 
little mention of Kathleen in all the planning; it is Mrs. Kearney 
who is truly interested and invigorated by this excursion from her 
usual life. So when the evening of the first concert finally arrives, 
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Mrs. Kearney is filled not only with hopes for her daughter, but 
also with a sense of pride in herself. It is important to bear in mind 
the large personal investment that romantic Mrs. Kearney has 
made in preparation for these concerts (and not just the "pretty 
penny" she spent on Kathleen's dress or the tickets for their 
friends). Her subsequent disappointment and anger have as much 
to do with the dreams and disillusions of her girlhood as with any 
violation of a contract. 

Her disappointment begins as soon as she steps out of her 
home, where all the planning had taken place, into the public 
world of the concert hall. "She did not like the look of things": 
the phrase is repeated (139-40). The young men working as ushers 
are not in evening dress, the hall is nearly empty, the publicity has 
obviously been inadequate, and the artistes are "no good" (140). 
Once again her romantic ideas have been shattered, mainly by 
men. Mr. Fitzpatrick, the secretary of the Society, has "a white 
vacant face," a "flat" accent, and his dress and actions are repug
nant to Mrs. Kearney (139-40). Mr. Holohan is no longer as ami
able as he was in her drawing-room, where she treated him with 
wine and biscuits. The second-night audience is ill mannered, and 
the third concert is cancelled. What was imagined at home to be 
a crowning achievement is exposed to be low class and rudely 
public and a financial cheat as well. The failure of the concerts 
brings renewed disenchantment with the circumstances of her life, 
and it is that which lies behind Mrs. Kearney's later protestations 
about Kathleen's payment. As before, Mrs. Kearney finds her 
plans tainted by the ugly reality and avariciousness of Dublin. Ro
mance remains an impossibility. 

But also as before, Mrs. Kearney derives strength from her 
disappointment and acts in order to survive. All the interactions 
in this story are economic ones, and when the veneer of romance 
is stripped away from the concerts, Mrs. Kearney has no qualms 
about being open about what is rightfully due her. If the concerts 
had created a proper atmosphere for the promotion of her daugh
ter, with the best artistes and good audiences, then she would have 
been satisfied with the transaction. But when she sees that her 
ideal vision will not be realized, largely due to the ineptitude of 
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the men involved, she wants to be sure of financial reimburse
ment. The commonness and disorder of the concerts force Mrs. 
Kearney to confront the situation realistically: she wants to put 
Kathleen on stage for economic reasons-either to start a musical 
career or find a husband-and the promotion of Irish culture, or 
even ultimately, romance, has nothing to do with it. 

The alarm Mrs. Kearney feels at being cheated is very real. As 
the wife of a bootmaker, she is not so well off that money does 
not matter to her, and while romance inspired the purchase of the 
pink charmeuse, practicality dictates that her investment be re
paid. But although she can deal with being explicit about her mo
tives, the others involved cannot. Mrs. Kearney's insistence upon 
speaking about payment breaks social codes of silence; she exposes 
the economic basis of what the artistes and the Society want to 
pretend is a pure expression of love of country and of art. The 
baritone, silently relieved at having already been paid, protests that 
she "might have taken the artistes into consideration" (147); the 
supremacy of art as well as the proper behavior of women are 
hypocritically invoked as being more important than crass consid
erations of money. 

It is in this context that Miss Healy provides an example of 
the socially approved mode of exchange for a woman. She offers 
her goods ("the warmth, fragrance and colour of her body" -145) 
to the Freeman man, for free, hoping for a payoff-perhaps a good 
review. But the nature of the exchange determines that the ad
vantage is with the man, to accept or reject, to pay or not pay; in 
this case, Miss Healy is cheated. Mr. Hendricks decides "to turn 
the moment to account" and enjoy Miss Healy's presence, all the 
while knowing that he is not going to write the review himself 
(145). Mrs. Kearney, armed with her contract, refuses to let her 
daughter offer herself up in such a risky and submissive fashion, 
and her insistence upon control is condemned. 

Because of her domination over her daughter, Mrs. Kearney 
is often compared to Mrs. Mooney in "The Boarding House," but 
these comparisons ignore crucial differences between the two 
women. Indeed many errors arise out of the tendency of critics to 
conflate the two, attributing Mrs. Mooney's ambition and under-
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handed scheming to Mrs. Kearney. But Mrs. Mooney's practicality 
is untouched by any romantic ideas-she is as sharp and busi
nesslike as a meat cleaver. There is a sense of amorality and trick· 
ery about her dealings that is very different from the socially 
proper (and transparent) methods by which Mrs. Kearney pro· 
motes her daughter. But although Mrs. Mooney is more streetwise 
than Mrs. Kearney, she and her business remain within her do
mestic purview, and she is thus able to control the circumstances 
of her life and succeed in her unsavory plan: she is perhaps the 
only success in Dubliners. 

Mrs. Kearney actually has more in common with Mrs. Sinico 
in "A Painful Case." Both are mothers of daughters, fond of mu
sic, and through music, are drawn into the public world. Mrs. 
Sinico takes the initiative when she speaks to Mr. Duffy at a con
cert; yet when she again takes the initiative to shift their relation
ship into a romance, Mr. Duffy is shocked, and he spurns her. As 
is the case with Mrs. Kearney, Mrs. Sinico's boldness and romantic 
ideas are rudely rejected. Both women resemble the other Dub
liners in the book in that they are victims, in part, of the external 
circumstances of their lives. But their gender adds yet another 
degree of confinement to all the others imposed by Dublin society, 
the Irish economy, and the Church. The social roles prescribed 
for them allow even fewer opportunities for escape or relief than 
the men of Dublin have. Paralysis, in the cases of Mrs. Sinico and 
Mrs. Kearney, has no internal source, for they try their best to 
escape the stifling conditions of their lives. Conformity and stasis 
are outwardly imposed upon them in the guise of codes of proper 
female behavior. 

What finally defeats Mrs. Kearney is neither her romantic dis· 
illusionment nor her economic pragmatism, but rather her gender. 
She is allowed into the public world of men, but she soon discovers 
she is permitted no volition there: her power disappears when she 
leaves her home. The larger world only has need of women as 
employees, or performers, or objects of desire-not as bosses or 
managers. Mrs. Kearney tries to adjust to the new exigencies of 
the socioeconomic conditions of Dublin and equates being a good 
mother with being a good businesswoman. But her education and 
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socialization have left her ill-equipped to compete with men in a 
business situation. The "ladylike" behavior that Mrs. Kearney tries 
to maintain, and that others expect of her, hampers and restricts 
her at every turn. And it is the peculiar double bind that she finds 
herself in that makes the story so painful and disturbing, despite 
all its elements of humor. Dublin crushes Mrs. Kearney's romantic 
dreams, but when she turns to active practicality, it refuses her 
success there as well. Her rage arises out of a situation that guar
antees her impotence. 

"When the women had done the work, they were set aside," 
wrote Hanna Sheehy-Skeffington (a friend of Joyce's) about the 
activities of the Ladies' Land League, an Irish nationalist group.18 

This pattern of women working behind the scenes but receiving 
no credit was characteristic of Catholic Ireland and appears in "A 
Mother" and several other stories in Dubliners. Thus, it is appro
priate that what is most often elided in the usual discussions of 
"A Mother" is the amount of work Mrs. Kearney does for Mr. 
Holohan in organizing the concerts. "Mr Holohan called to see 
her every day to have her advice on some point. She was invariably 
friendly and advising-homely, in fact" (138). In the private do
mestic space of her drawing-room, Mrs. Kearney is comfortably in 
control, and Mr. Holohan is happy to give her sovereignty there. 
But because Mr. Holohan is a man who is public, official, and 
visible in his organizational capacity, he gets all the credit, even 
though he is basically ineffectual. When Mrs. Kearney attempts 
to continue her control once the concerts have begun and ex
claims "-I'm not done with you yet," Mr. Holohan retorts, 
"-But I'm done with you" (149). While "in the end it was Mrs 
Kearney who arranged everything" (136), she is publicly perceived 
as merely an intrusive stage mother. 

What Mrs. Kearney does in "A Mother" is transgress the 
boundaries that separate the worlds of public and private, male 
and female. When she insists that Mr. Holohan acknowledge her 
importance and involvement publicly, in the presence of men, she 
commits a breach of sexual etiquette. In Dubliners, Joyce depicts 
an Ireland where the women are the ones who hold things to-
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gether, who are the practical caretakers of the family, and where 
the men tend to be the weak ones, the feckless dreamers and 
drunks. But there is an unspoken agreement that this matriarchal 
control must always be covert and private: the fiction of the pa
triarchy in Ireland must be maintained. Mrs. Kearney threatens to 
expose that fiction, just as she threatens the fiction of disinterested 
love of art and country that the Eire Abu Society wishes to pro
mote. The men in "A Mother" are more interested in talking and 
drinking in the back room than they are in managing the concerts. 
But they do not want their disorganization to be exposed by Mrs. 
Kearney's persistence and perfectionism, and they bristle at being 
reminded of their responsibilities and their failings, by a woman, 
in a public place. 

The placement of "A Mother" in the collection (between two 
stories almost exclusively concerned with men) reinforces the fact 
that Mrs. Kearney is outnumbered and out of place: she has tr~s
passed into the midst of a male-dominated world, and the "Com
mittee" that she does battle with is anticipated by the "committee 
room" in the previous story. The anomalous aspect of a mother 
being in such a milieu is confirmed by the critics who try, by the 
nature of their analyses, to take her out of that location and put 
her back into the private, more psychological sphere of the earlier 
stories. That the story opens and closes with a description of Mr. 
Holohan instead of the title character also emphasizes that Mrs. 
Kearney is an outsider and an intruder. 

In the Antient Concert Rooms, Mrs. Kearney is clearly at a 
disadvantage. The very structure of the physical layout of the hall 
denies her p~wer. When she wants to talk with Mr. Holohan or 
Mr. Fitzpatrick, she goes "all over the building looking" for them, 
but "She could find neither" (141). The men, on the other hand, 
are familiar with the "tortuous passages" of the hall and have their 
own "secluded room" (145), where they can drink in privacy and 
escape from such difficulties as Mrs. Kearney. It is emphasized 
over and over that the men are at home in this public space: Mr. 
O'Madden Burke and Mr. Hendrick, though in outdoor dress, 
"tak[e] possession of the fireplace" (144); Mr. O'Madden Burke 
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later finds the room with the drinks "by instinct" (145); Mr. 
Holohan serves lemonade, and Mr. Fitzpatrick sticks his head out 
from backstage to joke with his friends in the audience. 

For as long as possible, Mr. Holohan· and Mr. Fitzpatrick try 
to avoid any confrontation or responsibility concerning the con· 
tract, as they rush away, play dumb, or palm Mrs. Kearney off on 
Miss Beirne, a supernumerary of the Society. But when these at
tempts to defuse Mrs. Kearney prove ineffective, the men invoke 
"the Committee," a body of absolute power and inaccessibility. 
Representative of male control, male solidarity, and male superi
ority, the institution of the Committee is exploited to the fullest 
by the men; they expect its authority to silence Mrs. Kearney's 
complaints. But Mrs. Kearney, who appreciates her husband for 
"his abstract value as a male" ( 141 ), is accustomed to thinking of 
male authority as merely a useful abstraction: she remains un
daunted. Perhaps she makes a tactical error by not countering and 
exploiting her husband's value as a male; instead, she relegates 
him to the "feminine" task of being in charge of their daughter's 
music and clothes. But Mr. Holohan and Mr. Fitzpatrick have no 
qualms about hiding behind their emblem of male authority, and 
they expect Mrs. Kearney to accept the dictates of the Committee 
as law. 

One of the ironies of the situation is that the law of Mrs. 
Kearney's contract is also an abstract entity, one which she thinks 
is sanctioned by men and will protect her in their world. She be· 
lieves she has taken the proper precautions in her business deal, 
and she clings to the contract as her passport to fair treatment 
and respect. Her anger is due in part to the immense frustration 
she feels when the men change the rules on her: Mr. Holohan, 
who brought the contract for Kathleen to sign, later protests that 
it is not "his business" (144). The men act as if the contract is 
mutable, or debatable, and Mrs. Kearney's repeated emphasis on 
her legal rights is an indication of her shock at their disregard for 
the law and her ignorance of any other method of getting her way 
in the world of men.19 She can command her husband with a 
movement of her eyebrow, but she is at a loss as to how to deal 
with men who respect neither her authority nor that of their own 
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laws. If the law will not protect her, and society dictates that she 
is to remain quiet and submissive, how does a "lady" stand up f01: 
herself in public? 

The extreme pressure upon Mrs. Kearney, both internal and 
external, to maintain a ladylike decorum, is most clearly indicated 
by her struggle to remain silent. Although the failure of the first 
concert and Mr. Fitzpatrick's behavior irritate her very much, "she 
said nothing and waited to see how it would end" (140). During 
the Thursday night concert, when Mrs. Kearney's panic and anger 
begin to emerge, she longs to mock both Mr. Fitzpatrick and his 
retreat behind the Committee by asking, "-And who is the Com
etty, pray?" (141). But "she knew that it would not be ladylike to 
do that: so she was silent" (141). By the Saturday night concert, 
however, she can hold her tongue no longer, and her outspoken 
insistence that her daughter be paid, her "conduct," is "con
demned on all hands" (149); even her usually reticent husband asks 
her "to lower her voice" (145). Mr. Holohan's insult to Mrs. Kear
ney at the end of their penultimate confrontation speaks for ev
eryone's reaction to her shocking volubility: "-1 thought you 
were a lady" (149). The rules of the game dictate that she cannot 
speak up or complain or insist and still be considered a lady, and 
the extent to which she has shaken up the game is indicated by 
Mr. Holohan's amazement and agitation as he repeats his final 
sarcastic judgment of Mrs. Kearney: "-That's a nice lady! ... 0, 
she's a nice lady!" (149). 

As the power struggle develops and Mrs. Kearney realizes how 
negligible her status is in the public world, she finds herself be
coming increasingly outspoken about her rights and the biased 
treatment Kathleen has received: "They wouldn't have dared to 
have treated her like that if she had been a man" (148). Every 
point she brings up with Mr. Holohan is legitimate: "the Com
mittee had treated her scandalously"; "She had spared neither 
trouble nor expense"; all that she wants are her "rights" but she 
is continually denied "a civil answer" (148-49). But Mr. Holohan 
(like so many of the critics) turns the situation around and insists 
that Mrs. Kearney is the guilty one, rather than the victim of his 
own ineptitude and shiftlessness. Mr. Holohan's insult and the 
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inequity and impossibility of the situation render Mrs. Kearney 
speechless once more, in that her words are no longer transcribed in 
the text. Although she remains arguing with her daughter and hus
band at the door, her rage is at this point futile and abortive; she has 
been effectively silenced; she has no outlet for expression, and her 
language degenerates into mere gesticulation. She has relinquished 
her status as a "lady," and she really has nothing more to say that 
anyone will listen to, although she makes a final attempt (149). 

Mrs. Kearney pathetically waits for someone to approach her, 
just as she once waited for suitors to brave "the chilly circle" for 
her. But the continuation of the concert points to her superfluity, 
and the substitution of Miss Healy as an accompanist emphasizes 
that young women in Irish society are merely abundant and in
terchangeable commodities; neither Kathleen nor her mother is 
"worth" anything anymore. The external circumstances of the 
concert join with the agonizingly unfair double standard being 
forced upon her, and Mrs. Kearney, for an instant, stands frozen, 
like "an angry stone image" (149), the most blatant figure of pa
ralysis in the book. That the reader is given no final insight into 
her state of mind, that she is forced to leave, and that Mr. 
O'Madden Burke gets the last word, all underscore Mrs. Kearney's 
powerlessness and marginality in the public milieu of Dublin. 

But Mrs. Kearney's side of the story cannot be adequately con
sidered without a discussion of the narrative voice and tone of "A 
Mother." The tone is so elusive and the narrative so distanced 
that both can be interpreted in a variety of ways in order to sup
port radically different readings of the story. Although the begin
ning of the story prepares the reader for a comic, or at least 
lighthearted tale, the story takes a decidedly ugly turn, and the 
final pages contain little that could be construed as unambiguously 
humorous.20 The intensity of the anger of Mrs. Kearney and Mr. 
Holohan, and the lack of any satisfactory conclusion to their con
frontation end the story with a sense of suffocating frustration and 
rage. Despite Mr. O'Madden Burke's final proclamation, no one 
is given the satisfaction of an unequivocal triumph-moral, eco
nomic, or otherwise. 
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Most critical interpretations of the narrative voice of "A 
Mother" agree about its detachment but differ concerning the 
degree to which Mrs. Kearney's point o_f view is represented.zt 
Although told in an aloof and anonymous third-person, the nar
rative is always shifting, almost imperceptibly, from an objective 
stance to less neutral observations which, because of their per
spective or particular choice of words, appear to be those of Mrs. 
Kearney. Thus we frequently partake of Mrs. Kearney's point of 
view, but because of the carefully maintained impartiality of tone, 
we are never given explicit signs of narratorial agreement or dis
approval. As the story progressively involves a larger cast of char
acters, the narrative pulls back from Mrs. Kearney: we are given 
fewer and fewer impressions or opinions that could be construed 
as hers, while we are told increasingly more about her external 
appearance. But even those descriptions are carefully factual in 
tone, and we are left alone at the climax of the story to judge Mrs. 
Kearney for ourselves. That Joyce's narrator presents us with a 
wealth of information about the title character but declines to pass 
any explicit judgment upon her is an indication that one of the 
things the story is about is how to judge her. When, either through 
slyly critical descriptions of the other characters, or by subtle hints 
in the language of the narration, the narrative voice quietly abdi
cates its neutrality, we are given important directions for reading, 
which point to Joyce's implicit attitudes. The social context of the 
story is crucial: it is only by looking at the entire complex of Mrs. 
Kearney's social circumstances, the nature of the people she en
counters, and their responses to her, that we can fully understand 
her and the story. 

The men she deals with are, for the most part, inept, ill man
nered, and flawed in some way. Mr. Holohan, who is known as 
"Hoppy" because of his "game leg," is depicted with "his hands 
and pockets full of dirty pieces of paper" (136). It is he who first 
becomes "very red and excited" and speaks "volubly," not Mrs. 
Kearney (146). Mr. Fitzpatrick, his accent "flat," his hat "soft" and 
"carelessly" worn, is "little," and he chews his programme into 
"a moist pulp." His vacant smile and ability "to bear disappoint-
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ment lightly" are emblematic of the ignorant complacency of Dub
lin (139). 

But it is Mr. O'Madden Burke who is the object of the sharp
est satire. He is "suave" and "imposing," but mainly because of 
his "magniloquent western name" and his "large silk umbrdla" 
(145), both of which he uses to support himself and his reputation. 
Although "widely respected," he has a problem with his finances. 
Indeed, he is based upon an actual Dubliner, O'Leary Curtis, who 
had a reputation for leaving a bar whenever it was his turn to buy 
a round of drinks.22 Even though he is an outsider, present only 
as a reporter, he enters fully into the conflict and is outspoken in 
pronouncing his judgment upon Mrs. Kearney: "it was the most 
scandalous exhibition he had ever witnessed." Showing no mercy 
for the financial problems of others, O'Madden Burke sweepingly 
declares that "Miss Kathleen Kearney's musical career was ended 
in Dublin," and that she should be paid nothing (147-48). After 
the Kearneys depart, Mr. O'Madden Burke places himself, "poised 
upon his umbrella in approval," as the moral arbiter of the situa
tion, and speaks the final line of the story: "-You did the proper 
thing, Holohan" ( 149). Certainly there is fierce irony in this final 
scene of these two ineffectual men, one limping up and down the 
room in a rage, the other leaning upon the prop of his umbrella, 
taking it upon themselves to decree that Mrs. Kearney has not 
behaved like a true "lady." 

There is irony as well in the statement "Miss Healy had kindly 
consented to play one or two accompaniments" (149), but the in
different tone of the narrative might cause the reader to miss it. 
Miss Healy's actions would perhaps be kind if she were just an
other one of the hired performers. But Miss Healy is one of Kath
leen's "Nationalist friends" (137, 143), whom the Kearneys "had 
often invited ... to their house" (148). Though "a great friend of 
Kathleen's" (148), she is the "scab" who breaks Kathleen's strike 
and allows the concert to go on. Her betrayal is an indictment of 
the false fellowship of the revival movement, and more generally, 
calls to mind Ireland's troubled heritage of betrayals. 

The story comments upon the larger nature of Ireland in an
other way as well. The performers and the members of the Society 
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who gather in increasing numbers to condemn Mrs. Kearney are 
not unlike the "modern hypocrites" who contributed to Parnell's 
downfall (and who are mentioned in the poem in "Ivy Day in the 
Committee Room"); the Irish mob intent upon laying someone 
low is an image that recurs in Joyce's fiction. With no knowledge 
of the contract or the details of the situation, all enter "hotly" into 
the fray, eager "to denounce deviance and nonconformity. The lan
guage in the final scene of the story emphasizes this deterioration 
from a civilized evening of musical performance into almost a 
primitive rite of castigation and ostracism. While the audience is 
"clapping," "stamping," and "whistling," sides are chosen back
stage, and the two tribes stand on opposite ends of the room. As 
the antagonism builds, Mrs. Kearney, seemingly fed up with words 
and contracts, looks "as if she would attack someone with her 
hands" (148). The "angry stone image" (149) she is finally turned 
into seems ancient, mythic. And what happens is mythic as well: 
the mob gathers to censure any expression of individuality, and 
by punishing and banishing a scapegoat, they validate their own 
worth-"everyone approved of what the Committee had done" 
(149). Mr. Holohan's first response to Mrs. Kearney's departure is 
to try frantically "to cool himself for he felt his skin on fire" (149). 
Mrs. Kearney's actions and words have generated unwanted heat, 
which spreads throughout the crowd, and they expel her in order 
to return to the frozen stasis they are used to. 

It is difficult to imagine the author of "The Day of the Rab
blement" approving of the kind of mob action and mentality that 
surfaces in the final pages of the story, even if the entire incident 
is ultimately trivial in import. Despite Mrs. Kearney's desire for 
social acceptance, she emerges as a nonconformist or a rebel, a 
type Joyce always viewed with some sympathy. And perhaps the 
key to locating the presence of this sympathy in the story is the 
figure of the second tenor, Mr. Bell, who is the only character who 
speaks up for Mrs. Kearney. It could be that he is merely grateful 
for Kathleen's decisiveness in leading him out on the stage for the 
first part of the concert. But he stands in the corner with the 
Kearney family during the interval, and when appealed to for his 
opinion admits "he thought [Kathleen] had not been well treated" 
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(148). Joyce himself was a second tenor, and like Mr. Bell, was once 
awarded a bronze medal at the Feis Ceoil. The details of the actual 
concert that Joyce used as a basis for "A Mother" are of interest 
in this connection. 

The concert given on August 27, 1904, in the Antient Concert 
Rooms featured John McCormack and J. C. Doyle, two well 
known singers, as well as a relatively inexperienced young singer 
named James Joyce. Richard Ellmann describes the concert as 
"the high point of [Joyce's] musical career" (JJII 168), and notes 
that Joyce was nervous (like Mr. Bell), in part because of the pres
tige of his fellow performers and in part due to the presence of 
Nora Barnacle in the audience. And like Mr. Bell, Joyce's nerves 
were further agitated by the problematic organization of the con
cert. The diary entry of a Dubliner, Joseph Holloway, provides a 
description: 

the management of the entertainment could not have 
been worse. The Irish Revivalists are sadly in need of a 
capable manager. At present they invariably begin consid
erably after the time advertised and make the audience 
impatient; thus they handicap the performers 
unwarrantably .... The attendants at the door allowed 
people to come in noisily during the times to the distrac
tion and annoyance of all attentive listeners .... The sub
stitute appointed as accompanist in place of Miss Eileen 
Reidy, who left early in the evening, was so incompetent 
that one of the vocalists, Mr. James A. Joyce, had to sit 
down at the piano and accompany himself.23 

Holloway naturally assumed that the delays in the concert were 
merely another symptom of the disorganization of the Irish Reviv
alists, and we have no way of knowing if an incident similar to 
that in "A Mother" actually occurred backstage. Ellmann inter
viewed Eileen Reidy while preparing his biography of Joyce, yet 
evidently never asked her why she had to leave the concert early. 
But he did find out that Joyce had rehearsed with her in her home, 
and when offered refreshment, instead of giving the expected re-
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ply of "coffee" or "tea," Joyce asked for "whisky" (JJII 168). Al
though Mr. Holohan and Miss Healy turn their backs on those 
who once offered them hospitality, Joyce, as regards the fictional 
incarnation of Miss Reidy, apparently did not. The correspon· 
dences between Joyce and Mr. Bell are too pointed to be ignored; 
Mr. Bell seems to be a clue, playfully dropped, as to whose side 
Joyce is on. 

"A Mother" is a story that must be read with careful attention 
to all such possible clues, for its simple surface purposely deceives. 
The placid narrative voice provides few obvious indications of how 
to "read" the various characters and events in the story, leaving it 
up to the reader to choose which "side" to be on. And the comic 
touches ensure that the reader will be disoriented when the story 
becomes confrontational and angry. Ironically, so many critics, 
while concentrating on what they believe are Joyce's intentions in 
the story, have unwittingly fallen into his trap. Neither under
standing nor appreciating the very real grounds for Mrs. Kearney's 
anger, they can only see that she is stepping beyond the social 
norms of acceptable conduct for a "lady," and, mimicking the ac
tion of the story, they censure and dismiss her. It is easy to be 
seduced by the crowd when faced with the "unbending" Mrs. 
Kearney, but in the end, those readers who approve of her defeat 
ally themselves with the stiflingly conformist Dublin society that 
Joyce wished to indict in Dubliners. 

NOTES 

1. The critical essays referred to in my paper and in the notes represent 
the bulk of articles written solely about "A Mother." A survey of in
dices of various studies of Joyce, studies of Dubliners in particular, and 
collections of critical articles will testify to the relative paucity of even 
passing references to the story. As a side note (but perhaps one indic· 
ative of the general neglect of the story), the index of the revised 
edition of Richard Ellmann's biography of Joyce fails to note at least 
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biography, James Joyce, won the 1959 National Book Award for 
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editor with Ellsworth Mason of The Critical Writings of James 
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, biography of Oscar Wilde. 

THE BACKGROUNDS OF "THE DEAD" 

The silent cock shall crow at last. The west shall shake the 
east awake. Walk while ye have the night for morn, lightbreak
fastbringer .... 

-Finnegans Wake, p. 473 

The stay in Rome had seemed purposeless, but during it Joyce 
became aware of the change in his attitude toward Ireland and so 
toward the world. He embodied his new perceptions in "The 

From James Joyce by Richard EHmann. Copyright© 1959 by Richard EHmann. Re
printed by permission of Oxford University Press, Inc. 
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Dead." The story, which was the culmination of a long waiting 
history, began to take shape in Rome, but was not set down until 
he left the city. The pressure of hints, sudden insights, and old 
memories rose in his mind until, like King Midas's barber, he was 
compelled to speech. 

Although the story dealt mainly with three generations of his 
family in Dublin, it drew also upon an incident in Galway in 1903. 
There Michael ("Sonny") Bodkin courted Nora Barnacle; but he 
contracted tuberculosis and had to be confined to bed. Shortly 
afterwards Nora resolved to go to Dublin, and Bodkin stole out of 
his sickroom, in spite of the rainy weather, to sing to her under 
an apple tree and bid her good-by. In Dublin Nora soon learned 
that Bodkin was dead, and when she met Joyce she was first at
tracted to him, as she told a sister, because he resembled Sonny 
Bodkin.1 

Joyce's habit of ferreting out details had made him conduct 
minute interrogations of Nora even before their departure from 
Dublin. He was disconcerted by the fact that young me11 before 
him had interested her. He did not much like to know that her 
heart was still moved, even in pity, by the recollection of the boy 
who had loved her. The notion of being in some sense in' rivalry 
with a dead man buried in the little cemetery at Oughterard was 
one that came easily, and gallingly, to a man of Joyce's jealous 
disposition. It was one source of his complaint to his Aunt Jose
phine Murray that Nora persisted in regarding him as quite similar 
to other men she had known.2 

A few months after expressing this annoyance, while Joyce and 
Nora Barnacle were living in Trieste in 1905, Joyce received an
other impulsion toward "The Dead." In a letter Stanislaus hap
pened to mention attending a concert of Plunket Greene, the Irish 
baritone, which included one of Thomas Moore's Irish Melodies 
called "0, Y e Dead!"3 The song, a dialogue of living and dead, 
was eerie enough, but what impressed Stanislaus was that Greene 
rendered the second stanza, in which the dead answer the living, 
as if they were whimpering for the ·bodied existence they could 
no longer enjoy: 
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It is true, it is true, we are shadows cold and wan; 
And the fair and the brave whom we loved on earth are 

gone; 
But still thus ev'n in death, 
So sweet the living breath 

Of the fields and the flow'rs in our youth we wandered 
o'er, 

That ere, condemn' d, we go 
To freeze, 'mid Hecla's snow, 

We would taste it awhile, and think we live once more! 

375 

James was interested and asked Stanislaus to send the words, 
which he learned to sing himself. His feelings about his wife's dead 
lover found a dramatic counterpart in the jealousy of the dead for 
the living in Moore's song: it would seem that the living and the 
dead are jealous of each other. Another aspect of the rivalry is 
suggested in Ulysses, where Stephen cries out to his mother's 
ghost, whose "glazing eyes, staring out of death, to shake and 
bend my soul, . . . to strike me down," he cannot put out of 
mind: "No, mother. Let me be and let me live."4 That the dead 
do not stay buried is, in fact, a theme of Joyce from the beginning 
to the end of his work; Finnegan is not the only corpse to be 
resurrected. 

In Rome the obtrusiveness of the dead affected what he 
thought of Dublin, the equally Catholic city he had abandoned, a 
city as prehensile of its ruins, visible and invisible. His head was 
filled with a sense of the too successful encroachment of the dead 
upon the living city; there was a disrupting parallel in the way that 
Dublin, buried behind him, was haunting his thoughts. In Ulysses 
the theme was to be reconstituted, in more horrid form, in the 
mind of Stephen, who sees corpses rising from their graves like 
vampires to deprive the living of joy. The bridebed, the childbed, 
and the bed of death are bound together, and death "comes, pale 
vampire, through storm his eyes, his bat sails bloodying the sea, 
mouth to her mouth's kiss."5 We can be at the same time in death 
as well as in life.6 
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By February 11, 1907, after six months in Rome, Joyce knew 
in general what story he must write. Some of his difficulty in be
ginning it was due, as he said himself, to the riot in Dublin over 
The Playboy of the Western World. Synge had followed the advice 
of Yeats that Joyce had rejected, to find his inspiration in the Irish 
folk, and had gone to the Aran Islands. This old issue finds small 
echoes in the story. The nationalistic Miss lvors tries to persuade 
Gabriel to go to Aran (where Synge's Riders to the Sea is set), and 
when he refuses twits him for his lack of patriotic feeling. Though 
Gabriel thinks of defending the autonomy of art and its indiffer
ence to politics, he knows such a defense would be pretentious, 
and only musters up the remark that he is sick of his own country. 
But the issue is far from settled for him. 

"The Dead" begins with a party and ends with a corpse, so 
entwining "funferal" and "funeral" as in the wake of Finnegan. 
That he began with a party was due, at least in part, to Joyce's 
feeling that the rest of the stories in Dubliners had not completed 
his picture of the city. In a letter of September 25, 1906, he had 
written his brother from Rome to say that some elements of Dub
lin had been left out of his stories: "I have not reproduced its 
ingenuous insularity and its hospitality, the latter 'virtue' so far as 
I can see does not exist elsewhere in Europe." He allowed a little 
of this warmth to enter "The Dead." In his speech at the Christ
mas party Gabriel. Conroy .explicitly commends Ireland for this 
very virtue of hospitality, though his expression of the idea is dis
tinctly after-dinner: "I feel more strongly with every recurring year 
that our country has no tradition which does it so much honour 
and which it should guard 'so jealously as that of its hospitality. It 
is a tradition that is unique as far as my experience goes (and I 
have visited not a few places abroad) among the modern nations." 
This was Joyce's oblique way, in language that mocked his own, 
of beginning the task of making amends. 

The selection of details for "The Dead" shows Joyce making 
those choices which, while masterly, suggest the preoccupations 
that mastered him. Once he had determined to represent an Irish 
party, the choice of the Misses Morkans' as its location was easy 
enough. He had already reserved for Stephen Hero a Christmas 
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party at his own house, a party which was also to be clouded by 
a discussion of a dead man. The other festive occasions of his 
childhood were associated with his hospitable great-aunts Mrs. 
Callanan and Mrs. Lyons, and Mrs. Callanan's daughter Mary El
len, at their house at 15 Usher's Island, which was also known as 
the "Misses Flynn school."7 There every year the Joyces who were 
old enough would go, and John Joyce carved the goose and made 
the speech. Stanislaus Joyce says that the speech of Gabriel Con
roy in "The Dead" is a good imitation of his father's or:atorical 
style.8 

In Joyce's story Mrs. Callanan and Mrs. Lyons, the Misses 
Flynn, become the spinster ladies, the Misses Morkan, and Mary 
Ellen Callanan becomes Mary Jane. Most of the other party guests 
were also reconstituted from Joyce's recollections. Mrs. Lyons had 
a son Freddy, who kept a Christmas card shop in Grafton Street.9 

Joyce introduces him as Freddy Malins, and situates his shop in 
the less fashionable Henry Street, perhaps to make him need that 
sovereign Gabriel lent him. Another relative of Joyce's mother, 
a first cousin, married a Protestant named Mervyn Archdale 
Browne, who combined the profession of music teacher with that 
of agent for a burglary insurance company. Joyce keeps him in 
"The Dead" under his own name. Bartell d' Arcy, the hoarse singer 
in the story, was based upon Barton M'Guckin, the leading tenor 
in the Carl Rosa Opera Company. There were other tenors, such 
as John McCormack, whom Joyce might have used, but he needed 
one who was unsuccessful and uneasy about himself; and his fa
ther's often-told anecdote about M'Guckin's lack of confidence 
furnished him with just such a singer as he intended Bartell d' Arcy 
to be. 

The making of his hero, Gabriel Conroy, was more compli
cated. The root situation, of jealousy for his wife's dead lover, was 
of course Joyce's. The man who is murdered, D. H. Lawrence has 
one of his characters say, desires to be murdered;10 some temper
aments demand the feeling that their friends and sweethearts will 
deceive them. Joyce's conversation often returned to the word 
"betrayal,"11 and the entangled innocents whom he uses for his 
heroes are all aspects of his conception of himself. Though Gabriel 
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is less impressive than Joyce's other heroes, Stephen, Bloom, Rich
ard Rowan, or Earwicker, he belongs to their distinguished, put
upon company. 

There are several specific points at which Joyce attributes his 
own experiences to Gabriel. The letter which Gabriel remembers 
having written to Gretta Conroy early in their courtship is one of 
these; from it Gabriel quotes to himself the sentiment, "Why is it 
that words like these seem to me so dull and cold? Is it because 
there is no word tender enough to be your name?" These sen
tences are taken almost directly from a letter Joyce wrote to Nora 
in 1904.12 It was also Joyce, of course, who wrote book reviews, 
just as Gabriel Conroy does, for the Daily Express. Since the Daily 
Express was pro-English, he had probably been teased for writing 
for it during his frequent visits to the house of David Sheehy, M.P. 
One of the Sheehy daughters, Kathleen, may well have been the 
model for Miss Ivors, for she wore that austere bodice and sported 
the same patriotic pin.ll In Gretta's old sweetheart, in Gabriel's 
letter, in the book reviews and the discussion of them, as well as 
in the physical image of Gabriel with hair parted in the middle 
and rimmed glasses, Joyce drew directly upon his own life. 

His father was also deeply involved in the. story. Stanislaus 
Joyce recalls that when the Joyce children were too young to bring 
along to the Misses Flynns' party, their father and mother some
times left them with a governess and stayed at a Dublin hotel 
overnight instead of returning to their house in Bray.14 Gabriel 
and Gretta do this too. Gabriel's quarrels with his mother also 
suggest John Joyce's quarrels with his mother, who never accepted 
her son's marriage to a woman of lower station.15 But John Joyce's 
personality was not like Gabriel's; he had no doubts of himself, in 
the midst of many failures he was full of self-esteem. He had the 
same unshakable confidence as his son James. For Gabriel's per
sonality there is among Joyce's friends another model. 16 This was 
Constantine Curran, sometimes nicknamed "Cautious Con." He 
is a more distinguished man than Joyce allows, but Joyce was build
ing upon, and no doubt distorting, his memories of Curran as a 
very young man. That he has Curran partly in mind is suggested 
by the fact that he calls Gabriel's brother by Curran's first name 



RICHARD ELLMANN 379 

Constantine, and makes Gabriel's brother, like Curran's, a priestP 
Curran has the same high color and nervous, disquieted manner 
as Gabriel, and like Gabriel he has traveled to the Continent and 
has cultivated cosmopolitan interests. Curran, like Conroy, mar· 
ried a woman who was not a Dubliner, though she came from 
only as far west as Limerick. In other respects he is quite different 
Gabriel was made mostly out of Curran, Joyce's father, and Joyce 
himself. Probably Joyce knew there was a publican on Howth 
named Gabriel Conroy; or, as Gerhard Friedrich has proposed,18 
he may have borrowed the name from the title of a Bret Harte 
novel. But the character, if not the name, was of his own com
poun9ing.19 

Joyce now had his people, his party, and something of its de
velopment. In the festive setting, upon which the snow keeps of
fering a different perspective until, as W. Y. Tindall suggests,20 the 
snow itself changes, he develops Gabriel's private tremors, his 
sense of inadequacy, his uncomfortable insistence on his small 
pretensions. From the beginnin1~ he is vulnerable; his well-meant 
and even generous overtures are regularly checked. The servant 
girl punctures his blithe assumption that everyone is happily in 
love and on the way to the altar. He is not sure enough of himself 
to put out of his head the slur!; he has received long ago; so in 
spite of his uxorious attitude towards Gretta he is a little ashamed 
of her having come from the west of Ireland. He cannot bear to 
think of his dead mother's remark that Gretta was "country cute," 
and when Miss Ivors says of Gretta, "She's from Connacht, isn't 
she?" Gabriel answers shortly, "Her people are." He has rescued 
her from that bog. Miss Ivors's suggestion, a true Gaelic Leaguer's, 
that he spend his holiday in the Irish-speaking Aran Islands (in the 
west) upsets him; it is the element in his wife's past that he wishes 
to forget. During most of the story, the west of Ireland is con
nected in Gabriel's mind with a dark and rather painful primiti
vism, an aspect of his country which he has steadily abjured by. 
going off to the Continent. The west is savagery; to the east and 
south lie people who drink wine! and wear galoshes. 

Gabriel has been made uneasy about this attitude, but he 
clings to it defiantly until the ending. Unknown to him, it is being 
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challenged by the song, "The Lass of Aughrim." Aughrim is a little 
village in the west not far from Galway. The song has a special 
relevance; in it a woman who has been seduced and abandoned 
by Lord Gregory comes with her baby in the rain to beg for ad
mission to his house. It brings together the peasant mother and 
the civilized seducer, but Gabriel does not listen to the words; he 
only watches his wife listening. Joyce had heard this ballad from 
Nora; perhaps he considered also using Tom Moore's "0, Ye 
Dead" in the story, but if so he must have seen that "The Lass 
of Aughrim" would connect more subtly with the west and with 
Michael Furey's visit in the rain to Gretta. But the notion of using 
a song at all may well have come to him as the result of the ex
citement generated in him by Moore's song. 

And now Gabriel and Gretta go to the Hotel Gresham, Gabriel 
fired by his living wife and Gretta drained by the memory of her 
dead lover. He learns for the first time of the young man in Gal
way, whose name Joyce has deftly altered from Sonny or Michael 
Bodkin to Michael Furey. The new name implies, like the contrast 
of the militant Michael and the amiable Gabriel, that violent pas
sion is in her Galway past, not in her Dublin present. Gabriel tries 
to cut Michael Furey down. "What was he?" he asks, confident 
that his own profession of language teacher (which of course he 
shared with Joyce) is superior; but. she replies, "He was in the 
gasworks," as if this profession was as good as any other. Then 
Gabriel tries again, "And what did he die of so young, Gretta? 
Consumption, was it?" He hopes to register the usual expressions 
of pity, but Gretta silences and terrifies him by her answer, "I 
think he died for me."21 Since Joyce has already made clear that 
Michael Furey was tubercular, this answer of Gretta has a fine 
ambiguity. It asserts the egoism of passion, and unconsciously de
fies Gabriel's reasonable question. 

Now Gabriel begins to succumb to his wife's dead lover, and 
becomes a pilgrim to emotional intensities outside of his own ex
perience. From a biographical point of view, these final pages com
pose one of Joyce's several tributes to his wife's artless integrity. 
Nora Barnacle, in spite of her defects of education, was indepen
dent, unself-conscious, instinctively right. Gabriel acknowledges 
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the same coherence in his own wife, and he recognizes in the west 
of Ireland, in Michael Furey, a passion he has himself always 
lacked. "Better pass boldly into that other world, in the full glory 
of some passion, than fade and wither dismally with age," Joyce 
makes Gabriel think. Then comes that strange sentence in the 
final paragraph: "The time had come for him to set out on his 
journey westward." The cliche mns that journeys westward are 
towards death, but the west has taken on a special meaning in the 
story. Gretta Conroy's west is the place wryere life had been lived 
simply and passionately. The context and phrasing of the sentence 
suggest that Gabriel is on the edge of sleep, and half-consciously 
accepts what he has hitherto scorned, the possibility of an actual 
trip to Connaught. What the sentence affirms, at last, on the level 
of feeling, is the west, the primitive, untutored, impulsive country 
from which Gabriel had felt him!;elf alienated before; in the story, 
the west is paradoxically linked also with the past and the dead. 
It is like Aunt Julia Morkan who, though ignorant, old, grey
skinned, and stupefied, seizes in her song at the party "the excite
ment of swift and secure flight." 

The tone of the sentence, "The time had come for him to set 
out on his journey westward," is somewhat resigned. It suggests a 
concession, a relinquishment, and Gabriel is conceding and relin
quishing a good deal-his sense of the importance of civilized 
thinking, of Continental tastes, of all those tepid but nice dis
tinctions on which he has prided himself. The bubble of his self
possession is pricked; he no longer possesses himself, and not to 
possess oneself is in a way a kind of death. It is a self-abandonment 
not unlike Furey's, and through Gabriel's mind runs the imagery 
of Calvary. He imagines the snow on the cemetery at Oughterard, 
lying "thickly drifted on the crooked crosses and headstones, on 
the spears of the little gate, on the barren thorns." He thinks of 
Michael Furey who, Gretta has said, died for her, and envies him 
his sacrifice for another kind of love than Christ's. To some extent 
Gabriel too is dying for her, in giving up what he has most valued 
in himself, all that holds him apart from the simpler people at the 
party. He feels close to Gretta through sympathy if not through 
love; now they are both past youth, beauty, and passion; he feels 
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close also to her dead lover, another lamb burnt on her altar, 
though she too is burnt now; he feels no resentment, only pity. In 
his own sacrifice of himself he is conscious of a melancholy unity 
between the living and the dead. 

Gabriel, who has been sick of his own country, finds himself 
drawn inevitably into a silent tribute to it of much more conse
quence than his spoken tribute to the party. He has had illusions 
of the rightness of a way of life that should be outside of Ireland; 
but through this experience with his wife he grants a kind of bond
age, of acceptance, even of admiration to a part of the country 
and a way of life that are most Irish. Ireland is shown to be 
stronger, more intense than he. At the end of A Portrait of the 
Artist, too, Stephen Dedalus, who has been so resolutely opposed 
to nationalism, makes a similar concession when he interprets his 
departure f~om Ireland as an attempt to forge a conscience for his 
race. 

Joyce did not invent the incidents that conclude his story, the 
second honeymoon of Gabriel and Gretta which ends so badly. 
His method of composition was very like T. S. Eliot's, the imagi
native absorption of stray material. The method did not please 
Joyce very much because he considered it not imaginative enough, 
but it was the only way he could work. He borrowed the ending 
for "The Dead" from another book. In that book a bridal couple 
receive, on their wedding night, a message that a young woman 
whom the husband jilted has just committed suicide. The news 
holds them apart, she asks him not to kiss her, and both are tor
mented by remorse. The wife, her marriage unconsummated, falls 
off at last to sleep, and her husband goes to the window and looks 
out at "the melancholy greyness of the dawn." For the first time 
he recognizes, with the force of a revelation, that his life is a fail
ure, and that his wife lacks the passion of the girl who has killed 
herself. He resolves that, since he is not worthy of any more mo
mentous career, he will try at least to make her happy. Here surely 
is the situation that Joyce so adroitly recomposed. The dead lover 
who comes between the lovers, the sense of the husband's failure, 
the acceptance of mediocrity, the resolve to be at all events sym-
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pathetic, all come from the other book. But Joyce transforms 
them. For example, he allows Grt!tta to kiss her husband, but with· 
out desire, and rarefies the situation by having it arise not from a 
suicide but from a memory of young love. The book Joyce was 
borrowing from was one that nobody reads any more, George 
Moore's Vain Fortune; but Joyce read it,22 and in his youthful es
say, "The Day of the Rabblement," overpraised it as "fine, original 
work."23 

Moore said nothing about snow, however. No one can know 
how Joyce conceived the joining of Gabriel's final experience with 
the snow. But his fondness for a background of this kind is also 
illustrated by his use of the fireplace in "Ivy Day," of the street
lamps in "Two Gallants," and of the river in Finnegans Wake. It 
does not seem that the snow can be death, as so many have said, 
for it falls on living and dead aHke, and for death to fall on the 
dead is a simple redundancy of which Joyce would not have been 
guilty. For snow to be "general all over Ireland" is of course un
usual in that country. The fine description: "It was falling on every 
part of the dark central plain, on the treeless hills, falling softly 
upon the Bog of Allen and, farther westward, softly falling into 
the dark mutinous Shannon waves," is probably borrowed by Joyce 
from a famous simile in the twelfth book of the Iliad, which Tho
reau translates:24 "The snowflak•es fall thick and fast on a winter's 
day. The winds are lulled, and the snow falls incessant, covering 
the tops of the mountains, and the hills, and the plains where the 
lotus-tree grows, and the cultivated fields, and they are falling by 
the inlets and shores of the foaming sea, but are silently dissolved 
by the waves." But Homer was simply describing the thickness of 
the arrows in the battle of the Greeks and Trojans; and while Joyce 
seems to copy his topographical details, he uses the image here 
chiefly for a similar sense of crowding and quiet pressure. Where 
Homer speaks of the waves silently dissolving the snow, Joyce adds 
the final detail of "the mutinous Shannon waves" which suggests 
the "Furey" quality of the west. The snow that falls upon Gabriel, 
Gretta, and Michael Furey, upon the Misses Morkan, upon the 
dead singers and the living, is mutuality, a sense of their connec-
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tion with each other, a sense that none has his being alone. The 
partygoers prefer dead singers to living ones, the wife prefers a 
dead lover to a live lover. 

The snow does not stand alone in the story. It is part of the 
complex imagery that includes heat and cold air, fire, and rain, as 
well as snow. The relations of these are not simple. During the 
party the living people, their festivities, and all human society 
seem contrasted with the cold outside, as in the warmth of Ga
briel's hand on the cold pane. But this warmth is felt by Gabriel 
as stuffy and confining, and the cold outside is repeatedly con
nected with what is fragrant and fresh. The cold, in this sense of 
piercing intensity, culminates in the picture of Michael Furey in 
th~ rain and darkness of the Galway night. 

Another warmth is involved in "The Dead." In Gabriel's mem
ory of his own love for Gretta, he recalls incidents in his love's 
history as stars, burning with pure and distant intensity, and recalls 
moments of his passion for her as having the fire of stars. The 
irony of this image is that the sharp and beautiful experience was, 
though he has not known it until this night, incomplete. There is 
a telling metaphor: he remembers a moment of happiness, stand
ing with Gretta in the cold, looking in through a window at a man 
makjng bottles in a roaring furnace, and suddenly calling out to 
the man, "Is the fire hot?" The question sums up his na'ive dep
rivation; if the man at the furnace had heard the question, his 
answer, thinks Gabriel, might have been rude; so the revelation 
on this night is rude to Gabriel's whole being. On this night he 
acknowledges that love must be a feeling which he has never 
fully had. 

Gabriel is not utterly deprived. Throughout the story there is 
affection for this man who, without the sharpest, most passionate 
perceptions, is yet generous and considerate. The intense and the 
moderate can meet; intensity bursts out and declines, and the 
moderated can admire and pity it, and share the fate that moves 
both types of mankind towards age and death. The furthest point 
of love of which Gabriel is capable is past. Furey's passion is past 
because of his sudden death. Gretta is perhaps the most pitiful, 
in that knowing Furey's passion, and being of his kind, she does 
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not die but lives to wane in Gabriel's way; on this night she too 
is fatigued, not beautiful, her clothes lie crumpled beside her. The 
snow seems to share in this decline; viewed from inside at the 
party, it is desirable, unattainable, just as at his first knowledge of 
Michael Furey, Gabriel envies him. At the end as the partygoers 
walk to the cab the snow is slushy and in patches, and then, seen 
from the window of the hotel room, it belongs to all men, it is 
general, mutual. Under its canopy, all human beings, whatever 
their degrees of intensity, fall into union. The mutuality is that all 
men feel and lose feeling, all interact, all warrant the sympathy 
that Gabriel now extends to Furey, to Gretta, to himself, even to 
old Aunt Julia. 

In its lyrical, melancholy acceptance of all that life and death 
offer, "The Dead" is a linchpin in Joyce's work. There is that basic 
situation of cuckoldry, real or putative, which is to be found 
throughout. There is the special Joycean collation of specific detail 
raised to rhythmical intensity. The final purport of the story, the 
mutual dependency of living and dead, is something that he med
itated a good deal from his early youth. He had expressed it first 
in his essay on Mangan in 1902, when he spoke already of the 
union in the great memory· of death along with life;25 even then 
he had begun to learn like Gabriel that we are all Romes, our new 
edifices reared beside, and even joined with, ancient monuments. 
In Dubliners he developed this idea. The interrelationship of dead 
and living is the theme of the first story in Dubliners as well as of 
the last; it is also the theme of "A Painful Case," but an even 
closer parallel to "The Dead" is the story, "Ivy Day in the Com
mittee Room." This was in one sense an answer to his university 
friends who mocked his remark that death is the most beautiful 
form of life by saying that absence is the highest form of presence. 
Joyce did not think either idea absurd. What binds "Ivy Day" to 
"The Dead" is that in both stories the central agitation derives 
from a character who never appears, who is dead, absent. Joyce 
wrote Stanislaus that Anatole France had given him the idea for 
both stories.26 There may be other sources in France's works, but 
a possible one is "The Procurator of Judaea." In it Pontius Pilate 
reminisces with a friend about the days when he was procurator 
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in Judaea, and describes the events of his time with Roman reason, 
calm, and elegance. Never once does he, or his friend, mention 
the person we expect him to discuss, the founder of Christianity, 
until at the end the friend asks if Pontius Pilate happens to re
member someone of the name of Jesus, from Nazareth, and the 
veteran administrator replies, "Jesus? Jesus of Nazareth? ·1 cannot 
call him to mind." The story is overshadowed by the person whom 
Pilate does not recall; without him the story would not exist. Joyce 
uses a similar method in "Ivy Day" with Parnell and in "The 
Dead" with Michael Furey. 

In Ulysses the climactic episode, Circe, whirls to a sepulchral 
close in the same juxtaposition of living and dead, the ghost of his 
mother confronting Stephen, and the ghost of his son confronting 
Bloom. But Joyce's greatest triumph in asserting the intimacy of 
living and dead was to be the close of Finnegans Wake. Here Anna 
Livia Plurabelle, the river of life, flows toward the sea, which is 
death; the fresh water passes into the salt, a bitter ending. Yet it 
is also a return to her father, the sea, that produces the cloud 
which makes the river, and her father is also her husband, to 
whom she gives herself as a bride to her groom. Anna Livia is 
going back to her father, as Gabriel journeys westward in feeling 
to the roots of his fatherland; like him, she is sad and weary. To 
him the Shannon waves are dark and mutinous, and to her the 
sea is cold and mad. In Finnegans Wake Anna Livia's union is not 
only with love but with death; like Gabriel she seems to swoon 
away. 

That Joyce at the age of twenty-five and -six should have writ
ten this story ought not to seem odd. Young writers reach their 
greatest eloquence in dwelling upon the horrors of middle age and 
what follows it. But beyond this proclivity which he shared with 
others, Joyce had a special reason for writing the story of "The 
Dead" in 1906 and 1907. In his own mind he had thoroughly 
justified his flight from Ireland, but he had not decided the ques
tion of where he would fly to. In Trieste and Rome he had learned 
what he had unlearned in Dublin, to be a Dubliner. As he had 
written his brother from Rome with some astonishment, he felt 
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humiliated when anyone attacked his "impoverished country."27 

"The Dead" is his first song of exile. · 
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Allen Tate 

Allen Tate (1899-1979), the distinguished Southern poet and man 
of letters, was a founder and editor of The Fugitive (1922-25). He 
taught at many American universities and colleges, including Prince
ton, Vanderbilt, and the University of Minnesota. He published nu
merous volumes of poetry, and among his collections of critical 
essays are Reactionary Essays on Poetry and Ideas, Reason in Mad
ness, and The Man of Letters in the Modern World. He held the 
Chair of Poetry of the Library of Congress in 1943 and 1944, and 
in 1956, he was awarded the Bollingen Prize in Poetry. 

"THE DEAD" 

In "The Dead" James Joyce brings to the highest pitch of perfec
tion in English the naturalism of Flaubert; it may be questioned 
whether his great predecessor and master was able so completely 
to lift the objective detail of his material up to the symbolic level, 
as Joyce does in this great story. If the art of naturalism consists 
mainly in making active those elements which had hitherto in fic
tion remained inert, that is, description and expository summary, 
the further push given the method by Joyce consists in manipu-

Reprinted with the permission of Charles Scribner's Sons from The House of Fiction, 
pp. 279-82, by Caroline Gordon and Allen Tate. Copyright 1950, Charles Scribner's 
Sons. This essay originally appeared in the Sewanee Review, Winter 1950. 
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lating what at first sight seems to be mere physical detail into 
dramatic symbolism. As Gabriel Conroy, the. "hero" of "The 
Dead," enters the house of his aunts, he flicks snow from his ga· 
lashes with his scarf; by the time the story ends the snow has filled 
all the visible earth, and stands as the symbol of the revelation of 
Gabriel's inner life. 

Joyce's method is that of the roving narrator; that is to say, the 
author suppresses himself but does not allow the hero to tell his 
own story, for the reason that "psychic distance" is necessary to 
the end in view. This end is the sudden revelation to Gabriel of 
his egoistic relation to his wife and, through that revelation, of his 
inadequate response to his entire experience. Thus Joyce must 
establish his central intelligence through Gabriel's eyes, but a little 
above and outside him at the same time, so that we shall know 
him at a given moment only through what he sees and feels in 
terms of that moment. 

The story opens with the maid, Lily, who all day has been 
helping her mistresses, the Misses Morkan, Gabriel's aunts, pre· 
pare for their annual party. Here, as in the opening paragraph of 
Joyce's other masterpiece in Dubliners, "Araby," we open with a 
neutral or suspended point of view; just as Crane begins "The 
Open Boat" with: "None of them knew the color of the sky." Lily 
is "planted" because, when Gabriel arrives, he must enter the 
scene dramatically, and not merely be reported as entering; if his 
eye is to see the story, the eye must be established actively, and it 
is so established in the little incident with Lily. If he is to see the 
action for us, he must come authoritatively out of the scene, not 
throw himself at us. After he flicks the snow, he sounds his special 
note; it is a false note indicating his inadequate response to people 
and even his lack of respect for them. He refers patronizingly to 
Lily's personal life; when she cries out in protest, he makes it worse 
by offering her money. From that moment we know Gabriel Con
roy, but we have not been told what he is: we have had him 
rendered. 

In fact, from the beginning to the end of the story we are 
never told anything; we are shown everything. We are not told, 
for example, that the milieu of the story is the provincial, middle-
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class, "cultivated" society of Dublin at the turn of the century; we 
are not told that Gabriel represents its emotional sterility (as con
trasted with the "peasant" richness of his wife Gretta), its com· 
placency, its devotion to genteel culture, its sentimental evasion 
of "reality." All this we see dramatized; it is all made active. Noth
ing is given us from the externally omniscient point of view. At 
the moment Gabriel enters the house the eye shifts from Lily to 
Gabriel. It is necessary, of course, at this first appearance that we 
should see him: there is a brief description; but it is not Joyce's 
description: we see him as Lily sees him-or might see him if she 
had Joyce's superior command of the whole situation. This, in fact, 
is the method of "The Dead." From this point on we are never 
far from Gabriel's physical sight; we are constantly looking 
through his physical eyes at values and insights of which he is 
incapable. The significance of the milieu, the complacency of Ga
briel's feeling for his wife, her romantic image of her lover Michael 
Fur~y. what Miss lvors means in that particular society, would 
have been put before us, in the pre-James era in English fiction, 
as exposition and commentary through the direct intercession of 
the author; and it would have remained inert. 

Take Miss lvors: she is a flat character, she disappears the 
moment Joyce is through with her, when she has served his pur
pose. She is there to elicit from Gabriel a certain quality, his re
lation to his culture at the intellectual and social level; but she is 
not in herself a necessary character. It is to this sort of character, 
whose mechanical use must be given the look of reality, that James 
applied the term ficelle. She makes it possible for Joyce to charge 
with imaginative activity an important phase of Gabriel's life 
which he would otherwise have been compelled to give us as mere 
information. Note also that this particular ficelle is a woman: she 
stands for the rich and complex life of the Irish people out of 
which Gabriel's wife has come, and we are thus given a subtle 
dramatic presentation of a spiritual limitation which focuses sym
bolically, at the end of the story, upon his relation to his wife. 

The examples of naturalistic detail which operate also at the 
symbolic level will sufficiently indicate to the reader t\le close tex
ture of "The Dead." We should say, conversely, that the symbol-
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ism itself derives its validity from its being, in the first place, a 
visible and experienced moment in the consciousness of a char
acter. 

Take the incident when Gabriel looks into the mirror. It serves 
two purposes. First, we need to see Gabriel again and more closely 
than we saw him when he entered the house; we know him better 
morally and we must see him more clearly physically. At the same 
time, he looks into the mirror because he is not, and has never 
been, concerned with an objective situation; he is wrapped in him
self. The mirror is an old and worn symbol of Narcissism, but here 
it is effective because its first impact is through the action; it is 
not laid on the action from the outside. 

As the party breaks up, we see Gabriel downstairs; upstairs Mr. 
Bartell D' Arcy is singing (hoarsely and against his will) "The Lass 
of Aughrim." Gabriel looks up the stairs: 

A woman was standing near the top of the first flight, in 
the shadow also. He could not see her face but he could 
see the terracotta and salmonpink panels of her skirt which 
the shadow made appear black and white. It was his wife . 
. . . Gabriel was surprised at her stillness .... 

She is listening to the song. As she stands, one hand on the ban
ister, listening, Gabriel has an access of romantic feeling. "Distant 
Music he would call the picture if he were a painter." At this 
moment Gabriel's whole situation in life begins to be reversed, 
and because he will not until the end be aware of the significance 
of the reversal, its impact upon the reader from here on is an irony 
of increasing power. As he feels drawn to his wife, he sees her 
romantically, with unconscious irony, as "Distant Music," little 
suspecting how distant she is. He sees only the "lower" part of 
her figure; the "upper" is involved with the song, the meaning of 
which, for her, we do not yet know. The concealment of the "up
per" and the visibility, to Gabriel, of the "lower," constitute a 
symbol, dramatically and· naturalistically active, of Gabriel's rela
tion to his wife: he has never acknowledged her spirit, her identity 
as a person; he knows only her body. And at the end, when he 
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tries to possess her physically, she reveals with crushing force her 
full being, her own separate life, in the story of Michael Furey, 
whose image has been brought back to her by the singing of Mr. 
Bartell D' Arcy. 

The image of Michael provides our third example. The inci
dent is one of great technical difficulty, for no preparation, in its 
own terms, was possible. How, we miglit ask ourselves, was Joyce 
to convey to us (and to Gabriel) the reality of Gretta's boy lover? 
Could he let Gretta say that a boy named Michael Furey was in 
love with her, that he died young, that she had never forgotten 
him because, it seemed to her, he must have died for love of her? 
This would be mere statement, mere reporting. Let us see how 
Joyce does it. 

-Someone you were in love with? he asked ironically. 
-It was a young boy I used to know, she answered, 

named Michael Furey. He used to sing that song, The Lass 
of Aughrim. He was very delicate. 

Having established in the immediate dramatic context, in relation 
to Gabriel, her emotion for Michael, who had created for her a 
complete and inviolable moment, she is able to proceed to details 
which are living details because they have been acted upon by her 
memory: his big, dark eyes; his job at the gas-works; his death at 
seventeen. But these are not enough to create space around him, 
not enough to present his image . 

. . . I heard gravel thrown up against the window. The 
window was so wet I couldn't see so I ran downstairs as I 
was and slipped out the back into the garden and there 
was the poor fellow at the end of the garden, shivering. 

Up to this passage, we have been told about Michael; we now 
begin to see him. And we see him in the following passage: 

I implored of him to go home at once and told him he 
would get his death in the rain. But he said he did not 
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want to live. I can see his eyes as well as well! He was 
standing at the end of the wall where there was a tree. 

Without the wall and the tree to give him space he would not 
exist; these details cut him loose from Gretta's story and present 
him in the round. 

The overall symbol, the snow, which we first see as a scenic 
detail on the toe of Gabriel's galoshes, gradually expands until at 
the end it gathers up the entire action. The snow is the story. It 
is not necessary to separate its development from the dramatic 
structure or to point out in detail how at every moment, including 
the splendid climax, it reaches us through the eye as a naturalistic 
feature of the background. Its symbolic operation is of greater im
portance. At the beginning, the snow is the cold and even hostile 
force of nature, hu.manly indifferent, enclosing the warm conviv
iality of the Misses Morkan's party. But just as the human action· 
in which Gabriel is involved develops in the pattern of the plot of 
Reversal, his situation at the end being the opposite of its begin
ning, so the snow reverses its meaning, in a kind of rhetorical 
dialectic: from naturalistic coldness it develops into a symbol of 
warmth, of expanded consciousness; it stands for Gabriel's escape 
from his own ego into the larger world of humanity, including "all 
the living and the dead." 
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Kenneth Burke (1897-1993), the well-known critic and man of let
ters, lectured widely at American colleges and universities. He was a 
Fellow of the Institute for Advanced Study in 1948 and 1949. His 
books of criticism and philosophical inquiry include Counter
Statement, Permanence and Change, The Philosophy of Literary 
Form, A Grammar of Motives, A Rhetoric of Motives, and Lan
guage as Symbolic Action. 

"STAGES" IN "THE DEAD" 

Joyce's story, "The Dead" (in Dubliners), seems particularly to 
profit by a close attention to "stages." 

In the first of its three parts, the keynote is expectancy, which 
is amplified by many appropriate details: talk of preparations, ar
rivals, · introductions, apprehensions, while fittingly the section 
ends on an unfinished story. All these details are in terms of ev
eryday sociality, to do with the warming-up of the party, stressing 
an avid engrossment in such an order of motives, as though they 
were the very essence of reality. There are a few superficial ref
erences to the theme of death (the passing mention of two dead 

From Perspectives by Incongruity by Kenneth Burke, edited by Stanley E. Hyman 
and Barbara Karmiller. Copyright © 1954 by Kenneth Burke. Reprinted with per
mission from the author and Indiana University Press. 
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relatives who are never mentioned again, and Gabriel's remark 
that he had been delayed because it had taken his wife "three 
mortal hours" to dress). And there is one enigmatic detail, though 
at this stage of the story it looks wholly realistic: the reference to 
the snow on Gabriel's galoshes and overcoat as he enters, bringing 
in a "cold fragrant air from out·of·do_ors." 

The second stage, dealing with the party at its height, could 
be analysed almost as a catalogue of superficial socialities, each in 
its way slightly false or misfit. The mood was set incipiently in the 
first part, when Gabriel offers the servant a tip. He had known her 
before she became a servant, hence his act (involving sociality of 
a sort) is not quite right. In the second stage, there is a welter of 
such intangible infelicities, as with the fact that Mary Jane's sing· 
ing received the most vigorous applause from "four young men in 
the doorway who had gone away to the refreshment-room at the 
beginning of the piece but had come back when the piano had 
stopped." This section is a thesaurus of what we might call "half
way" socialities, such as Miss lvors' "propagandism" for the Irish 
movement (in leaving early, she cries, "Beannacht libh''), Freddy's 
drunken amiability, Gabriel's dutiful conversation with Freddy's 
mother, the parlor talk about music, the conviviality through com
mon participation in the materials of the feast, Gabriel's slightly 
hollow after-dinner speech that was noisily acclaimed, Gabriel's 
distant relationship to two of the women who are giving the party, 
the few words with his wife indicating familiarity without inti
macy, the somewhat gingerly treatment of the one Protestant 
among Catholics. 

Such is the theme amplified, with apparent realistic engross
ment, in this section. There are also a few explicit but glancing 
references to death. One threatens to be serious, when some of 
the Catholics try to tell the Protestant why certain monks sleep in 
their coffins; but "as the subject had grown lugubrious it was bur
ied in a silence of the table," etc. And twice there is the enigmatic 
antithesis, the theme of the snow in the night, still wholly realistic 
in guise: "Gabriel's warm trembling fingers tapped the cold pane 
of the window. How cool it must be outside! How pleasant it 
would be to walk out alone, first along by the river and then 
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through the park! The snow would be lying on the branches of 
the trees and forming a bright cap on the top of the Wellington 
Monument." In the other passage, there is likewise a reference to 
the "gleaming cap of snow" that Gabriel associated with the Mon
ument. (One never knows how exacting to be, when comparing 
such passages; yet, as regards these references to the "cap" of 
snow, looking back we note that, when Gabriel first entered, the 
light fringe of snow lay "like a cape" on his shoulders. Cap-cape. 
Where secret identifications are taking form, since we are in time 
to learn that this snow stands for some essence beyond the ap
pearances of halfway sociality, might not the signatures mark their 
secret relationship thus punwise?) 

In any case, the third section deals with events following the 
party. The cycle of realistic expectations and eventualities is draw
ing to a close. The party breaks up. We are now free to penetrate 
the implications of the antithetical moment. ("How much more 
pleasant it would be there than at the supper-table!" Gabriel had 
thought, in one of those two outlaw flashes when he had imagined 
the snow outside in the night.) 

The first two sections were best described, we think, by a 
block-like method. Thus, for the first, we simply noted how the 
theme of expectancy could be stated in variation; and for the sec
ond, we broke the analysis into a list of variations on the theme 
of halfway sociality. For the point we were trying to make, it didn't 
matter in what order we listed these details. But the third section 
concerns initiation into a mystery. It is to take us beyond the realm 
of realism, as so conceived, into the realm of ideality. Hence, there 
is a strict succession of stages, in the development towards a more 
exacting kind of vision. Each stage is the way-in to the next, as 
the narrow-visioned expectations of the party had been the way
in to the disclosures following the party. 

The party is over. Where will we go? Is there not a symbolism 
emerging in the realism; when Gabriel tells the anecdote of the 
old horse that went round and round the monument? Next, the 
topic becomes that of every-whichway (we are still undecided), as 
the cabman is given conflicting directions by different members 
of the party. "The confusion grew greater and the cabman was 



398 Criticism 

directed differently by Freddy Malins and Mr Browne, each of 
whom had his head out through a window of the cab. The diffi
culty was to know where to drop Mr Browne along the route and 
Aunt Kate, Aunt Julia and Mary Jane helped the discussion from 
the doorstep with cross-directions and contradictions and abun
dance of laughter." Finally, "the horse was whipped up and the 
cab rattled off along the quay amid a chorus of laughter and 
adieus." We are en route, so far as realistic topics are concerned. 
But Gabriel and his wife have not yet left. And the development 
from now on is to concern them. Tableau: A man is singing; 
Gabriel's wife, Gretta, is listening attentively, standing on the 
staircase, "near the top of the first flight','; Gabriel, below, is 
looking up admiringly. And "he asked himself what is a woman 
standing on the stairs in the shadow, listening to distant music, a 
symbol of." 

Previously we mentioned the form of the Theaetetus: how, 
every time Socrates had brought things to an apparently satisfac
tory close, each such landing-place was found to be but the oc
casion for a new flight, a new search, that first seemed like an 
arrival, then opened up a new disclosure in turn. We believe that 
the remainder of this story possesses "dialectical form" in much 
that same sense. You might even call it the narrative equivalent 
of a Platonic dialogue. For from now on, Gabriel goes through a 
series of disclosures. Each time, he thinks he is really close to the 
essence; then another consideration emerges, that requires him to 
move on again. Let's be as bluntly schematic as possible. It is not 
our job to regive the quality of the story; for that, one should go 
to the story itself. The stages, schematized, are these: 

(1) As against the familiar but not intimate relations we 
have already seen, between Gabriel and his wife, here is a 
new motive; Gabriel sees "grace and mystery in her atti
tude as if she were a symbol of something." And later, just 
before she asks the name of the song, at the sight of her 
flushed cheeks and shining eyes "a sudden tide of joy went 
leaping out of his heart." 
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(2) They had arranged to spend the night in a nearby ho
tel. Hence, passages to suggest that he is recovering some 
of the emotions he had felt at the time of their honey
moon. ("Their children, his writing, her household cares 
had not quenched all their souls' tender fire," a reflection 
growing out of realistic reference to a literal fire.) 

(3) Crossing a bridge, amid talk of the snow on the statue, 
while "Gabriel was again in a cab with her, galloping to 
catch the boat, galloping to their honeymoon." 

(4) Building up the sense of Gabriel's possessiveness 
("happy that she was his, proud of her grace and wifely 
carriage . · . . a keen pang of lust . . . a new adven
ture," etc.). 

(5) But, after the porter has assigned them to their room 
and left, the moment does not seem right. Gabriel's irri
tation. 

(6) She kisses him, calls him "a generous person." His self
satisfaction. "Now that she had fallen to him so easily he 
wondered why he had been so diffident." 

(7) Then the disclosures begin. He finds that he has mis
gauged everything. She has been thinking of that song. 
(Gabriel sees himself in the mirror.) 

(8) At first taken aback, he next recovers his gentleness, 
then makes further inquiries. Angry, he learns that the 
song reminds her of a boy, Michael Furey, who used to 
sing the song. His jealousy. (Thus, up to now, each step 
nearer to her had been but the preparation for a more 
accurate sense of their separation.) 

(9) On further inquiry, he learns of the boy's frail love for 
her. "I think he died for me," Gretta said, whereat "A 
vague terror seized Gabriel at this answer as if, at that hour 
when he had hoped to triumph, some impalpable and vin
dictive being was coming against him, gathering forces 
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against him in its vague world."1 He died for her? Died 
that something might live? It is an arresting possibility. 

(10) After telling of this adolescent attachment, she cries 
herself to sleep. 

So, we have narrowed things down, from all the party, to Ga
briel and Gretta, and now to Gabriel alone. The next two pages 
or so involve a silent discipline, while he brings himself to relin
quish his last claims upon her, as specifically his. The world of 
conditions is now to be transcended. Gretta had called him "gen
erous," in a passage that Gabriel had misgauged. Now we learn 
that "generous tears filled Gabriel's eyes." The transcending of 
conditions, the ideal abandoning of property, is stated in Joyce's 
own words, thus: "His own identity was fading out into a grey 
impalpable world: the solid world itself which these dead had one 
time reared and lived in was dissolving and dwindling." For "his 
soul had approached that region where dwell the vast hosts of the 
dead." 

Understandably, for if the world of conditions is the world of 
the living, then the transcending of conditions will, by the logic of 
such terms, equal the world of the dead. (Or, Kantwise, we con
template the divine; for if God transcends nature, and nature is 
the world of conditions, then God is the unconditioned.) 

Psychologically, there are other likely interpretations here. Ga
briel, finally, loves his wife, not even in terms of his honeymoon 
(with its strong connotations of ownership), but through the me-

1 One observer, analyzing the Portrait, noted that among the body-spirit equations 
were grease and gas, grease being to body as gas is to spirit. Hence, on learning that 
Michael Furey "was in the gasworks," we assume that his spirituality is thus signal
ized roundabout, too. But we don't quite know what to make of the possible relation 
between "Gretta" and "great" in these lines: 

-I suppose you were in love with this Michael Furey, Gretta, he said. 
-I was great with him at that time, she said. 

Probably nothing should be made of it. But we do believe that such correlations 
should be noted tentatively. For we would ask ourselves how methodic a terminology 
is. Correspondences should be noted. But they should be left at loose ends, except 
when there are good reasons for tying such ends together. 
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dium of an adolescent, dead at seventeen. With this dead boy he 
identifies himself. Perhaps because here likewise was a kind of 
unconditionedness, in the Gidean sense, that all was still largely 
in the realm of unfulfilled possibilities, inclinations or dispositions 
not yet rigidified into channels? There is even the chance that, in 
his final yielding, his identification with the dead boy, he is meet
ing again his own past adolescent self, with all its range of suscep
tibilities, surviving now only like a shade in his memory. 

In any case, once we have been brought to this stage of "gen
erosity," where Gabriel can at last arrive at the order of ideal so
ciality, seeing all living things in terms of it, we return to the topic 
of snow, which becomes the mythic image, in the world of con
ditions, standing for the transcendence above the conditioned. 

It was falling on every part of the dark central plain, on 
the treeless hills, falling softly upon the Bog of Allen and, 
farther westward, softly falling into the dark mutinous 
Shannon waves. It was falling, too, upon every part of the 
lonely churchyard on the hill where Michael Furey lay 
buried. It lay thickly drifted on the crooked crosses and 
headstones, on the spears of the little gate, on the barren 
thorns. His soul swooned slowly as he heard the snow fall
ing faintly through the universe and faintly falling, like the 
descent of their last end, upon all the living and the dead. 

"Upon all the living and the dead." That is, upon the two as 
merged. That is, upon the world of conditions as seen through the 
spirit of conditions transcended, of ideal sociality beyond material 
divisiveness. 
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STRUCTURE AND SYMPATHY 
IN JOYCE'S "THE DEAD" 

James Joyce's "The Dead" culminates in Gabriel Conroy's time
less moment of almost supreme vision. The fragments of his life's 
experience, of the epitomizing experiences of one evening in par
ticular, are fused together into a whole: "self-bounded and self
contained upon the immeasurable background of space and 
time."1 Initiated by a moment of deep, if localized, sympathy, his 
vision and his sympathy expand together to include not only him
self, Gretta, and his aunts, but all Ireland, and, with the words "all 
the living and the dead," all humanity. 

Gabriel's epiphany manifests Joyce's fundamental belief that 
true, objective perception will lead to true, objective sympathy; 
such perception and such sympathy, however, ultimately defy in
tellectual analysis. Joyce carefully avoids abstract definition of Ga
briel's vision by embodying it within the story's central symbol: 
the snow, which becomes paradoxically warm in the moment of 

Reprinted by permission of the Modern Language Association from PMLA, March 
1960. 



C. C. LOOMIS, JR. 403 

vision, through which Gabriel at long last feels the deeply unifying 
bond of common mortality. 

Gabriel's experience is intellectual only at that level on which 
intellect and emotional intuition blend, and the full power of the 
story can be apprehended by the reader only if he sympathetically 
shares the experience with Gabriel. As understanding of himself, 
then of his world, then of humanity floods Gabriel, so understand
ing of Gabriel, his world, and humanity in terms of the story floods 
the reader. The understanding in both cases is largely emotional 
and intuitive; intellectual analysis of the snow symbol, however 
successful, leaves a large surplus of emotion unexplained. 

Therefore, Joyce had to generate increasing reader-sympathy 
as he approached the vision, but this sympathy could not be gen
erated by complete reader-identification with Gabriel. If the reader 
identifies himself unreservedly with Gabriel in the first ninety per 
cent of the story, he will lose that critical insight into him which 
is necessary for full apprehension of his vision. It is, after all, Ga
briel's vision, and there is no little irony in this fact. The vision is 
in sharp contrast with his previous view of the world: in fact, it 
literally opens a new world to him. If the reader identifies himself 
uncritically with Gabriel at any poirit in the story, he is liable to 
miss those very shortcomings which make the vision meaningful. 
Yet, in the actual moments of vision, the reader must share Ga
briel's view; in a real sense, he must identify himself with Gabriel: 
"feel with" him. 

Joyce, therefore, had to create sympathy without encouraging 
the reader to a blind, uncritical identification. One aspect of his 
solution to this problem is a monument to his genius. In the main 
body of the story, while he is constantly dropping meaningful, 
often semi-symbolic details which deepen the gulf between the 
reader and Gabriel, he is also generating what can best be called 
"aesthetic sympathy"; by the very structure of the story, he in
creasingly pulls the reader into the story. 

"The Dead" can be divided, not arbitrarily, into five sec
tions: the musicale, the dinner, the farewells and the drive to the 
hotel, the scene between Gabriel and Gretta in their room, and, 
finally, the vision itself. A few of these sections are separated by 
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a time lapse, a few flow smoothly into one another; in all cases, 
however, the reader is aware of a slight "shifting of gears" between 
sections. 

These sections become shorter as the story progresses. The 
effect of this constant shortening of scenes, together with a con
stant speeding up in the narrative line, is an almost constant in
crease of pace. Within each of the sections, Joyce carefully builds 
up to a climax, then slackens the pace slightly at the beginning of 
the next section as he begins to build up to a new climax. The 
pace in the sections is progressively more rapid, however, partially 
because of the cumulative effect of the narrative. As the story 
progresses, more things happen in less time. 

The effect of increasing pace is complemented and strength
ened by another structural aspect of the story. As the pace in
creases, the focus narrows. The constantly narrowing focus and 
the constantly increasing pace complement one another and act 
to pull the reader into the story. He is caught up in a whirlpool 
movement, ever-narrowing, ever-faster. 

There is much activity in the first part of "The Dead," but 
the activity is diffuse and the effect is not of great pace. We are 
given a slightly confused, over-all picture of activity: dancing, 
drinking, singing, chatter. Characters are introduced one after an
other: Lily, Gabriel, Gretta, the Misses Morkan, Mary Jane, Mr. 
Browne, Freddy Malins and his mother, Miss Ivors, and so on. 
Our scope is broad and general. Increasingly, Gabriel becomes our 
mode of consciousness, but he himself cannot assimilate all the 
activity. He retreats, isolates himself within his deep but insecure 
egotism. Rationalizing that "their grade of culture differed from 
his," he bides his time until dinner, when he knows he will be the 
center of all «?yes. 

In this first section, it is interesting to note how Joyce gives us 
Gabriel's point of view without compromising his own fundamen
tal objectivity; even though we see largely through Gabriel's "del
icate and restless" eyes, we nevertheless become increasingly 
aware of his character, of his defensive feelings of intellectual and 
social superiority in particular. His eyes are offended by the glit
tering, waxed floors, his ears by the "indelicate clattering" of the 
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dancers, his intellect by all those present, particularly Miss lvors, 
who "has a crow to pluck" with him, and constitutes a threat to 
his shaky feelings of superiority. His attitude can best be summed 
up by his reflection, ironic and revealing in view of the toast to 
come, that his aunts are "only two ignorant old women." Such 
comments are introduced quietly, but they serve to keep the 
reader from identifying himself too wholeheartedly with Gabriel. 
We feel with him to a degree even in these early sections of the 
story, but our sympathy is seriously reserved and qualified.2 

In the second section, our focus narrows to the dinner table, 
and to a few characters at it; the others are blurred in the back
ground. Tension about Gabriel's toast has been built up in the 
first section; now the pace increases as this particular tension is 
relieved. The toast, hypocritical and condescending, makes us fur
ther aware of Gabriel's isolation from those around him. 

The pace in this scene is considerably more rapid than in the 
first. It builds up to the climax, the toast, in a few brief pages; 
then there is a slackening with the applause and singing. 

There is a time-lapse between the conclusion of the toast and 
the next section; Joyce seems to shift to a higher range. From this 
point to the moment of vision, the pace increases and the focus 
narrows almost geometrically. 

The shouts and laughter of the departure signal the end of 
the party, but are counter-balanced by the fine, almost silent tab
leau of Gabriel watching Gretta on the staircase. Our focus is 
beginning to narrow down to these two main characters. Gretta 
has been deliberately held in the background until this moment; 
now she emerges. 

The repeated goodnights and the noisy trip through silent, 
snow-blanketed Dublin are given increased pace through Gabriel's 
increasing lust; the pace becomes the pace of "the blood bounding 
along his veins" and the "thoughts rioting through his brain." The 
fires of this lust begin to thaw the almost life-deep frost of his self
consciousness. The superiority and self-delusion are still dominant: 
there is much irony in his remembering "their moments of 
ecstasy," for his lust is far from ecstatic love. It is, however, the 
first step toward the moment of objective vision. 
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We are now approaching the still center of the increasingly 
rapid, increasingly narrow whirlpool. The scene in the hotel room 
between Gabriel and Gretta takes up only a few brief minutes, 
but in these minutes much happens. Gabriel "discovers" Gretta: 
suddenly she becomes more than a mere appendage to his ego. 
He discovers himself, in a mirror. His lust turns to anger, then his 
anger to humility. Gretta, caught up in her memories of the "boy 
in the gasworks," Michael Furey, is not even aware of his pres
ence. "A shameful consciousness of his own person assailed him. 
He saw himself as a ludicrous figure, acting as a pennyboy for his 
aunts, a nervous well-meaning sentimentalist, orating to vulgarians 
and idealising his own clownish lusts, the pitiable fatuous fellow 
he had caught a glimpse of in the mirror." 

The peak of intensity is reached with Gretta's "0, the day I 
heard that, that he was dead." She collapses on the bed, sobbing, 
and Gabriel, quietly, shyly, retires to the window. At this moment, 
Joyce creates another time-lapse to lead into the vision itself. 

Until this moment, the pace has increased and the focus has 
narrowed almost constantly. Now Joyce does something remark
able and effective: he reverses the process. In doing so, he makes 
the structure of the story not only useful as a means of generating 
an "aesthetic sympathy" (perhaps "empathy" with its impersonal 
connotations would be a more accurate word), but also makes it 
reinforce the ultimate emotional-intellectual meaning of the vision 
itself.3 

Pace simply ceases to exist in the vision, and, of course, this 
is fitting. We are in an essentially timeless world at this point; true, 
the vision involves time and mortality, but it is timeless time and 
eternal mortality, man's endless fate as man. The snow "falling 
faintly through the universe" measures absolute, not relative time. 
The impact of this sudden cessation of pace on the reader is great; 
in fact, it parallels the impact on Gabriel himself. With this sudden 
structural change, we share Gabriel's vision; we do not merely 
analyze it. 

Gabriel's vision begins with Gretta; it is narrow in focus. The 
whole story has led us down to this narrow focus. Now, as he does 
with pace, Joyce reverses the process. As the vision progresses to-
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ward the ultin;~.ate image of the snow falling through the universe, 
the focus broadens, from Gretta, to his aunts, to himself, to Ire
land, to "the universe." Time and space are telescoped in the final 
words of the story: The snow falls on "all the living and the dead." 

"The Dead" follows a logical pattern; we move from the gen
eral to the particular, then to a final universal. We see Gabriel's 
world generally; then we focus down to the particular, and from 
the combination of the general and particular we are given a uni· 
versa} symbol in the vision itself. 

The logic of "The Dead," however, is not the logic of mere 
intellect; it is the logic which exists on a plane where intellectual 
perception and emotional intuition, form and content, blend. 

NOTES 

l. James Joyce, A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man (New York: Modem 
Library, 1928), p. 249. See also Irene Hendry, "Joyce's Epiphanies" in 
Critiques and Essays on Modern Fiction, ed. John W. Aldridge (New 
York: Ronald Press, 1952), p. 129. 

2. For an enlightening discussion of the problem of reader-identification 
and "extraordinary perspective" in 19th- and 20th-century literature, 
see R. W. Langbaum, The Poetry of Experience (New York: Random 
House, 1957). 

3. William T. Noon, S.J., in Joyce and Aquinas (New Haven: Yale Univer
sity Press, 1957), pp. 84-85, places Gabriel's epiphany at "the moment 
when the full impact of Gretta's disclosure of her secret strikes him": 
before the snow image of the closing paragraphs. Father Noon sepa
rates Gabriel's moment of vision from the reader's, and seems to state 
that the snow image is for the reader's enlightenment, not Gabriel's. I 
agree with Father Noon that the reader cannot possibly apprehend the 
depth of Gabriel's sudden sympathy with Gretta until Joyce gives him 
the closing image, but I do not believe that Gabriel's own vision is 
complete until this final image; the epiphany begins with his sympathy 
for Gretta, but is not complete, because not universal, until he "heard 
the snow falling faintly through the universe." 
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DISTANT MUSIC: 
SOUND AND THE DIALOGICS OF 

SATIRE IN "THE DEAD" 

"T~e Dead" stands in curious relation to the other stories of Dub
liners. Joyce added it late to the collection, after a letter of May 5, 
1906, to Grant Richards, in which Joyce declares his intention to 
write "a chapter in the moral history" of Ireland (Letters II 132). 
"The Dead" does not seem to share the same moral perspective 
as the stories comprising the original version of Dubliners. On the 
contrary-Ellmann, citing the evidence of the letters, asserts that 
Joyce "had to come to a more indulgent view of Ireland" (James 
Joyce, 2nd ed., 230; Letters II 166) to write "The· Dead." Many 
critics, in fact, claim that "The Dead" offers a breath-albeit a 
chilly one-of hope that someone, at least, can escape from the 
psychic death enshrouding Dublin. 1 Others reject this reading, ar
guing that Gabriel, like the rest of the Dubliners, remains locked 

Reprinted from the James Joyce Quarterly, Winter 1991, by permission of the pub
lisher. Copyright© 1991 by The University of Tulsa. 
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within a prison of self-regard.2 Either way, most critics argue that 
the story creates a perspective that invites some kind of judgment 
of Gabriel, one that the narrator makes and seeks to implicate the 
reader in: either Gabriel achieves transcendence or he does not. I 
will argue here that these arguments suffer from insufficient at
tention to the shifting relationship of the narrator's voice to the 
other voices in the text, and that we need to look at Gabriel and 
the narrator differently, because the narrator does not implicate 
us in a judgment of Gabriel for the simple reason that by the end 
of "The Dead," he is unable to make any judgment of his own 
for fear that in so doing he would invite the same fate for himself. 

I 

For all their paralysis, the characters in the final story ofDubliners 
make plenty of noise. Of course, since the Misses Morkan's annual 
party is a dance, one would expect music and laughter. Yet the 
narrator in "The Dead" seems, even so, peculiarly earnest in his 
desire to listen to the sounds of the evening. If we listen as well, 
we notice that the text includes more than acute perceptions of 
musical sounds; the narrator also pointedly characterizes the tone 
of spoken words to indicate nuances of meaning. With further 
close attention we hear subtle tonal variations in the narrative 
voice itself. It becomes clear that the narrator, through his lan
guage, wants to judge the characters' intentions by listening as 
much to the sounds of their discourse as to the words they speak, 
but this strategy calls attention to the tonality of his own discourse. 
This essay will seek to show that in the early pages of the story 
the relation of the narrator's language to that of the characters is 
satiric.3 But in the dialogic workings of the narrative the narrator's 
language eventually turns its attention away from Gabriel and to
ward the listener, and the carefully controlled relation of narrator, 
satiric object, and reader shifts.4 With this shift the clamorous nar
rative of "The Dead" subsides into the famous silence of its final 
paragraph. 

From the start of "The Dead" we are made to understand that 
music figures prominently in the Morkan household. We learn 
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early that Aunt Kate, Aunt Julia, and Mary Jane make their modest 
living by giving music lessons, and Aunt Julia, "though she was 
quite grey, was still the leading soprano in Adam and Eve's" (176). 
Of course music guides the dances, but the narrator notices a 
peculiar power the piano seems to hold over the characters here. 
Again and again, he shows us actions prompted by the stop or 
start of the piano. The rhythmic collusion between music and 
motion extends beyond the parlor floor-all the party, it seems, is 
a dance. 

The narrator tells us that "a final flourish of the pianist told 
that the waltz had ended" (182). Soon after, Mr. Browne's faux 
pas with the ladies precedes Mary Jane, "as the piano had twice 
begun the prelude to the first figure" (184), leading the ladies and 
two gentlemen from the room, having drafted them for quadrilles. 
Two pages later we learn that "four young men, who had come 
from the refreshment-room to stand in the doorway at the sound 
of the piano, had gone away quietly in couples after a few 
minutes" (186). They return to the room applauding "when the 
piano had stopped" (187). Music dominates these scenes; it even 
affects the language of the narrator, whose figures compose aural 
images drawn from the terminology of music. He describes Gretta 
giving off a "peal of laughter" (183), associating her outburst with 
the sound of bells. The three faceless ladies at good Mr. Browne's 
elbow laugh "in musical echo to his pleasantry" (183). Freddy Mal
ins we hear "laughing heartily in a high key" (184), and one page 
later he coughs out "high-pitched bronchitic laughter" (185). 

Music provokes key developments in the plot as well. Conten
tiousness ripples over a dinner conversation on opera and the 
tenor voice; after smoothing things over the crowd salutes the 
Misses Morkan with a song (For they are jolly gay fellows). When 
Gabriel idealizes Gretta he decides to call his mental portrait Dis
tant Music. And finally, Gretta's confession at the end of the story 
results from her association of Michael Furey-a good singer, she 
mentions-with the song she heard Bartell D' Arcy singing, The 
Lass of Aughrim. So many musical references in the text signal 
that this narrative is concerned with hearing and sound in much 
the same way that "Araby" concerns itself with vision and sight.5 
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And looking back we remember that as the story begins in the 
Misses Morkan's doorway a "wheezy hall-door clang[s]" (175). The 
narrator, upon Gabriel's entrance, attends to the "squeaking 
noise" (177) the buttons on Gabriel's coat make as he flicks them 
out of their holes. Clearly, this narrator has good ears. But then 
so does Gabriel. Leaving the cloakroom, he smiles patronizingly at 
the sound of Lily's pronunciation of his name (177). Next his at
tention is diverted by the stamping and shaking sounds of the 
dance floor above him, after which he "listened for a moment to 
the piano" (177). Shortly thereafter Gabriel essays some conver
sation with Lily, and we notice that his motive cannot be a gen
uine dialogue; he merely wants to convey the friendliness 
appropriate to the season: 

-Tell me, Lily, he said in a friendly tone, do you still go 
to school? 

-0 no, sir, she answered. I'm done schooling this year 
and more. 

-0, then, said Gabriel gaily, I suppose we'll be going 
to your wedding one of these fine days with your young 
man, eh? 

The girl glanced back at him over her shoulder and said 
with great bitterness:-The men that is now is only all 
palaver and what they can get out of you. (178, emphasis 
mine) 

Notice here that the narrator characterizes the tonal quality of 
Gabriel's speech: a friendly tone, gaily spoken. Gabriel wants to 
communicate a mood, a feeling, to Lily by saying any old thing in 
a nice tone. But he loads this feeling onto a set of words that, in 
this context, will not carry it. Lily responds to the literal meaning 
of the words because, perhaps, she as a servant is not part of the 
festivities from which Gabriel's gaiety rises. Flustered, Gabriel 
thrusts a coin into her hand. 

He next hears the "indelicate clacking" of the dancers' shoes 
above, and this sound reminds him that "their grade of culture 
differed from his" (179). Gabriel, panicking, decides his annual 
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toast to the Misses Morkan will fail. If Lily took him so literally, if 
she failed to respond to the tone of his speech, the tone which 
conveyed his real meaning, how will these others react? Not well, 
Gabriel decides: "He would fail with them just as he had failed 
with the girl in the pantry. He had taken up a wrong tone" (179). 
As a literary man, Gabriel attends closely to language's potential 
for indicating meaning through nuance, through tone, by impli
cation. These meanings, conveyed indirectly, require a shared vi
sion, or a shared context, between speaker and listener. Without 
this connection the listener catches only the literal meaning of the 
words the speaker utters. 

Like Gabriel, the narrator as well pays c.Iose attention to the 
tonality of language. In fact, the words "tone" or "undertone" 
occur, in characterizing speech, ten times in "The Dead"-"tone" 
eight times and "undertone" twice. At the significance of this we 
might scoff until we notice that "tone" occurs only nine times in 
all the other stories of the collection combined, and not at all in 
eight of those stories.6 In continually displaying the tonality of 
characters' utterances, the narrator describes these characters with 
particular attention to the language they use to describe each 
other, and he notes that the force of their m~aning often extends 
far beyond what their words actually say. We hear, for example, 
at the door after the party: "Browne is everywhere, said Aunt 
Kate, lowering her voice. Mary Jane laughed at her tone" (206). 
Aunt Kate is of course implying that Browne is an obsequious pain 
in the neck. In polite society, though, one conveys such judgments 
subtly. Those privy to the context to which the ironic tone refers 
will respond as Mary Jane does; those unaware of that context
in this case Browne's history of overbearing attentiveness-will 
not hear the implied criticism. 

Bartell D'Arcy, after venting his anger at those who asked him 
to sing, returns and "in a repentant tone told them the history of 
his cold" (211). The history of his cold means nothing in itself, but 
it offers D' Arcy a vehicle for repentant sounds. Those who un
derstand the necessity for such a tone will hear it, and so hear a 
meaning outside of, but really more important than, his literal 
meaning. The point of these two examples is that this kind of 
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subtle tonal modulation marks off a privileged space. Two mean
ings reside in the utterance: one for those who share a context
or, as Mikhail Bakhtin describes it, a "conceptual horizon" -with 
the speaker and one for everyone else.7 This tonal modulation also 
sounds quietly in the narrative voice of "The Dead." 

If we listen closely we discover that the narrator's ironic, subtle 
paraphrases of the characters' thoughts, in contrast to the sharper, 
exact words of his own voice, give the narrative a disquieting, sa
tiric dissonance that Bakhtin notes is characteristic of "double
voiced discourse."8 Hugh Kenner asserts something similar to 
Bakhtin's idea with his "Uncle Charles Principle," which says sim
ply this: "The narrative idiom need not be the narrator's."9 As an 
example, Kenner takes the first sentence of "The Dead": "Lily, 
the caretaker's daughter, was literally run off her feet." Kenner 
notes, sensibly, that Lily, not the narrator, would use "literally" 
when "figuratively" is the proper word. In using Lily's common
place idiom in this description, that narrator wants us to hear the 
mistakes in a servant-girl's speech, and, more importantly, to note 
that the narrator himself catches those mistakes. We in turn sep
arate him from the people he describes and find him a worthy 
standard against which to set their voices. In this careful distanc
ing of voices the narrative of "The Dead" is a subtle form of satire, 
with the narrator setting himself before us as exemplar. But, like 
Aunt Kate, the narrator uses a tonal shift to imply his judgment. 
He does not specifically comment on his characters because his 
positioning makes his satire indirect. 10 If we hear the difference 
between his voice and the voices he paraphrases, we join him in 
a privileged space marked off by language. We notice the judg
ment implied by his narrative only if we listen closely to its "dou
ble voice." But as I have been arguing here, the narrator gives us 
many clues-nudging us in the ribs, as it were-to listen to these 
fools when he wants to satirize them. 

We watch them instead when the narrator speaks in his own 
voice, and we hear no idiomatic language, as in this description of 
Gabriel: "on his hairless face there scintillated restlessly the pol
ished lenses and the bright gilt rims of the glasses which screened 
his delicate and restless eyes" (178). 11 The wording in this passage 
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works up an economical, lively characterization of Gabriel's dis· 
comfort. We must note, however, that the narrator restricts 
himself to physical description. Compare it to the diction we en· 
counter when we hear what is on Gabriel's mind: "He was still 
discqmposed by the girl's bitter and sudden retort. ... The indel· 
icate clacking of the men's heels and the shuffling of their soles 
reminded him that their grade of culture differed from his" (179). 
The words "discomposed," "indelicate," and "grade of culture" 
mark the thoughts of an educated but pompous mind, and, more 
importantly, a mind far removed from the narrator's. We hear Ga· 
briel's words and those of the narrator in a dialogue with each 
other. In this dialogue, the narrator's seemingly "neutral" descrip· 
tive prose, in contrast with Gabriel's inflated, polysyllabic rhetoric, 
which displays the marks of education and class, shows Gabriel up 
as an elitist. As neutral prose, oriented toward physical description, 
the narrator's discourse casts itself as "common sense" language, 
as plain speaking, all that is required, over which Gabriel's dis
course rises, therefore, as excessive and judgmental. As excess, as 
outside the norm, Gabriel's discourse, and Gabriel, are the objects 
of a subtle, even gentle, linguistically oriented satire. I use the term 
"linguistically oriented" because the narrator's critique of Gabriel 
does not focus on the difference between some blatantly immoral 
public actions and an abstract moral standard, but instead on the 
gap between Gabriel's language, the judgmental, often internal 
stories he tells about himself and others, and the commonsensical 
descriptions the narrator offers as reality. The critique centers on 
self-deception, not public deception. 

So to Kenner's "Uncle Charles Principle" we might add, at 
least as regards Dubliners, the "Aunt Kate Principle": if the nar
rator is employing an idiom other than his own one should suspect 
he has a satiric purpose. As long as we watch Gabriel and the 
others from across the distance produced by the satire, we suspect 
their motives, and, perhaps, we judge them. The narrator's "aus
tere voice," in Kenner's phrase, persuades us to make that judg
ment. Thus we must consider with care the profound silence that 
ends "The Dead," because in the lines leading up to Gabriel's 
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silent gaze out the window, that "austere voice" lapses as well into 
silence. 

II 

When Gabriel and Gretta arrive at the hotel, Gretta, throughout 
the story free of the narrator's double voicing, seems to act as a 
kind of sounding board, off which Gabriel learns to hear himself 
better. He hears the hollowness of his irony when Gretta answers 
it with unaffected emotion. Abruptly, Gabriel drops his ironic 
tone. Surprisingly, so does the narrator, and his voice merges with 
Gabriel's before both quietly subside.12 This conclusion empties 
the privileged space of its exemplar, and so the traces of satire 
disappear from the narrative. 

In the hotel room, Gretta frustrates Gabriel's lust with her sad 
memory of Michael Furey. His reaction, after hesitation, is to de
ride her with, of course, irony. Gretta, however, like Lily before 
her, responds to the matter, not the manner, of his words: 

The smile passed away from Gabriel's face. A dull anger 
began to gather again at the back of his mind and the dull 
fires of his lust began to glow angrily in his veins. 

-Someone you were in love with? he asked ironically. 
-It was a young boy I used to know, she answered, 

named Michael Furey. He used to sing that song, The Lass 
of Aughrim. He was very delicate. (218-19) 

Gretta answers the literal question; she does not respond to its 
ironic tone because she has no awareness of the context from 
which it sounds: Gabriel's resentment that he was not the person 
on her mind, as he had thought he was, and his belief in superi
ority over any of the west country people of her past. He continues 
to try to display his resentment but invests his message in the tone, 
not the words, of his speech, suggesting "coldly" that Gretta 
wanted to go to the west to be with Michael, and later "still iron-



416 Criticism 

ically" asking about Michael's class (219). Again he fails: Gretta 
answers his words, not his tone. 

Suddenly, we find that "Gabriel felt humiliated by the failure 
of his irony and by the evocation of this figure from the dead" 
(219). Usually Gabriel responds to humiliation, as he did with Miss 
lvors and with Lily, by hiding behind some piece of polysyllabic 
rhetoric, by telling a story. These texts, whether mental, as with 
Lily, or verbal, as with Miss lvors, help Gabriel insulate himself 
from others, allow him to continue deceiving himself. And, within 
his mind now, he begins to construct another text: "He saw him
self as a ludicrous figure, acting as a pennyboy for his aunts, a 
nervous well-meaning sentimentalist, orating to vulgarians and 
idealising his own clownish lusts, the pitiable fatuous fellow he 
had caught a glimpse of in the mirror" (2~0). Even when he sees 
his own pretentiousness, Gabriel waxes pompous. The narrator, 
while not quoting Gabriel directly, paraphrases his thoughts to 
show that Gabriel's discovery is yet entirely self-concerned: the 
double voice of satire is still at work. Here, while the man's wife 
sobs, prone on the bed, Gabriel verbally flogs himself for "orating 
to vulgarians." 

Such language indicates that Gabriel remains unchanged at 
this point, but then the narrator as well places himself in the 
position of judgment, since he contains Gabriel's paraphrased 
thoughts in Gabriel's purple language and distances himself from 
the scene by carefully noting for us that Gretta lies sobbing on 
the bed. The juxtaposition of purple language and sobbing wife 
narrates a judgment of Gabriel, and we still watch the scene from 
the ironic distance mediated by the two-toned voice in the nar
rative; nothing, it seems, has changed. And yet, Gabriel tries to 
"keep up his tone of cold interrogation" but something within him 
is changing, and his voice when he speaks is "humble and indif
ferent" (220). This must mark a difference in our hearing of Ga
briel; perhaps some change is underway. 

I would argue there is, but not a change we can locate with 
certainty in Gabriel. When we find Gabriel silent, listening quietly 
to the story as Gretta tells it of Michael Furey's death, remarkably, 
too, we find the narrator relinquishing his satiric voice. Rather 
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than double-voicing the narrative to paraphrase her or to parody 
her idioms, he relays Gretta's story in direct quotation. Perhaps 
he is stunned by this image of self-sacrifice, or, as I argue, perhaps 
his attention has shifted. He now worries that beside Gretta's sim
ple, emotional expression, the ironic tonality of his voice sounds 
small and petty, just as Gabriel's voice, as we have heard, has 
sounded small and petty. Closing off his satiric narration with fi
nality, then, would condemn the narrator to the same kind of elit
ist self-deception he has ascribed to Gabriel. 

In either case, after Gretta's story the voices of Gabriel and 
the narrator merge, effectively removing the exemplary standard 
against which we have judged all the Dubliners: "He watched her 
while she slept as though he and she had never lived together as 
man and wife. His curious eyes rested long upon her face and on 
her hair: ... a strange friendly pity for her entered his soul" (222). 
Several expressions suggest that Gabriel sees things anew here: 
"strange" pity; "as though he and she had never lived together." 
But I think we have to note that it is now difficult, if not impos
sible, to judge his language and thoughts as we had before from a 
privileged position next to the narrator. 

I want to suggest that this results from a shift in the narrator's 
attention. Whereas before the narrator's discourse concentrated 
on its dialogue with the discourse of Gabriel and the other char
acters, taking for granted, as it were, its position relative to the 
listeners, now it has entered a new dialogue, this time attentive to 
its distance from the listener. Having constructed a discourse 
which says that the petty elitism of Gabriel results in both self
deception and isolation from everyone else, including Gretta, the 
narrator has aligned himself and his listener (or reader) with a spe
cific conceptual horizon-one which condemns elitism. 

But that discourse begins to echo, in these final pages, in that 
privileged, elitist space from which the narrator has satirized Ga
briel and the others. And so the discourse condemning elitism also 
colors the "austere" words the narrator used as the standard 
against which Gabriel's language appeared excessive. As itself now 
subject to the charge of elitism,· the narrator's language enters into 
a new dialogue with the listener-a dialogue that requires the nar-



418 Criticism 

rator to be outside the satiric conceptual horizon he once shared 
with the listener, because were he to remain there the listener 
might judge the narrator's discourse according to his own stan
dard.13 The narrator's new orientation, towards his own words, 
eliminates the satiric distance between himself and the object of 
his satire, Gabriel, simply because his discourse now tends toward 
comprehending itself in relation to the listener instead of Ga
briel,l" So, finally, having raised the issue of elitism and judgment, 
the narrator abandons his satiric relationship with Gabriel, lest he 
too be condemned. The jarring dissonance created by the dialogue 
of his words with Gabriel's, with Lily's, with Aunt Kate's, with all 
of Dublin, has resolved into the lofty rhythms of that final para
graph, the last sentence of which achieves remarkable consonance: 
"His soul swooned slowly as he heard the snow falling faintly 
through the universe and faintly f~lling, like the desce~t of their 
last end, upon all the living and the dead" (224). And'we are left 
pondering whether perhaps, in these final pages of "The Dead," 
Joyce heard in the echoes of his "moral history" a voice too much 
like his own sounding too much like the voice of judgment-too 
much, in fact, like Gabriel. Perhaps then he began to see and hear 
Dublin in a way that would stir him to write the more compas
sionate history he would come to call Ulysses. 15 

NOTES 

I. See, for example, Florence L. Walzl: "The melting snow is seen as 
subtly paralleling the change in the hero, whose cold conceit has dis· 
appeared with his warming humanitarianism" ("Gabriel and Michael: 
The Conclusion of 'The Dead,"' James Joyce Quarterly, IV (1966), 
pp. 17-31); Ellmann: "Under its canopy, all human beings, whatever 
their degrees of intensity, fall into union" (this volume, 285); or 
C. C. Loomis, Jr.: " 'The Dead' follows a logical pattern; we move from 
the general to the particular, then to a final universal" (this vol· 
ume, 407). 

2. Jack Barry Ludwig argues that by linking snow to death and Gabriel 
to statues, the final image 'of snow falling all over Ireland crushes Ga
briel's romantic notions of some kind of escape and at the same time 
locks him into a living death. See Jack Barry Ludwig, "The Snow," in 



BRUCE AVERY 419 

James Joyce's "Dubliners," ed. James R. Baker (Belmont, CA: Wads· 
worth Publishing, 1969), pp. 159-62. For a more recent argument see 
Vincent P. Pecora, "'The Dead' and the Generosity of the Word," 
PMLA, 101 (March 1986), 237: "It is precisely because the imagery of 
Calvary runs through Gabriel's mind that we should be suspicious of 
any act of self-understanding that occurs at this point." 

3. I should note here that I am not arguing that "The Dead" is a satire 
on the order of, say, Gulliver's Travels. The relations between narrator, 
reader, and satiric object are not as boldly defined as they are in nar· 
ratives that overtly place themselves within the generic constraints of 
satire. But within the narrative an indirect satire obtains from the 
juxtaposition of Gabriel's language and behavior with a standard set 
by the narrator. 

4. In another context, and referring to another genre, Harry Berger, Jr., 
has remarked that something he calls "metapastoral . . . constructs 
within itself an image of its generic traditions in order to criticize 
them and, in the process, performs a critique on the limits of its own 
enterprise even as it ironically displays its delight in the activity it 
criticizes." See "The Origins of Bucolic Representation," Classical An· 
tiquity, 13 (April 1984), 2. I am at work on an essay that examines 
Joyce as a writer of metasatire, and I think that "The Dead" contains 
the kind of internal critique of satire's generic constraints that Berger 
has found operating in certain forms of pastoral with its generic 
constraints. 

5. "The Dead" refers to far more songs than any of the other stories in 
Dubliners: twelve. That is three more references than all the other 
stories of the collection combined. See Matthew J. C. Hodgart and 
Mabel P. Worthington, Song in the Works of James Joyce (New York: 
Columbia Univ. Press, 1959), p. 60. 

6. See Wilhelm Fuger, Concordance to James Joyce's "Dubliners" (New 
York: Olms, 1980). The word "tone" occurs four times in "A Little 
Cloud," twice in "Grace," and once each in "Araby," "A Painful 
Case," and "Two Gallants." 

7. Mikhail Bakhtin, "Discourse in the Novel," in The Dialogic Imagina
tion, tr. Caryl Emerson and Michael Holquist (Austin: Univ. of Texas 
Press, 1981), p. 282. 

8. Mikhail Bakhtin, "Discourse Typology in Prose," tr. Richard Balthazar 
and I. R. Titunik, in Twentieth Century Literary Theory, ed. Vassilis 
Lambropoulos and David Neal Miller (Albany: State Univ. of New 
York Press, 1987), p. 292. Bakhtin points out that double-voiced dis-
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course is characteristic of parody and satire. Bakhtin's term for this 
type of discourse is skaz. Bakhtin goes on to write, "Parodic word 
usage is analogous to an ironic or any other ambivalent use of another 
addresser's words, since in these cases, too, the- other person's words 
are used to convey antagonistic intentions," p. 294. As I have been 
arguing here, throughout the narrative of Dubliners Joyce's narrator 
employs the idioms of characters imbedded within his own voice, with 
satiric effect. 

9. Hugh Kenner, Joyce's Voices (Berkeley: Univ. of California Press, 
1978), p. 18. 

10. I use here the distinction between direct and indirect satire Hugh C. 
Holman makes in A Handbook to Literature, 4th ed. (New York: Bobbs 
Merrill, 1980), p. 399: "Satire is of two major types: formal (or direct) 
satire, in which the satiric voice speaks, usually in the first person, 
either directly to the reader or to a character in satire, called the ad
versarius; and indirect satire, in which the satire is expressed through 
a narrative and the characters or groups who are the butt are ridiculed 
not by what is said about them but by what they themselves say 
and do." 

11. Pecora, p. 238, argues that this description "is technically narrative, 
but ... more accurately reflects what Gabriel sees." Pecora is surely 
wrong here. The wording in this passage offers no idiomatic para
phrase, as it would were it a reflection of something going on in Ga
briel's mind. 

12. John Paul Riquelme has also remarked on this merging of voices. See 
his Teller and Tale in foyce's Fiction (Baltimore: Johns Hopkins Univ. 
Press, 1983), p. 127. 

13. Bakhtin, 1981, p. 282, says of this relationship: "The speaker strives 
to get a reading on his own word, and on his own conceptual system 
that determines this word, within the alien conceptual system of the
understanding receiver." 

14. Bakhtin, 1981, p. 282, again offers an explanation that describes the 
disappearance of the distance between the narrator and Gabriel. The 
narrator's new "orientation toward the listener and the related internal 
dialogism of the word may simply overshadow the object." 

15. This paper, in somewhat different form, was read at Agallamh na 
naGonach: The Graduate Conference in Irish Studies, March 6, 1987, 
at the University of Connecticut. I would like to thank Lee Jacobus, 
Steven Shelburne, and Seamus Heaney for their helpful suggestions, 
and Harry Berger, Jr., for his encouragement and ideas. 
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LIVING HISTORY IN 
"THE DEAD" 

Given the odd shape of our century, in which the last years so 
eerily mimic the first, it should not appear paradoxical to say that 
three quarters of a century before we knew the phrase, James 
Joyce was a New Historicist: under the political pressures of his 
moment, he was made to encounter a set of problems which con
temporary literary criticism has also been made to confront. At 
the center of Joyce's fiction is the relation of history to the literary 
life, a question that led him to a body of concerns which have 
marked the most influential readings of New Historicist critics
the interpenetration of literary and nonliterary discourse; the cir
culation of words, beliefs, and emotions between personal and 

Reprinted from Case Studies in Contemporary Criticism, fames foyce: "The Dead," 
ed. Daniel R. Schwarz (Boston; Bedford Books of St. Martin's Press, 1994), by 
permission of the publisher. Copyright © 1994 by Bedford Books of St. Martin's 
Press. 
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public life; and the serpentine paths of power and its concealed 
effects. "The Dead" is a story written at a moment of colonial 
resistance when fiction-making came under special pressure to de
fine its relation to politics; it is also a story that forcibly brings the 
question of history inside the terms of its personal narrative. 1 

During one of the first crises in a fiction that follows a quick 
rhythm of crisis, Gabriel Conroy has an uncomfortable exchange 
with the nationalist Miss Ivors who has deduced his identity as 
G. C., book reviewer for The Daily Express.2 Because she thinks 
of the journal as an instrument of British domination, she playfully 
accuses him of being a "West Briton," namely one who fails to 
acknowledge an independent Irish identity and who regards Ire
land as merely a western province of Britain. Surprisingly agitated 
by Miss lvors's provoking tease, Gabriel struggles to find a 
response. 

He did not know how to meet her charge. He wanted to 
say that literature was above politics. But they were friends 
of many years' standing and their careers had been parallel, 
first at the University and then as teachers: he could not 
risk a grandiose phrase with her. He continued blinking his 
eyes and trying to smile and murmured lamely that he saw 
nothing political in writing reviews of books. (188) 

Several features of this passage will eventually come into play, but 
at the moment the telling aspect is Gabriel's meditation on the 
relationship between politics and literature. For Gabriel to insist 
that literature was "above politics" is too "grandiose" a claim, sug
gesting as it does a hierarchy that assigns a superior value to the 
literary life. Timidly, he contents himself with saying that there is 
"nothing political" in book-reviewing, a view that ignores the ques
tion of hierarchy and insists merely on the irreducible differences 
of literature and politics, in effect placing the two practices in 
separate zones of human experience. 

What is a context for literature? In the cultural and political 
turmoil of turn-of-the-century Ireland, this question became 
sharply pointed. When national struggle is cast in terms of a re-
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stored cultural identity, then literary practice can no longer be 
seen as a domain apart. During the first decade of the century, 
Irish literary activity often served as the arena of politics, and dur
ing the months of Joyce's work on "The Dead" in late 1906 and 
early 1907, the collision of realms suddenly became conspicuous. 
The decisive event was the rioting over the performance of John 
Synge's The Playboy of the Western World in February 1907. The 
play's comic debunking of certain cherished ideals led to a fierce 
reaction, with many active nationalists raising angry objections to 
Synge's 'slander' of Irish beauty, Irish dignity, Irish womanhood. 
Joyce, who was living out a few months of his exile in Rome, 
eagerly followed the controversy, clearly sensing that here was a 
foretaste of a feast being laid for him. The Playboy affair made 
clear that in the midst of an ongoing colonial struggle the bound
aries between art and politics were highly permeable, where they 
existed at all. 

A few months later, Thomas Kettle published a review of 
Chamber Music, Joyce's book of poems, which had recently ap
peared in Dublin. In the context of a sympathetic reading, Kettle 
notes that "The inspiration of the book is almost entirely literary. 
There is no trace of the folklore, folk dialect, or even the national 
feeling that have coloured the work of practically every writer in 
contemporary Ireland" (Ellmann 261). It cannot have surprised 
Joyce to be described in these terms; he had himself cherished 
many misgivings about the lyric idealism of his early poems. But 
the publication of Chamber Music, hard upon the riots over 
Synge's play, displayed the terms of conflict Joyce was seeking to 
negotiate in "The Dead": on the one side, a purified aestheticism 
that coolly disregarded the claims of politics, and on the other side 
a cultural nationalism that demanded that art participate in the 
struggle against imperial domination. 

In the competing attitudes of Gabriel and Miss Ivors, "The 
Dead" registers these two strong and contesting forces. Gabriel's 
(unspoken) position represents a militant aestheticism, which 
placed the claims of politics on a lower rank of importance; Miss 
Ivors's view, on the other hand, represents an engaged cultural 
politics, which derided the elitist pretensions of dreamy artists. 
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Joyce's early writing career developed in dialogue with these two 
rival positions, both of which struck him as badly disabling in 
themselves. Much of his struggle in the early years of the century 
was to formulate a position strong enough to answer these two 
challenges, and "The Dead" itself incorporates the languages of 
both aestheticism and Revivalist politics in order to contest each 
of them, not by escaping their reach, but by engaging them with 
one another in ways that will allow a third term, a third posture 
to precipitate out of the reaction. 

Certainly the dominant milieu of "The Dead" is the milieu of 
a genteel aestheticism, marked not only by Gabriel's own role as 
professor and book reviewer but more immediately by the musical 
interests of the Morkan family, which provide the occasion for the 
annual party. The world of amateur musical performance, of piano 
and voice instruction, of fine food and literate discussion, consti· 
tutes a closed domestic sphere in which the arts serve as both an 
intrinsic source of pleasure and a solace for life's hardships. Within 
this demure realm of self-willed propriety, where the greatest (con
scious) worry is whether Freddy Malins will turn up drunk, the 
amiably combative Miss lvors stands out as an isolated provoca· 
tion, reassuringly outnumbered by the art-loving traditionalists. 
And yet, the sharp contrast between her easy confidence and Ga
briel's fragility helps to remind us that behind Miss lvors stands a 
multitude. Although at the party she is alone of her political kind, 
she metonymically summons the growing forces of Irish nation
alism, which stood as a serious challenge to the social posture of 
both Gabriel and his creator. 

In the interval between Joyce's completing the other stories·in 
Dubliners and his beginning to compose "The Dead," the agita
tion against British rule in Ireland had conspicuously intensified. 
But at least as striking as the anticolonial passion was the diversity 
of its forms. While the Irish members of parliament continued to 
work for a Home Rule solution achieved through legal negotiation 
with the British, the newly formed party Sinn Fein ("Ourselves") 
was casting aside the parliamentary enterprise as both futile and 
degrading. The flourishing Gaelic League aimed to keep clear of 
political entanglements in order to sustain the interest (of all par-
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ties and both religions) in the revival of the Irish language. At the 
Irish National Theatre W. B. Yeats, a Protestant, sought to rean
imate the island's legendary past, while D.P. Moran, editor of the 
influential journal The Leader, scorned th~ efforts of 'sourface' 
Protestants, campaigning instead for an "Irish Ireland" anchored 
in a separate Catholic consciousness and distinct Catholic tradi
tions. 3 Any adequate representation of Irish political life in this 
period must respect the sheer profusion of views diffused within 
the national consciousness and also must acknowledge the (mis
taken) sense of climax that had begun to prevail. 

Living in Trieste and Rome, Joyce followed this political fury 
as closely as he could: hungry for information, he complained that 
no one in Ireland would take the trouble to send him newspapers. 
Situated at a great physical remove from the milieu that gave him 
the materials of his fiction, Joyce had only limited access to the 
rapid eddies of political and cultural debate; general critical ap
peals to "the mood of the time" fail to capture the particular de
terminacy of his social engagement. Some aspects of the social 
tumult were obscure to him; to some others he remained indiffer
ent. A close scrutiny of his reactions makes clear that he was 
chiefly preoccupied by two strains of political discourse that would 
leave visible marks on "The Dead": the national autonomy move
ment of Sinn Fein, and the Irish language campaign. 

In 1904 the journalist Arthur Griffith had collected a number 
of his essays into a pamphlet called The Resurrection of Hungary, 
which caused a sensation and which laid the groundwork for the 
emergence of Sinn Fein the following year. Griffith took the prec
edent of Hungary's struggle for national self-determination as the 
working model for the Irish struggle against British colonial rule. 
What this meant in practice was a refusal to participate in parlia
mentary procedures, a boycott of British goods, and a coordinated 
program to develop Irish education and Irish industry. That Ire
land should seek to secure its own growth as a nation, independent 
of any relations with either the British economy or the British 
political system, was Griffith's proposal, which quickly became a 
leading element of the anti-imperial cause. 

Against the wariness of his brother Stanislaus, Joyce defended 
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the broad outlines of the Sinn Fein strategy: "I believe that its 
policy would benefit Ireland very much" (Letters 102).4 His interest 
in the resurgent nationalism of Sinn Fein was no doubt a signifi
cant cause of Joyce's changing attitudes toward his homeland. The 
well-known letter of 1906, in which he regrets the severity of the 
earlier Dubliners stories and their failure to render the beauty and 
hospitality of Ireland, must be seen not only as a literary recog
nition but also as a new political acknowledgment, an appreciation 
of the claims of Irish nationalism (Letters 110). 

During the months leading up to the writing of "The Dead" 
Joyce was struggling with the implications of Sinn Fein politics
the implications for Ireland, and the implications for his fiction. 
Without doubt the keenest difficulty for him came in the proposals 
for restoring ancient Irish culture as the living sign of independent 
nationhood. Joyce had long-standing distaste for the tum to Irish 
legend in the poetry and drama of Yeats, but far more consequen
tial was his resistance to the call for a literature written in the Irish 
language. At an important moment of self-recognition, Joyce wrote 
to his brother, "If the Irish programme did not insist on the Irish 
language I suppose I could call myself a nationalist" (Letters 125). 

That the vexing language issue had laid a strong grip on Joyce's 
attention is shown by his lecture "Ireland, Island of Saints and 
Sages," read in Italian and delivered in Trieste on April 27, 1907. 
At the opening of that talk, Joyce nods respectfully at the striking 
su«;:;cess of the Gaelic League in promoting the use of Irish in 
contemporary civic life: 

In Dublin, the names of the streets are printed in both 
languages. The League organises concerts, debates, and so
cials at which the speaker of beurla (that is, English) feels 
like a fish out of water, confused in the midst of a crowd 
that chatters in a harsh and guttural tongue. In the streets, 
you often see groups of young people pass by speaking 
Irish perhaps a little more emphatically than is necessary. 
The members of the League write to each other in Irish, 
and often the poor postman, unable to read the address, 
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must turn to his superior to untie the knot. (Critical Writ
ings 156) 

427 

The leading figure behind the Gaelic League's accomplishment 
was its founder and president, Douglas Hyde. In a celebrated essay 
on "The Necessity for De-Anglicising Ireland" Hyde had narrated 
a story of decline according to which contemporary Ireland has 
fallen from the organic early history, which is the only basis for its 
nationhood: 

If we take a bird's eye view of our island to-day, and com
pare it with what it used to be, we must be struck by the 
extraordinary fact that the nation which was once, as every 
one admits, one of the most classically learned and cul
tured nations in Europe, is now one of the least so; how 
one of the most reading and literary peoples has become 
one of the least studious and most un-literary, and how the 
present art products of one of the quickest, most sensitive, 

· and most artistic races on earth are now only distinguished 
for their hideousness. (Language 153) · 

For Hyde, the great crime of colonization rests on the basis of 
language. The near obliteration of Irish has been the surest means 
of English domination, and adapting a passage from Joubainville, 
Hyde writes that England "has definitely conquered us, she has 
even imposed upon us her language, that is to say, the form of 
our thoughts during every instant of our existence" (Language 
159-60). No one, of course, was better suited than Joyce to un
derstand the intimacy between a language and an identity. The 
radical entanglement of selfhood within linguistic structures, 
within the rhythms, the music, the conventions, and the cliches 
of language is a root perception in his literary project. There 
should be no difficulty, then, in grasping the anxiety that is so 
palpable in his reflections on the anticolonial struggle. 

Joyce saw clearly the coherence in the tie that connected Grif
fith and Hyde, the tie between the struggle for economic auton
omy and the revival of an Irish language. He saw the coherence, 
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and he contested it, by formulating a rival view of nationhood and 
a rival view of language. From Joyce's perspective, both Sinn Fein 
and the Gaelic League tended toward a theory of racial identity, 
which he described as "the old pap of racial hatred" (Letters 111 ). 
Indeed Hyde had been brutally explicit in arguing that the only 
effective response to "the devouring demon of Anglicization" 
(Language 178) was "to cultivate everything that is most racial, 
most smacking of the soil, most Gaelic, most Irish" (Language 169). 

In his Trieste lecture Joyce bitterly agreed that the crimes of 
imperial Britain were brutal and disabling, but he placed no hope 
in the purification of an Irish race. There was no longer any such 
purity to retrieve. A diversity of racial and linguistic strains had 
for so long intermingled that "it is useless to look for a thread that 
may have remained pure and virgin without having undergone the 
influence of a neighbouring thread. What race, or what language 
... can boast of being pure today? And no race has less right to 
utter such a boast than the race now living in Ireland" (Critical 
Writings 165-66). With cold equanimity Joyce condemns both the 
conquering English and the naive Irish revivalists, concluding that 
the only hope for personal integrity lies in exile: "No one who has 
any self-respect stays in Ireland, but flees afar as though from a 
country that has undergone the visitation of an angered Jove" 
(Critical Writings 171 ). 

It is tempting to see Joyce's refusal of this militant triad of 
race, language, and nation as a sign of his enlightened cosmopol
itanism. In larger part, though, it surely reflects the delicate poli
tics of culture, which he was attempting to negotiate. His position 
as an aspiring professional writer who lived by plying his verbal 
trade meant that the very instruments of his livelihood were 
placed in jeopardy by the revivalist program of the Gaelic League. 
His words were his laboring implements; the prospect of learning 
ltish in order to become a Gaelic writer must have been scarcely 
imaginable. It is not too much to say that in the years 1906-07, 
Joyce was engaged in a political struggle to preserve the conditions 
of a professional writing identity-political because it required 
him on the one hand to contest the British legal power, which 
blocked the publication of his earlier stories (on grounds of inde-
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cency), and on the other hand to fend off the Irish national de
mands for an art that kept faith with an "Irish Ireland." To his 
brother he conveyed the belief that "either Sinn Fein or Imperi
alism will conquer the present Ireland. As it is, I am content to 
recognise myself an exile: and, prophetically, a repudiated one" 
(Letters 125). Here as elsewhere Joyce identifies a political basis for 
his literary exile. 

Gabriel Conroy, of course, has not fled Ireland, and self
respect is indeed hard for him to attain. Like so many of Joyce's 
fictional incarnations, Conroy shares just enough with his creator 
to make the contrasts stand out. He has a literary sensibility and 
shares Joyce's suspicion of the revivalist project without sharing 
his resolve to forge an alternative. Just such an unsettled personal 
bearing is what Douglas Hyde had derided as the bane of the Irish: 
"we have ceased to be Irish without becoming English." This puts 
well Gabriel Conroy's impossible fate. Living on in Ireland without 
putting his colonial identity in any question, he occupies a murky 
zone in which character can achieve no hard outlines. 

In this connection, a telling ambiguity appears in Gabriel's 
nervous response to Miss lvors's challenge. When she asks why he 
travels in France and Belgium "instead of visiting your own land," 
he answers that "it's partly to keep in touch with the languages 
and partly for a change." Her rejoinder is sharp: "haven't you your 
own language to keep in touch with-Irish?" "Well," says Gabriel, 
"if it comes to that, you know, Irish is not my language." And 
then when Miss lvors presses further, insisting that he acknowl
edge his "own people, and [his] own country," he erupts: "0, to 
tell you the truth ... I'm sick of my own country, sick of it!" (189) 

These two impulsive reactions seem to chime harmoniously as 
tones of revulsion from the revivalist program, but a notable dif
ference separates them. For while Gabriel denies that Irish is his 
language, he implicitly accepts Ireland as his nation-"my own 
country" -sick of it though he may be. Deep paradoxes in the 
theory of modern nationhood collect around this highly unsteady 
posture. Implicated as a citizen of his country and yet estranged 
from such a fundamental source of national identity as a separate 
language, Gabriel bears internally the stresses and conflicts of an 
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unresolved Irish nationality. He is no more autonomous or coher· 
ent than the country that contains him. 

Such entanglement of personal identity within the matrix of 
social discourses is an abiding concern of "The Dead," much as 
it is a working assumption of current New Historicist inquiry. The 
task of securing an integral selfhood merges with the task of for
mulating a context-a set of customs and rituals, a matrix of 
values, a distribution of status-in which a self might live. The 
Morkan party in "The Dead" represents just such a matrix of 
rituals and discourses: it has its own cherished values (music, gen· 
tility, family dignity); its own well-entrenched customs (perfor· 
mance, after-dinner oratory); its own mythology (Aunt Julia might 
have been a grand success as a singer); its own reassuringly familiar 
scapegrace (Freddy Malins); and its own ratifying narrative histo
ries. The fictive construction of the party milieu is, among other 
things, a distinctly sociological act: Joyce's presentation of an en
closed social formation-traditional, Catholic, apolitical-with its 
elaborate mechanisms for self-confirmation and self-preservation. 

Nevertheless, from its opening lines "The Dead" renders its 
characters not as figures within a static social form but as partici
pants in an inescapably historical process, suffused with a con
sciousness of time. That the celebration is an "annual dance" (175) 
which was "always a great affair" (175); that it has gone on for 
"years and years" (175) for "as long as anyone could remember" 
(176); that it began indeed "a good thirty years ago if it was a day" 
(176) enforces the historical character of this private life. The 
appeal to the past becomes a major source of validation; so Ga
briel caressingly recalls "the tradition of genuine warm-hearted 
courteous Irish hospitality, which our forefathers have handed 
down to us and which we in turn must hand down to our descen
dants" (203). 

Under the pressure of Miss lvors's nationalist critique, Gabriel 
moves into place the heavy armaments of tradition; and yet the 
story records this characteristic movement of reaction only to em
phasize its own fragility. The pomposity of his rhetoric is one sign 
of strain, as is his private view of his aunts as "only two ignorant 
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old women" (192). But beyond the failure of conviction in Ga
briel's own traditionalism stands the pervasive evocation of an ag
ing that is a decline. Gabriel's fading aunts give one visible sign, 
and his first encounter with the servant Lily gives another. To his 
jaunty tease-"I suppose we'll be going to your wedding one of 
these fine days" -she bitterly responds, "The men that is now is 
only all palaver and what they can get out of you" (178). Soon 
after, Lily herself becomes the subject of "historical" inquiry, 
when Aunt Kate observes that "She's not the girl she was at all" 
(181). The diverse instances of this motif-Ireland's loss of the 
canons of hospitality, the withering of Kate and Julia, the decline 
of romantic and marriageable men into mere "palaver," Lily's fall 
from innocence-accumulate to suggest that the stability implied 
by the ritual of the annual dance is a false stability that cannot 
disguise the marked logic of historical decay. 

At an awkward moment, when the conversation turns to the 
weather, Mary Jane remarks, "They say ... we haven't had snow 
like it for thirty years" (211), thus dating the last great storm at 
the time she came to live with Aunts Kate and Julia and the party 
began its annual ritual. The force of the detail is to create the 
image of a bounded historical phase, a thirty-year epoch, the 
length of generation, whose end is all too easy to envisage. Here 
is a social formation that has devised its own collective myths and 
personal narratives but that can scarcely conceal the tensions that 
accompany its aging. The end points to this phase are marked by 
two great blizzards, and beyond those snowy boundaries there is 
only a remote elusive past or an inconceivable future. 

For those Irish nationalists with whom the story is in contin
ual, restless dialogue, the past is not shadowy, nor is the future 
inconceivable. For both Hyde and Griffith, though with quite dif
ferent emphases, a repressed Irish history points unmistakably to 
the postcolonial epoch. For Hyde, the "deanglicized" national fu
ture is written in Gaelic, and when an Irish tongue can again speak 
its language, it will speak the suppressed truth of its national iden
tity. For Griffith, the vital relic is the suspended Irish constitution 
of 1782, which stands as the basis for the struggle against British 
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rule. In both cases, the path from past to future was clearly 
marked: it was only a matter of rousing the will to resist the tyr
anny of the present. 

Although Joyce shared the loathing of British domination, he 
skeptically distrusted any course promising a quick escape from 
the morass into the clearing of nationhood. If imperial domination 
has been so massive-if, as Hyde put it, the conquering English 
have imposed "the form of our thoughts during every instant of 
our existence" (160)-then for Joyce it was difficult to see how an 
uncompromised resistance was possible. Where will they come 
from, those resisting thoughts that will somehow subvert a total 
domination? Hyde does not pause over this conundrum, but the 
self-defeating character of the colonized consciousness is one of 
Joyce's great subjects. 

The attempt to construct a stable self-identity from within a 
radically unstable community is the acutely painful spectacle that 
Joyce plays out through Gabriel Conroy. C~ucially, the investment 
in Gabriel's personal solidity is not his concern alone but is ren
dered as a broader social desire. "It's such a relief," Aunt Kate tells 
Gretta, "that Gabriel is here. I always feel easier in my mind when 
he's here" (182). He is, in effect, the party's officialdom, its symbol 
of firm authority, its constabulary, its instrument of power. The 
task of policing Freddy Malins, who, after all, shows himself to be 
the most harmless of threats, displays Gabriel's role as the figure 
of domestic control, a role consolidated during his speech and, just 
as reassuringly, at his carving of the meats. A rich description of 
the well-laid table culminates with military resonance: decanters 
of cut glass standing "as sentries to a fruit-stand," (196) and "three 
squads of bottles of stout and ale and minerals, drawn up accord
ing to the colours of their uniforms" (197)-at which point Gabriel 
appears. 

Gabriel took his seat boldly at the head of the table and, 
having looked to the edge of the carver, plunged his fork 
firmly into the goose. He felt quite at ease now for he was 
an expert carver and liked nothing better than to find him
self at the head of a well-laden table. (197) 
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Wielding his expert knife, presiding over "the noise of orders and 
counter-orders" (197), Gabriel consolidates the desire for a regu
lating authority which promises to control disturbance, to promote 
civility, and to perform all the little ceremonies sanctioning the 
communal life. 

No reader should doubt that in representing the wavering 
rhythms of an evening party, "The Dead" is representing the po
litical fragility of Ireland. The triumph of festivity-the generous 
circulation of food and feeling-is indeed conspicuous, making 
good on Joyce's resolve to overcome the "scrupulous mean
ness" (Selected Letters 134) of his earlier stories in favor of fair 
acknowledgment of Irish hospitality. But even during the mo
ments of fond mutual regard and common exultation, the stresses 
are ineradicable.5 Here is colonial Ireland at its best-so "The 
Dead" implies-and yet even at its best, it is decaying and fragile: 
the moments of collective self-affirmation, painfully achieved, bear 
signs of insupportable tension. Refusing to acknowledge the polit
ical provocations that circulate in their festive midst, content to 
surround themselves with the allure of art and literature, these 
colonial subjects manufacture a simulacrum of autonomy. Its hol
lowness is not only enforced by its reliance on English cultural 
tradition, neatly captured by the scene from Romeo and Juliet 
hanging on the wall, but emphatically by the inability to suppress 
a distinctly Irish provocation, first articulated by Miss lvors and 
then embodied, in the story's climax, by Gretta Conroy. 

For Joyce, colonial subjection is by no means the only obstacle 
to Irish recovery; but it is a blocking force so thick and heavy and 
ancient that it disables all who live within its encircling shadow. 
The colonized consciousness has all its other vulnerabilities height
ened, and the sharp pathos in the life of Gabriel Conroy is that 
he aims to construct an emancipated personal identity, cultured 
and cosmopolitan, within an unemancipated milieu. Naively be
lieving that he can liberate himself from inside the colonial con
straint, he repeatedly aspires to a condition of self-ratifying 
autonomy, only to meet a failure that appears structurally inevi
table. As Joyce tersely puts it in his lecture, "The economic and 
intellectual conditions that prevail in [Ireland] do not permit the 
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development of individuality" (Critical Writings 171). "The Dead" 
reinforces this historical claim that the conflicts of colonialism 
have grown too sharp and too obtrusive in Ireland; at every step 
there looms the reminder that perfection of the self has grown 
impossible. 

The historical record indeed makes clear that in those years 
at the beginning of the century, the general political uncertainty 
put the meaning of individual Irish lives into active question. Even 
as a decisive outcome to the anti-imperial struggle eluded reach, 
the vast number of competing postures ensured a ceaseless con
flict of interpretations over the value of particular life-choices. If 
literary activity became charged-the riots over The Playboy of the 
Western World being only one exemplary instance-it was at least 
in part because so much of the struggle was necessarily a struggle 
over representation: over how to represent history, language, and 
the obligations of art. In the absence of a determining conflict with 
imperial British power, such representational issues became in
vested with even more resonance than usual. 

The exercise of power appears in "The Dead" precisely as the 
power of representation, as the ability to control the texture of 
subjective response through authoritative verbal acts. Whether the 
occasion is Gabriel's dispute with Miss lvors, or his after-dinner 
speech, or the supper discussion of Irish tenors, or, climactically, 
Gabriel's last conversation with Gretta-the resonant question is, 
Whose speech will triumph? Whose verbal construction of the col
lective experience will dominate, and in dominating, will dictate 
the terms by which individuals understand their own lives? 

To speak of power as the power of representational discourse 
is not to deny that Joyce saw the physical basis of authority that 
undergirds colonial rule. When Gabriel "pilots" a tipsy Freddy 
Malins into the party (184), the small physical gesture might stand 
as a metonymy for an entire apparatus of imperial control. Far 
more dramatically, when an erotically charged Gabriel longs "to 
crush [Gretta's] body against his, to overmaster her" (217), the fan
tasy suggests the physical power that lies beneath the gauze of 
romance. And yet, while Joyce gives such quiet reminders of phys
ical power and bodily violence, he locates drama in the acts of 
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representation through which colonized subjects comprehend 
their fate. For those Irish who live within the circle of English 
domination, either in resistance or in capitulation, the immediate 
struggle is over the elaboration of a discourse, a broad narrative, 
within which lives might receive meaning. As Joyce's writing 
shows in many diverse ways, the significance of a life depends on 
the frame that surrounds it. 

If Miss lvors and the nationalists control the terms of political 
understanding, then not only will Gabriel's life be seen as a fraud, 
he will see himself as a fraud. Alternatively, if Gabriel can pre
vail, as he attempts to do with his after-dinner speech, then Miss 
lvors and her like will be marked as the "sceptical" and "thought
tormented" representatives of a "less spacious age" (203). Gabriel's 
choice of this last metaphor ("less spacious") is revealing. The con
test in "The Dead" is repeatedly cast as a battle to control the 
widest frame, the broadest space of social meaning. 

In the story's last scene, when Gabriel is swept with high 
waves of love and lust, he not only anticipates a passionate night, 
he anticipates a new personal history within which to locate the 
events of his marriage. He wants to recover his wife's love by 
changing the design in which she locates it. As he himself remem
bers scenes of their early intimacy, he longs "to recall to her those 
moments, to make her forget the years of their dull existence to
gether and remember only their moments of ecstasy" (213-14). 
He wants, in short, to rewrite the banal history of their marriage 
by placing it within the more "spacious" narrative of passion 
achieved, forgotten, recovered. 

In the event, and fatefully, Gabriel is unable to control the 
movement of contexts, unable to achieve an historical revaluation 
that will preserve value, assign identities, and save a marriage 
through its times of stress. Gretta, it turns out, has a story of her 
own, a context of her own, which is wider than her life with Ga
briel and which encloses his story within its awful reach. That 
Gretta loved Michael Furey before he met her, that she has felt 
a passion keener than any he has known-these are not only bru
tally painful facts in themselves, but they also place Gabriel within 
a rival setting. Having listened to her helplessly, he dreads that 
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"Perhaps she had not told him all the story"; perhaps not, but she 
has told him enough to make clear "how poor a part he, her hus
band, had played in her life" (222): What links love and citizenship 
for Joyce, marriage, and Ireland, is that they both entangle a self 
within surroundings that threaten to crush its struggle for integ
rity.6 In the final paragraphs of Gabriel's surrender, he swooningly 
yields to powers wider than his own. 

Joyce himself, choosing exile, sought to escape exactly those 
forces, emanating from deep within the colonial state, that com
bine to break Gabriel Conroy. And yet, Joyce was not content 
merely to live outside the grip of his home colony, merely to es
cape the fatal tangle of political tension.7 Against the threat of 
being absorbed within a larger frame, he set out to contain the 
container, to swallow those who would swallow him in their con
texts. The characteristic strategy of his work is to bring inside the 
fiction exactly those pressures that surround it in the living world. 
This is how "The Dead" articulates a third place beyond the al
ternatives of nationalist politics and apolitical aesthetics: to rep
resent them is to occupy a site distinct from them. 

The virtuosity of the final image in the story-the snow that 
is "general all over Ireland" (223)-may lie not in any symbolic 
register, but in its sheer blank literalism. The odd piece of phras
ing, "general all over," enforces the brutally direct condition: no 
Irish place is free from snow. Through these final paragraphs, the 
word "all"-"all the story," "all becoming shades," "all the living 
and the dead," "all over Ireland" (222, 223, 224)-stretches the 
panorama into a nearly inconceivable universality. Here at the last 
is a frame wider than any other, a frame that surrounds even vast 
and bitter divisions of religion, politics, class, gender. Snow is the 
final, btutally simple context that now lies over all the lines of 
stress, which have thrust cracks. through the narrative surface of 
the story. 

And yet, if the snow that ends "The Dead" is in one respect 
a revenge upon the workings of history, an act of defiant literary 
will that assimilates political struggle within the universalizing im
age of "all the living and the dead," it is not that alone. The snow, 
after all, is general all over Ireland. And in the sudden release of 
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the narrative eye to scan the entire snowy Irish island, the story's 
last sentence evokes the geography of a separate national identity. 
An Ireland covered in snow, however one understands the sym
bolic valence, has achieved a unity that its colonial status has long 
blocked. In such a way does the exile in Trieste send home his 
equivocal historical gift: a storm-driven Ireland flattened into the 
shape of a nation. 

NOTES 

l. John V. Kelleher's 1965 essay on "The Dead" in The Review of Politics 
set the initial terms for discussion of the story's social contexts, and it 
convincingly established that no reading of the story can afford to ig
nore its high historical specificity. 

2. Joyce himself had reviewed books for the Daily Express, this being only 
one of many (ambiguous) links between author and character in "The 
Dead." 

3. In a recent essay, "The Catholic Revival and 'The Dead,'" Willard 
Potts has made a strenuous argument for the influence of Moran on 
the political workings of the story. Although the claim for the story's 
specific debt to Moran's work is excessive, the historical recovery of the 
divided character of the Irish nationalist movement is important. Par
ticularly useful is Potts's demonstration of the conflict between Prot
estant and Catholic wings of the struggle. 

4. His one hesitation came from his confessedly uncertain socialist con
victions, which led to the view that "if the Irish question exists, it exists 
for the Irish proletariat chiefly" (Letters 111). But as Joyce pondered 
the issues over the .next several months, he found a way to accommo
date Sinn Fein to his socialism: "Of course I see that its success would 
be to substitute Irish for English capital but no-one, I suppose, denies 
that capitalism is a stage of progress. The Irish proletariat has yet to be 
created" (Letters 12 5). 

5. Vincent Pecora has written persuasively of the complex career of "gen
erosity" and "hospitality" in "The Dead." He rightly emphasizes the 
apparently harmless comic aside, in which Gabriel describes the party's 
guests as "victims" of Aunt Kate's and Aunt Julia's hospitality, and 
shows the radical ambiguity in Joyce's gesture of artistic reparation (Pe
cora 233-45). 

6. A letter of November 1906 suggests that modern marriage was no more 
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satisfactory a form of community than modern nationhood: "Perhaps 
my view of life is too cynical but it seems to me that a lot of this talk 
about love is nonsense. A woman's love is always maternal and egoistic. 
A man, on the contrary, side by side with his extraordinary cerebral 
sexualism and bodily fervour (from which women are nonnally free) 
possesses a fund of genuine affection for the 'beloved' or 'once beloved' 
object. I am no friend of tyranny, as you know, but if many husbands 

· are brutal the atmosphere in which they live ... is brutal and few wives 
and homes can satisfy the desire for happiness" (Letters 130). 

7. In the spring of 1907, Joyce wrote of "certain ideas I would like to give 
form to," and suggested they may be "purely personal." "I have no 
wish," he immediately goes on, "to codify myself as anarchist or so
cialist or reactionary" (Letters 151-52). After his long thought on the 
national question, he reaches the political impasse that leads into the 
complex social thought of "The Dead." 
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Topics for Discussion 
and Papers 

TOPICS FOR GENERAL DISCUSSION 

I. Joyce once said that it was his intention "to write a chapter 
of the moral history of [his] country," using Dublin for the 
scene because that city seemed to be the "centre of paralysis." 
Beginning with the paralyzed priest in "The Sisters," trace the 
theme of paralysis (social, spiritual, and economic) as it ap· 
pears in several stories. 

2. Another leading motif in the stories is that identified by Brew
ster Ghiselin as the "Oriental motif," a longing for escape ex· 
pressed through fantasies of flight to some Eastern and exotic 
refuge. Trace this motif as it appears in at least two stories. 

3. When the earliest stories of Dubliners were published in the 
Irish Homestead Joyce used the pseudonym "Stephen Deda· 
lus," and he later spoke of the first three stories of the collec
tion as being "stories of my childhood." Readers of A Portrait 
of the Artist as a Young Man will be interested in comparing 
the young Stephen Dedalus with the small boy of "The Sis· 
ters," "An Encounter," and "Araby." 

4. As the stories of Dubliners move from the narrow but intense 
experiences of childhood into the wider areas of adult and 
public life, Joyce alters his narrative methods to suit the 
changes in point-of-view. Compare the point-of-view in one of 
the first three stories with the point-of-view in a later story. 

5. The satirist, or the writer who aspires to social criticism, must 
measure the realities of the present against some ideal of 
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moral and social behavior. At the same time, the Joycean aes
thetic would seem to preclude direct judgments on the part of 
the author. How does Joyce manage to convey his moral judg
ments without resorting to direct authorial commentary? Choose 
one class of social relationships (such as that between husband 
and wife) and show how Joyce makes his indirect judgments. 

6. Joyce often said that one of his purposes in Dubliners was to 
present his native city to the world in all its variety, and with 
a total lack of sentimentality. The result is that almost every 
social type or professional class is represented in the stories. 
Choosing one social type or professional class (e.g., mothers, 
servants, priests, artistes, newspapermen, businessmen, loaf
ers), show how Joyce has used these particular characters in 
portraying the life of the city. 

7. This volume contains examples of both the "naturalistic" and 
the "symbolic" approaches to Dubliners. Choose a story not 
considered in one of the essays and write a paper on it, util
izing both of these approaches. 

8. Using the early drafts of "The Sisters" and "A Painful Case," 
show how Joyce's revisions were aimed at achieving the gen
eral stylistic ideals evident in Dubliners. 

9. No critical study, no matter how subtle and elaborate it may 
be, ·can hope to do justice to the complexities of a work of art. 
Choose one of the critical essays reprinted in this collection 
and discuss its strengths and limitations, using' your own read
ing of Dubliners as an "ideal" response. 

10. Joyce once thought of writing a story for Dubliners based on 
the wanderings of Ulysses, and he had other stories in mind 
which remained titles only: "The Last Supper," "The Street," 
"Vengeance," "At Bay." Using one of the shorter stories as a 
model, write your own addition to Dubliners. This "sixteenth" 
story could be a parody of Joyce's method, or a sequel to one 
of his stories, or an original story using either Joyce's charac
ters or characters of your own invention. 

ll. Using the letters reprinted in this collection, discuss either 
Joyce as a critic of his own writing or Joyce's evolving sense 
of Dubliners as a unified work. 
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TOPICS ON 
INDIVIDUAL STORIES 

"THE SISTERS" 

12. Why is the story called "The Sisters"? 

441 

13. What has been the young boy's relationship with Father 
Flynn? How has this relationship been changed by the circum· 
stances surrounding the priest's death? 

14. In what ways do Joyce's revisions of "The Sisters" indicate his 
growing awareness of the story's function as a prelude to the 
entire collection? 

"AN ENCOUNTER" 

15. How does the last paragraph of the story illuminate the rela
tionship between the two boys? In what ways has this rela
tionship been affected by their "encounter" with the stranger? 

16. Does Joyce sustain our sense of adolescent adventure through
out the story? What is the function of the "Tom Sawyer" 
element in "An Encounter"? 

"ARABY" 

17. How does Joyce give some general significance to the sense of 
personal desolation felt by the boy at the end of the story? 

18. "I imagined that I bore my chalice safely through a throng of 
foes." What aspects of the story are brought to a focus by this 
complex image? 

"EVELINE" 

19. How have the three preceding stories prepared us for an un
derstanding of the forces that "paralyze" Eveline? 

20. On page 40 Joyce has carefully indicated a break in the nar
rative which is also a break in the time-scheme. What other 
changes (such as changes in language and tone) do you find 
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in the short final section, and how do these changes reinforce 
the conclusion to the story? 

"AFTER THE RACE" 

21. What is Jimmy's true relationship with the other young men? 
How do the various nationalities interact in the story? 

"TWO GALLANTS" 

22. Discuss the implications of the harp in Kildare Street and the 
playing of "Silent, 0 Moyle." 

23. In what ways does "Two Gallants" modify the notions of 
glamour and gallantry found in "After the Race"? 

24. Wh~ does Joyce achieve by presenting Corley's "betrayal" of 
the servant girl solely through the eyes ~f Lenehan? 

"THE BOARDING HOUSE" 

25. How is "The Boarding House" related, both thematically and 
structurally, to "Eveline"? 

26. Compare the treatments of erotic and economic realities in 
"Two Gallants" and "The Boarding House." 

"A LITTLE CLOUD" 

27. Compare the last paragraph of "A Little Cloud" with the last 
paragraph of "Araby." How do the tears of childhood differ 
from those of adult life? 

28. How does Gallaher act as a catalyst for Little Chandler's 
feelings? 

29. What is the significance of Little Chandler's "artistic" 
aspirations? 
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"COUNTERPARTS" 

30. How do the different styles of speech reflect the conflicting 
forces in "Counterparts"? 

31. "Two Gallants" is a tale of the Dublin streets, "Counterparts" 
is a story of the city's offices and pubs and houses. How do 
the different atmospheres and settings affect our reading of 
these two stories? 

"CLAY" 

32. In the process of composition Joyce changed the name of this 
story from "Hallow Eve" to "The Clay" to "Clay." Would 
these different titles lead to somewhat different readings of 
the story? 

33. Compare the structural and symbolic uses of Byron's poem in 
"A Little Cloud" with the uses of "I dreamt that I dwelt in 
marble halls" in "Clay." 

34. On page 101 Maria admires herself in the mirror. How does 
this scene contribute to our sense of her personality? 

"A PAINFUL CASE" 

35. As with many of the characters in Dubliners, Joyce tells us a 
good deal about Mr. Duffy's reading and literary tastes. How 
does this knowledge contribute to the story's .themes? 

36. In the course of the story's composition Joyce took particular 
pains with the phrasing of the newspaper report. Why did he 
choose this particular method for conveying the details of Mrs. 
Sinico's death? · 

"NY DAY IN THE COMMITTEE ROOM" 

37. In contrast to some of the earlier stories, "Ivy Day in the Com· 
mittee Room" is developed almost entirely through dialogue. 
What does Joyce achieve by this method of presentation? How 
does it affect our responses to characters and situations? 
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38. Joyce intended this story to sum up his view of Irish politics 
in the years after Parnell's death. How does the remembered 
presence of Charles Stewart Parnell sharpen our understand
ing of what takes place in the committee room? 

39. To what extent does the dramatic function of Mr. Hynes's 
poem on "The Death of Parnell" depend upon our evaluation 
of its poetic merit? 

"A MOTHER" 

40. Joyce once said that he wrote Dubliners in "a style of scru
pulous meanness." Does this phrase accurately describe the 
style of "A Mother"? 

41. Consider "A Mother" as a story of "public life in Dublin." 
How are the public and private aspects of the story related to 
each other? 

"GRACE" 

42. At one point in the writing of Dubliners Joyce thought of 
"Grace" as the concluding story. In what ways is it an appro
priate conclusion to the stories that precede it? 

43. As indicated in the headnote to "Grace," Stanislaus Joyce be
lieved that his brother organized the story by following a three
part Dantean pattern of "inferno-purgatorio-paradiso." How 
does this knowledge of Joyce's possible intention contribute 
to our understanding of the story? 

44. Compare the thematic and structural functions of Father Pur
don's sermon with those of Mr. Hynes's poem at the end of 
"Ivy Day in the Committee Room." To what extent are both 
performances treated satirically? 

45. Using the notes to the story as a base, discuss the function of 
theological information (and misinformation) in "Grace." 

46. Compare Mrs. Kernan's attitudes toward religion (see pp. 155-
58) with those of the wives in "Counterparts" and "A Little 
Cloud." 
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"THE DEAD" 

47. In his essay reprinted in this collection Frank O'Connor makes 
the claim that "The Dead" is radically different from the other 
stories in Dubliners. Do you agree? 

48. "The Dead" was planned and written well after the other sto
ries in Dubliners had been completed and submitted for pub
lication. To what extent does it develop and draw together the 
leading themes and symbolic motifs of the entire collection? 

49. Through a detailed analysis of imagery and rhythm, distin
guish between the prose styles of the first and last paragraphs 
of "The Dead." What other distinct prose styles can you iso
late in the story, and how do they contribute to our sense of 
a developing pattern? 

50. Richard Ellmann has discussed in great detail the autobio
graphical elements in "The Dead" (see his essay reprinted in 
this collection). How legitimate is it to read the story as a form 
of autobiography? 

51. Using the essay by Richard Ellmann as a starting-point, discuss 
the various ways in which outside information may contribute 
to a reading of "The Dead." 

52. "The Dead" progresses by means of clearly defined scenes or 
episodes which mark the stages in Gabriel's developing self
awareness. Choose a single episode or scene and discuss its 
contribution to this process. 

53. Interpretations of the conclusion to "The Dead" have tended 
to be either "positive" or "negative": the snow which is gen
eral all over lre)and is seen either as an agent of expanding 
consciousness and awareness for Gabriel, or as a symbol of 
total paralysis affecting both Gabriel and Ireland. What pro
portions of sympathy and criticism do you find in the last par
agraphs of the story? 
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Notes to the Stories 

The aim of these notes is to explain those important literary allusions, 
religious usages, topical references, slang terms, and Irishisms which are 
likely to baffle the present-day reader of Dubliners. Although the stories 
do not have the density of reference and allusion found in Joyce's later 
works, they do pose a number of problems in symbolic interpretation. In 
these notes we have tried to avoid explicit interpretations, preferring to 
provide the raw materials from which such interpretations may be 
constructed. 

Joyce wrote Dubliners with a loving care for the geographical and 
social details of his native city. Although some of the place-names are 
fictitious, most of the local references are scrupulously exact; they are part 
of a "realism" which existed as much for Joyce's benefit as for ours. These 
references often suggest the social nuances of Dublin life, or they may 
indicate the "tone" of a particular place or area. Although we have not 
attempted to gloss all the names of streets, pubs, churches, public build
ings, and newspapers, we have supplied information where the signifi· 
cance of these references appears to extend beyond a sense of local 
"realism." 

Most of the sources referred to in these notes are listed in the Bibli
ography. For other extensive annotations of Dubliners the student should 
consult Marvin Magalaner, Time of Apprenticeship: The Fiction of Young 
fames Joyce (New York: Abelard-Schuman, 1959), pp. 147-71, and Don 
Gifford, Notes for Joyce (New York: E. P. Dutton, 1967-revised and en
larged as Joyce Annotated. Berkeley: University of California Press, 1982). 

The editors are grateful to Mr. William Stowe and the Reverend 
Austin MacCurtain, S.J .• for their help with some of the more specialized 
annotations. 
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"THE SISTERS" 

The first of the Dubliners stories to be written, "The Sisters" was pub
lished in a Dublin weekly, The Irish Homestead, on August 13, 1904. This 
early version, which was conceived as a self-sufficient tale, was later radi
cally revised when Joyce turned it into the "program piece" for the entire 
collection. The original text of "The Sisters" is reprinted on pp. 237-46. 
9.6 "two candles must be set at the head of a corpse" -an Irish custom, 

not part of prescribed religious ritual. 
9.11 "gnomon in the Euclid"-in geometry, a gnomon is that part of a 

parallelogram which- remains when a similar parallelogram is taken 
away from one of its corners. In schoolboy jargon "the Euclid" would 
refer to any geometry text based on the Elements of Euclid, a Greek 
mathematician of the 3rd century B.C. 

9.12 "simony in the Catechism" -simony is worldly traffic in spiritual 
things, such as the medieval practice of buying or selling ecclesiastical 
preferments. The term derives from the Biblical account of Simon 
Magus, a Samaritan "magician" who was impressed by the spiritual 
power of the Apostles and offered a sum of money for the secret (Acts 
8: 18-19). In the Roman Catholic Catechism simony is listed as one 
of the sins against the First Commandment. 

9.17 "stirabout" -porridge made by stirring oatmeal into hot milk or 
water. 

10.5 "faints and worms" -'technical terms from the distillery. "Faints" is 
the impure spirit which appears first and last in the process of distil
lation; the "worm" is the coiled tube connected with the head of the 
still in which the vapor is condensed. 

11.2 "box his corner;,-hold his own in any fight. 
11.2 "Rosicrucian" -in its strict sense, the term refers to a member of the 

mystical order of Father Christian Rosenkreuz, a legendary figure who 
was reputed to have found the secret wisdom of the East while on a 
pilgrimage in the 15th century. By extension, the term became a slang 
description of anyone given to dreamy or unworldly behavior. The 
study of Rosicrucianism and other esoteric systems was popular with 
Dublin intellectuals at the turn of the century. 

11.30 "simoniac" -one who practices simony (see note on 9.12). 
12.9 "R.I.P." -Requiescat in Pace, "Rest in Peace." 
12.15 "High Toast"-a brand of snuff. 
13.2 "the Irish college in Rome" -an Irish-sponsored foundation in Rome 
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for the training of Irish priests. The implication is that Father Flynn 
had a promising youth. 

13.13 "the Eucharist"-the sacrament of the Lord's Supper or Holy 
Communion. 

13.13 "the secrecy of the confessional" -the confessional is the cabinet 
or stall in which the Roman Catholic priest hears the confessions of 
penitents. The priest is bound to secrecy, ,and any violation of "the 
seal of the confessional" can lead to excommunication. 

14.28 "chalice"-the cup used to hold the wine in the celebration of the 
Eucharist. 

15.20 "anointed him and prepared him and all''-the Roman Catholic 
sacrament of Extreme Unction, administered in cases of mortal illness. 
The sick in danger of death are anointed by the priest for the sake of 
body and soul. 

16.12 "Freeman's General" -the Freeman's Journal, a Dublin newspaper. 
Eliza is given to malapropisms: see her confusion of "rheumatic" and 
"pneumatic," 17.8. 

16.33 "breviary"-the book containing the "Divine Office" for each day, 
which those holding major orders in the Roman Catholic Church are 
bound to recite. 

17.5 "Irishtown"-a Dublin slum. 
17.8 "rheumatic" -malapropism for "pneumatic." 
17.28 "the boy's fault" -that is, the fault of the young acolyte who attends 

the priest at the altar and carries the candles. 

"AN ENCOUNTER" 

Ninth in the order of composition, "An Encounter" was completed some
time before September 18, 1905. When the English printer refused to set 
up two other stories, "Two Gallants" and "Counterparts," Joyce remarked 
that a "more subtle inquisitor will denounce An Encounter, the enormity 
of which the printer cannot see because he is, as I said, a plain blunt man" 
(Letters, II, 134). Joyce's younger brother Stanislaus has given this account 
of the story's origin: "In 'An Encounter,' my brother describes a day's 
miching which he and I planned and carried out while we were living in 
North Richmond Street, and our encounter with an elderly pederast. For 
us he was just a 'juggins.' Neither of us could have any notion at the time 
what kind of 'juggins' he was, but something funny in his speech and 
behaviour put us on our guard at once. We thought he might be an es
caped madman. As he looked about fifty and had a military air, I nick-
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named him 'the captain of fifty' from a phrase I had seen somewhere in 
a Biblical quotation" (My Brother's Keeper [New York: The Viking Press, 
1958], p. 62). 
19.2 "The Union Jack, Pluck and The Halfpenny Marvel" -magazines con· 

taining popular adventure stories for boys. The Halfpenny Marvel first 
appeared in 1893, followed in 1894 by The Union Jack and in 1895 by 
Pluck. These magazines had a "healthy" tone, and were designed to 
counter the influence of the "penny dreadfuls." 

19.16 "-Ya! yaka, yaka, yaka!" -imitation of an Indian chant. 
20.25 "college" -probably Belvedere College, a Jesuit school for boys. 

Joyce attended the school after leaving Clongowes Wood College, and 
Stephen Dedalus follows the same pattern in A Portrait of the Artist. 

20.29 "National School boys" -the government-sponsored National 
Schools were feared by Catholic educators, since they pursued an 
English and nonsectarian theory of education. They were also consid
ered to be socially inferior. 

2l.ll "miching"-truancy. 
2l.l6 "the Pigeon House" -a fort located on a breakwater in Dublin bay, 

now used as a public power plant. 
21.32 "pipeclayed" -cleaned with a fine white clay. 
22.8 "catapult" -a sling-shot. 
22.15 "funk it" -to lose one's nerve. 
22.18 "a bob" -a shilling. 
22.18 "a tanner" -a sixpence, half a shilling. 
22.20 "Vitriol Works" -an actual landmark, The Dublin Vitriol Works Co. 
22.26 "Swaddlers!" -an Irish nickname for Protestants. 
22.29 "the Smoothing Iron" -probably the slang name for a local 

landmark. 
23.11 "it would be right skit" -it would be good fun. 
23.26 "green eyes" -to see green in an eye is to detect gullibility or in

experience. Throughout "An Encounter" Joyce exploits the various 
connotations of the color green: see "those green stems on which girls 
tell fortunes" (24.19), "a suit of greenish-black" (24.23), and "a pair of 
bottle-green eyes" (27.17). 

24.8 "the Dodder" -a local river, tributary of the Liffey. 
24.19 "those green stems on which girls tell fortunes" -evidently a version 

of "he-loves-me-he-loves-me-not." 
24.24 "jerry hat" -a round felt hat. 
25.7 "the poetry of Thomas Moore or the Works of Sir Walter Scott and 

Lord Lytton"-Thomas Moore (1779-1852), Irish poet and song-
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writer; Sir Walter Scott (1771-1832), Scottish poet and novelist; Ed
ward George Earle Lytton Bulwer-Lytton (1803-1873), British novelist 
and dramatist. All three writers were famous for their romantic themes 
and situations. 

25.16 "some of Lord Lytton's works which boys couldn't read" -although 
Bulwer-Lytton's novels were constructed with a didactic purpose, 
their freedom in subject matter led many nineteenth-century critics 
to question their sincerity and morality. Scandal associated with 
Bulwer-Lytton's private life also contributed to the "undesirable" rep
utation of some of his works. 

25.23 "totties" -derived from "Hottentot," the term has vulgar overtones 
and was often used to describe a high-class prostitute. 

26.27 "a queer old josser" -a "juggins," a simpleton: in Pidgin English 
the term "joss" means a "god" or an "idol." See Stanislaus Joyce's 
account of the origin of "An Encounter," quoted in the headnote to 
this section. 

"ARABY" 

The eleventh story to be written, "Araby" was finished in October 1905. 
29.1 "North Richmond Street"-the Joyce family lived at 17 North Rich

mond Street from 1894 to 1896, while James was a student at Belve
dere Colleg~. 

29.1 "blind" -closed at one end. 
29.2 "the Christian Brothers' School" -a day school operated by the Irish 

Christian Brothers, a lay order proud of its conservatism. The Joyce 
children attended this school for a short time in 1893, but in later 
years James never referred to this break in his Jesuit education. Evi
dently James and his father felt that the schooling of the Christian 
Brothers (which was "principally but not exclusively for the sons of 
the poor and of the working class") was inferior to that of the Jesuits, 
both socially and intellectually. In A Portrait of the Artist Mr. Dedalus 
remarks: "Christian Brothers be damned! ... Is it with Paddy Stink 
and Mickey Mud? No, let him stick to the jesuits .... Those are the 
fellows that can get you a position." 

29.12 "The Abbot, by Walter Scott"-a prose romance concerning Mary 
Queen of Scots, published in 1820. 

29.12 "The Devout Communicant"-The Devout Communicant: or Pious 
Meditations and Aspirations for the Three Days Before and Three Days 
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After Receiving the Holy Eucharist (1813), a straightforward religious 
tract written by a Franciscan friar, Pacificus Baker. 

29.13 "The Memoirs of Vidocq"- Francois Eugene Vidocq (1775-1857), a 
French detective, was imprisoned early in life and spent some time 
in the company of criminals, making a study of their methods. In 1809 
he offered his services to the Paris police, and subsequently became 
chief of detectives. He retired in 1827, but in 1832 he returned to the 
police service and sought to re·establish his reputation by arranging 
and then "discovering" a theft. He was dismissed from the service, 
and after an abortive career as a private detective he died in great 
poverty. It is doubtful if Vidocq had a hand in writing the Memoirs. 

For further information on these books and their relevance to 
"Araby," see Harry Stone, " 'Araby' and the Writings of James Joyce," 
p. 304 of this collection. 

30.9 "the rough tribes from the cottages" -children from the poorer 
houses. 

31.7 "a come·all·you" -any popular song beginning "Come all you Irish· 
men ... " 

31.8 "O'Donovan Rossa"-Jeremiah O'Donovan (1831-1915), known as 
"Dynamite Rossa," an Irish nationalist who was imprisoned in 1865 
for his revolutionary activities. He was banished to the United States 
in 1870, but returned to Ireland in the early 1890s and remained there 
until1900. 

31.10 "chalice"-see note on "The Sisters," 14.28. 
31.32 "Araby"-a bazaar held in Dublin on May 14-19, 1894. Described 

as a "Grand Oriental Fete," the bazaar probably took its name from 
the popular song "I'll Sing Thee Songs of Araby": 

I'll sing thee songs of Araby, 
And tales of far Cashmere, 
Wild tales to cheat thee of a sigh, 
Or charm thee to a tear; 
And dreams of delight shall on thee break, 
And rainbow visions rise, 
And all my soul shall strive to wake 
Sweet wonder in thine eyes. 

32.3 "a retreat" -a period of withdrawal from the world devoted to prayer 
and meditation. 

32.21 "Freemason affair"-the Masonic Order was thought to be an en· 
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emy of the Catholic Church. The boy's aunt evidently associates the 
exotic bazaar with the secret rites of Freemasonry. 

34.9 "The Arab's Farewell to his Steed" -a sentimental poem by Caroline 
Norton (1808-1877), also called "The Arab's Fan;well to His Horse." 
The speaker imagines his desolation after selling his favorite steed, 
and in the last stanza he awakes from the "fevered dream" and flings 
back "their gold." The following are the first and last stanzas of one 
version of the poem: 

My beautiful! my beautiful! 
That standest meekly by 

With thy proudly arched and glossy neck, 
And dark and fiery eye; 

Fret not to roam the desert now, 
With all thy winged speed-

I may not mount on thee again
Thou'rt sold, my Arab steed! 

Fret not with that impatient hoof
Snuff not the breezy wind-

The further that thou ftiest now, 
So far am I behind; 

The stranger hath thy bridle rein
Thy master hath his gold

Fleet-limbed and beautiful! farewell!
Thou'rt sold, my steed-thou'rt sold! 

When last I saw thee drink!-awayl 
The fevered dream is o'er-

I could not live a day, and know 
That we should meet no morel 

They tempted me, my beautiful! 
For hunger's power is strong

They tempted me, my beautiful! 
But I have loved too long. 

Who said that I had given thee up?
Who said that thou wert sold? 

'Tis false,-'tis false, my Arab steed! 
I fling them back their gold! 

Thus, thus, I leap upon thy back, 
And scour the distant plains; 
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Away! who overtakes us now, 
Shall claim thee for his pains. 

Notes to the Stories 

34.12 "florin" -a two·shilling piece. 
34.34 "Cafe Chantant" -a cafe providing musical entertainment. 
35.8-13 This brief exchange resembles the dramatic epiphanies recorded 

by Joyce (see pp. 247-250 of this collection). 

"EVELINE" 

Second in the order of composition, "Eveline" was first published in The 
Irish Homestead (September 10, 1904). 
36.9 "a man from Belfast" -an outsider, a Protestant from the north of 

Ireland. 
36.17 "to keep nix" -to serve as a lookout. 
37.13 "the promises made to Blessed Margaret Mary Alacoque"-Bom in 

1647 at Janots, in Burgundy (France), Saint Margaret-Mary Alacoque 
made a vow of chastity at the age of four, although she later admitted 
that at this age she did not understand what either a vow or chastity 
was. At the age of eight her father died and she was sent to a convent 
school, where her piety so impr~ssed the nuns that she was allowed 
to make her first Communion one year later. From ages eleven to 
fifteen she suffered from rheumatism and paralysis. She also inflicted 
bizarre punishments upon herself, once carving the name "Jesus" on 
her breast with a penknife. 

On December 27, 1673, her devotion and mortifications were re
warded by the first of her great revelations; it was as though the Lord 
took her heart and put it within His own, returning it burning with 
divine love into her breast. For eighteen months the Lord continued 
to appear to her, directing that she establish certain acts of reparation, 
but when she earned the mat~r to her superior she was severely 
rebuffed. She fell gravely ill, but the Lord fulfilled His promise of an 
understanding director and sent the Blessed Claude de la Colombiere 
to the convent, who immediately recognized the genuineness of Saint 
Margaret-Mary's experiences. Finally, in November 1677, the young 
nun obeyed the Lord's command and knelt before her sisters, telling 
them in the name of Christ that she was appointed to be the victim 
of their failings. 

After a subsequent life of great trials and sickness, Saint Margaret
Mary died in October 1690. She was beatified in 1864 and canonized 
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by Pope Benedict XV in 1920. Saint Margaret· Mary was instrumental 
in establishing the Devotion to the Sacred Heart of Jesus. (For further 
details see Butler's Lives of the Saints.) 

39.3 "The Bohemian Girl" -an opera with music by the Irish composer 
Michael William Balfe, libretto by Alfred Bunn, first produced in 1843. 
The scene is laid in Austria, and the romantic plot-based on a tale 
by Cervantes-involves kidnapping and hidden identities. Arline, the 
Bohemian girl, is stolen by Gypsies at the age of six and lives with 
them for twelve years, tended by Thaddeus, an exiled Polish noble
man who has fallen deeply in love with her. Although Arline does not 
know the secret of her high birth she is vaguely aware that she is not 
of the Gypsy race, and she tells Thaddeus of her dreamlike memories 
in the famous song "I Dreamt that I Dwelt in Marble Halls." Thad
deus, not wishing to lose Arline, does not reveal her origins, but she 
is ultimately recognized by her father the count and restored to him. 
She remains true to her lover, and Thaddeus finally claims her hand 
by proving himself to be of noble birth. 

39.6 "the lass that loves a sailor" -a song by Charles Dibdin (1745-1814), 
English dramatist and songwriter. 

The moon on the ocean was dimmed by a ripple, 
Affording a chequered delight, 
The gay jolly tars passed the word for the tipple 
And the toast, for 'twas Saturday night. 
Some sweetheart or wife, he loved as his life, 
Each drank, and wished he could hail her, 
But the standing toast that pleased the most, 
Was the wind that blows, the ship that goes, 
And the lass that loves a sailor. 

Some drank our Queen, and some our land
Our glorious land of freedom! 
Some, that our tars might never stand, 
For heroes brave to lead 'em! 
That beauty in distress might find, 
Such friends as ne'er would fail her, 
But the standing toast that pleased the most, 
Was the wind that blows, the ship that goes, 
And the lass that loves a sailor. 
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39.ll "the Allan Line"-a steamship line serving England and North 
America. 

39.30 "the Hill of Howth" -located nine miles northeast of Dublin, the 
hill dominates Dublin Bay. 

40.8 "sixpence" -an exorbitant tip. 
40.16 "-Derevaun Seraun! Derevaun Seraun!"-although it appears to 

be Gaelic, this mysterious exclamation has never been satisfactorily 
explained. Joyce may have intended it as delirious gibberish. 

"AFfER THE RACE" 

Third in the order of composition, "After the Race" was first published 
in The Irish Homestead (December 17, 1904). Early in April 1903 Joyce, 
who was then in Paris, interviewed the French racing-car driver Henri 
Fournier, and he obviously had this experience in mind when writing 
"After the Race" (Joyce's "Interview with the French Champion" was 
published in the Irish Times, April 7, 1903: for the text see Ellsworth Ma
son and Richard EHmann, eds., The Critical Writings of James Joyce [New 
York: The Viking Press, 1959], pp. 106-108). As Dubliners took shape Joyce 
became increasingly dissatisfied with the form of this early story: in August 
1906 he told his brother Stanislaus that he would like to "rewrite" it, and 
in November 1906 he referred to "After the Race" and "A Painful Case" 
as "the two worst stories" (Letters, II, 151, 189). 
43.15 "an advanced Nationalist" -an enthusiastic supporter of Parnell and 

Home Rule for Ireland. 
43.19 "police contracts" -contracts to provision the jails, usually at a set 

amount per head. These contracts could be immensely lucrative. 
43.23 "Dublin University" -i.e., Trinity College, the ancient and presti

gious university which was predominantly Protestant and maintained 
close ties with the English universities. The alternative titles of "Trin
ity College" and "Dublin University" are explained by the fact that 
the university consists of only one college, that of "the Holy and Un
divided Trinity." 

45.15 "the Bank"-the Bank of Ireland, located at the intersection of 
Dame and Grafton streets in the center of Dublin. 

47.17 "Cadet Roussel"-a French drinking song with topical (and often 
improvised) verses, first made popular in 1792. The refrain runs: "Ah! 
ah! mais vraiment, Cadet Rousselle est bon enfant." 

47.19 "-Hoi Ho! Hohe, vraiment!" -a variation on the refrain of "Cadet 
Rousselle." 
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48.15 "The Belle of Newport" -Newport, Rhode Island, was a rendezvous 
for fashionable yachtsmen. 

"TWO GALLANTS" 

"Two Gallants" was written in the winter of 1905-1906, after Joyce had 
submitted to his publisher a symmetrical collection of twelve stories. In 
this original grouping, as Joyce explained to his brother Stanislaus (Letters, 
II, Ill), the first section was devoted to "stories of [his J childhood" ("The 
Sisters"-"An Encounter"-"Araby"); the second to "stories of adoles
cence" ("Eveline" -"After the Race" -"The Boarding House"); the third 
to "stories of mature life" ("Counterparts"-"Clay"-"A Painful Case"); 
while the last three tales ("Ivy Day in the Committee Room"-"A 
Mother"-"Grace") were "stories of public life in Dublin." "Two Gal
lants" was inserted between "~fter the Race" and "The Boarding House" 
as an additional story of adolescent life. In May of 1906 Joyce remarked 
to his publisher: "It is one of the most important stories in the book. I 
would rather sacrifice five of the other stories (which I could name) than 
this one. It is the story (after Ivy Day in the Committee-Room) which 
pleases me most" (Letters, I, 62). 

"Two Gallants" is a tale of the Dublin streets-Joyce once referred 
to it as an "Irish landscape" (Letters, II, 166)-and the geography of the 
story is rendered with scrupulous realism. Lenehan's route through Dublin 
can be traced on a map, where he describes an aimless circle (like the 
"mild warm air" which "circulates" in the story's opening sentence). 
50.10 "That takes the biscuit!" -equivalent to "That takes the cake!" Ev-

idently this was a characteristic phrase of Lenehan's real-life proto
type, since Lenehan uses it again when he appears in Ulysses. 

50.27 "racing tissues" -tip sheets or racing forms. 
50.31 "tart" -a woman of loose morals, a prostitute. 
50.33 "slavey" -a maid-of-ali-work; the most menial of domestic servants. 
5l.ll "Pim's" -a large Quaker dry-goods store in Dublin. The implication 

is that Corley was employed in a reputable establishment. 
51.11 "hairy" -cautious. 
52.2 "aspirated the first letter of his name after the manner of 

Florentines" -that is, he pronounced his name as if it were spelled 
"Horley.'' This affectation may suggest an ironic contrast between 
Corley's "gallantry" toward the servant girl and Dante's "gallantry" 
toward Beatrice. 

52.17 "a gay Lothario" -a lady-killer or libertine. The phrase is applied to 
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Lothario, the seducer in Nicholas Rowe's play The Fair Penitent 
(1703). 

53.8 "on the turf' -become a prostitute. 
54.7 "the club" -the Kildare Street Club, an exclusive Anglo-Irish social 

club. 
54.11 "harp" -a traditional emblem of Ireland's glorious past. 
54.14 "Silent, 0 Moyle" -the melody played on the harp is that of "The 

Song of Fionnuala" in Thomas Moore's Irish Melodies. 

Silent, 0 Moyle! be the roar of thy water, 
Break not, ye breezes, your chain of repose, 

While, murmuring mournfully, Lir's lonely daughter 
Tells to the night-star her tale of woes. 

When shall the swan, her death-note singing, 
Sleep with wings in darkness furled? 

When will heaven, its sweet bell ringing, 
Call my spirit from this stormy world? 

Sadly, 0 Moyle, to thy winter-wave weeping, 
Fate bids me languish long ages away; 

Yet still in her darkness doth Erin lie sleeping, 
Still doth the pure light its dawning delay. 

When will that day-star, mildly springing, 
Warm our -isle with peace and love? 

When will heaven, its sweet bell ringing, 
Call my spirit to the fields above? 

In his Irish Melodies Moore provides this note on the song: "Fion
nuala, the daughter of Lir [the sea in Irish legend], was by some 
supernatural power transformed into a swan, and condemned to 
wander, for many hundred years, over certain lakes and rivers in 
Ireland, till the coming of Christianity; when the first sound of 
the mass bell was to be the signal of her release." Joyce was well 
acquainted with this legend. When his son, Giorgio, was singing 
in New York in 1934 and 1935 Joyce sent him this note on "Silent, 
0 Moyle": "Moyle is that part of the Irish Sea which is now 
called St George's Channel. The three daughters of Lir (the Celtic 
Neptune and the original of Shakespeare's King Lear) were 
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changed into swans and must fly over those leaden waters for cen
turies until the sound of the first Christian bell in Ireland breaks 
the spell" (Letters, III, 341). The song was clearly one of Joyce's 
favorites. In February of 1935 he wrote to Giorgio: "Silent, 0 
Moyle. Of course I know it, IT. You must have heard me sing it 
often .... It goes very well with a harp accompaniment" (Letters, 
III, 348). 
57.11 "curates" -bartenders in Dublin slang. The term properly 
refers to ecclesiastics who have charge of a body of laymen. Unlike 
the owner of the public house, the "curate" would not be ex
pected to mingle socially with the customers. 
58.12 "a little of the ready" -ready cash. 
60.30 "a small gold coin" -presumably a sovereign, a twenty-shil
ling gold piece. This was a considerable sum; in "Eveline" the 
heroine's weekly income is seven shillings. 

"THE BOARDING HOUSE" 

Fifth in the order of composition, "The Boarding House" is dated in man
uscript July l, 1905. In a letter to his brother Stanislaus, July 19, 1905, 
Joyce referred to the "frigidities" of "The Boarding House" and "Coun
terparts" (Letters, II, 98). 
61.7 "take the pledge"-swear to give up drinking. 
61.15 "a sheriffs man"-a process-server. 
62.10 "The Madam" -a term often used for the proprietress of a house of 

prostitution. 
62.25 "vamped" -improvised. 
63.2 "com-factor's office" -a cornfactor is a dealer in corn or grain. 
64.23 "short twelve" -the noon mass, shortest of the day. 
64.32 "reparation" -used both in the economic sense (compensation for 

an unjust loss) and the theological sense {the amends man must make 
for the insults given to God by sin; especially, the duty to repay God 
for the reparation of man's loss made through the suffering of Jesus 
Christ). 

65.15 "sit"-situation, employment. 
65.17 "screw" -wages. 
65.17 "a bit of stuff'-money. 
65.20 "the pier-glass" -a full-length mirror, usually attached to the wall. 
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66.11 "Reynolds's Newspctper" -founded in 1850, Reynolds Weekly News
paper was "a fourpenny record of social and political scandals." Radical 
in politics, it was "a formidable spokesman of the most irreconcilable 
portions of the community." 

68.6 "Bass" -a brand of ale. 
68.9 "the return-room" -a room for the filling or exchanging of bottles. 

"A LITTLE CLOUD" 

Written in the first half of 1906, "A Little Cloud" was fourteenth in the 
order of composition. Joyce was fond of the story, and in October 1906 
he declared that "a page of A Little Cloud gives me more pleasure than 
all my verses" (Letters, II, 182). The title is drawn from 1 Kings 18:44. 
Ahab and the people of Israel had turned against Jehovah, worshiping their 
strange gods, and Elijah had prophesied that there should be no dew or 
rain except according to his word. At last after two years Elijah confronted 
Ahab, defeated the prophets of Baal, and the people returned to the Lord. 
The long drought was broken, and as a first sign of the coming rains 
Elijah's servant reported that "there ariseth a little cloud out of the sea, 
like a man's hand." 
70.1 "the North Wall"-the quay used by passenger ships departing from 

Dublin. 
70.2 "Gallaher" -Ignatius Gallaher's career is discussed in the "Aeolus" 

episode of Ulysses. Joyce based his character on the well-known Dub
lin figure Fred Gallaher, who worked for both Irish and English news
papers (see Richard Ellmann, James Joyce, pp. 46-47n.). 

71.1 "the King's Inns" -a residence for lawyers, similar to London's Inns 
'of Court. · 

72.11 "like alarmed Atalantas" -Atalanta, the beautiful huntress of Greek 
mythology, was noted for her grace and agility. 

73.3 "Half time" -slow down, reduce the tempo. 
74.4 "the Celtic school" -a term applied to those Irish poets of the 1890s 

and later, such as W. B. Yeats and AE, who drew their subjects from 
Irish legend and sought to revitalize the Irish past. Their poems were 
marked by a dreamlike quality and were often melancholy in tone. 
The notices imagined by Little Chandler (74.7-9) could well have 
come from contemporary reviews of "the Celtic school." 

74.30 "Lithia" -a bottled mineral water. 
75.7 "orange tie" -Orangemen (named after William of Orange) were the 
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defenders of Anglo-Irish Protestantism. The color implies that Gal
laher owes his allegiance to England. 

75.32 "a good sit" -a good position or situation. 
75.33 "the Land Commission" -an important bureaucratic organization 

which "managed the transfer of farm lands from landlords to tenants. 
Until the land reforms of the late nineteenth century Ireland had been 
dominated by a few great landowners who had almost feudal power 
over their tenants. The Land Purchase Bills, 1891, 1896, and 1903, 
provided for the tenants' purchase of their farms from the landlords 
through the backing of British credit. The amounts of money involved 
(together with bonuses paid after 1903 to encourage landlords to sell) 
made the Commission a notorious porkbarrel" (Don Gifford, Notes 
for Joyce [New York: E. P. Dutton & Co., 1967], p. 50). 

77.21 "cocottes" -French for prostitutes. 
78.10 "a rum world" -a strange or queer world. 
80.3 "parole d'honneur" -word of honor. 
80.8 "a.p." -appointment. 
80.11 "deoc an doruis" -Gaelic for a farewell drink. Literally, "the drink 

of the door." 
83.20 "on the hire system" -on the installment plan. 
83.31-34 "Hushed are the winds .. . "-the first stanza of Byron's poem 

"On the Death of a Young Lady." This poem, which opens Hours of 
Idleness, stands first in most editions of Byron's poetry. 

84.12-13 "Within this narrow cell . .. "-Little Chandler breaks off in the 
middle of the second stanza. The remainder of the poem follows: 

Within this narrow cell reclines her clay, 
That clay, where once such animation beam'd; 

The King of Terrors seized her as his prey, 
Not worth nor beauty have her life redeem' d. 

Oh! could that King of Terrors pity feel, 
Or Heaven reverse the dread decrees of fate, 

Not here the mourner would his grief reveal, 
Not here the muse her virtues would relate. 

But wherefore weep? Her matchless spirit soars 
Beyond where splendid shines the orb of day; 

And weeping angels lead her to those bowers 
Where endless pleasures virtue's deeds repay. 

And shall presumptuous mortals Heaven arraign, 
And, madly, godlike Providence accuse? 
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Ah! no, far fly from me attempts so vain;
I'Il ne'er submission to my God refuse. 

Yet is remembrance of those virtues dear, 
Yet fresh the memory of that beauteous face; 

Still they call forth my warm affection's tear, 
Still in my heart retain their wonted place. 

85.17 "Lambabaun!"-"lamb·child." 
85.18 "lamb of the world!" -in Scripture and liturgy Christ is often re

ferred to as the Lamb of God. 

"COUNTERPARTS" 

The sixth in the order of composition, "Counterparts" was written almost 
simultaneously with "The Boarding House" and finished by July 12, 1905. 
Joyce's attitude toward Farrington was not entirely unsympathetic. In No
vember 1906 he wrote to his brother Stanislaus: "I am no friend of tyr
anny, as you know, but if many husbands are brutal the atmosphere in 
which they live (vide Counterparts) is brutal and few wives and homes can 
satisfy the desire for happiness" (Letters, II, 192). 
86.2 "the tube" -a speaking tube for interoffice communication. 
86.2 "North of Ireland accent" -the conflict in "Counterparts" reflects 

the tension between the Protestant, English-oriented North of Ireland 
and the .Catholic South, as well as the tension between England and 
Ireland. 

88.30 "the dark snug of O'Neill's shop" -a small room in the public house 
kept by Patrick O'Neill in Henry Street. Throughout "Counterparts" 
Joyce uses the actual names of Dublin pubs. 

88.34 "a g. p." -a glass of porter, i.e., a glass of dark brown beer. 
89.1 "curate" -bartender. See "Two Gallants," 57.11. 
89.2 "caraway seed" -to sweeten the breath. 
91.13 "manikin" -used contemptuously of a little man. 
92.33 "dart" -a plan or scheme. 
93.3 "A crown!" -five shillings. 
93.28 "the liberal shepherds in the eclogues" -in Hamlet IV. vii the Queen 

refers to "liberal [i.e., gross or free-spoken] shepherds." Joyce may be 
alluding to Virgil's Eclogues in this particular passage, but it is more 
likely that he has in mind the bumptious humor of,some Renaissance 
pastorals. 
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94.3 "my nabs" -variant of "nob" or "nibs": a gentleman or person of 
note. 

94.14 "the Ballast Office" -administrative headquarters of Dublin harbor. 
94.20 "the Tivoli" -a Dublin theater. 
94.22 "a small Irish and Apollinaris" -a short drink of Irish whisky with 

Apollinaris water (a sparkling mineral water). 
95.3 "small hot specials" -hot toddies, whisky mixed with hot water and 

sugar. 
96.25 "gab" -beak, snout. 
96.28 "Pony up" -pay up. 
96.29 "smahan" -a sip. 
97.26 "the chapel" -the phrase "at the chapel" refers to attendance at 

evening devotions. 
98.23 "Hail Mary"-the Angelic Salutation (cf. Luke 1:58). A devotional 

recitation which begins "Hail Mary, full of grace, the Lord is with 
thee." 

"CL"-Y" 

The fourth story in the order of composition, "Clay" seems to have cost 
Joyce more pains than most. In November of 1904 he began a story, 
"Christmas Eve," which he abandoned half finished, apparently because 
the idea for another, "Hallow Eve," had superseded it. (The manuscript 
of "Christmas Eve" was published in The James Joyce Miscellany, Third 
Series [Carbondale, Ill.: Southern Illinois University Press], 1962.) "Hallow 
Eve" was completed and sent to Stanislaus Joyce in January 1905 for pos· 
sible publication in The Irish Homestead. James Joyce may have done some 
revision on the story at this point. It was much in his mind and mentioned 
frequently in his correspondence during the next few months. By Septem
ber 1905 the title had been changed to "The Clay." In November of 1906 
Joyce was working on the story again, adding the name of the laundry 
where Maria is employed. 
99.6 "barmbracks" -speckled cakes or buns containing currants, usually 

sold only at Hallowe'en (see note on 101.9). 
99.16 "peace-maker" -see Matthew 5:9. "Blessed are the peacemakers: for 

they shall be called the children of God." 
99.17 "Board ladies" -members of the governing board of the Dublin by 

Lamplight laundry. See note on 100.23. 
100.1 "the dummy" -the deafmute. 
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100.8 "A Present from Belfast"-Belfast, a large city on the northeast coast 
of Ireland, was a stronghold of Protestantism. 

100.11 "Whit-Monday"-Whit Sunday is the seventh Sunday after Easter, 
observed in commemoration of the day of Pentecost. The following 
Monday is a traditional holiday. 

100.23 "Dublin by Lamplight laundry" -in November 1906 Joyce wrote 
to his brother Stanislaus: "The meaning of Dublin by Lamplight Laun
dry? That is the name of the laundry at Ballsbridge, of which the story 
treats. It is run by a society of Protestant spinsters, widows, and child
less women-I expect-as a Magdalen's home. The phrase Dublin by 
Lamplight means that Dublin by lamplight is a wicked place full of 
wicked and lost women whom a kindly committee gathers together 
for the good work of washing my dirty shirts. I like the phrase because 
'it is a gentle way of putting it'" (Letters, II, 192). 

100.31 "the tracts on the walls" -Protestant religious tracts. 
101.9 "to get the ring" -like an English Christmas pudding, the All Hallow 

Eve cake contains a ring. Whoever gets the ring is supposed to be the 
first to be married. 

101.10 "Hallow Eves"-All Hallow Eve (Hallowe'en) is October 31, the 
eve of All Saints' Day. It is traditionally a time of superstition and 
horseplay. In the Old Celtic calendar the year began on November 1, 
so that the last evening of October was the night of all the witches, 
which the Church transformed into the Eve of All Saints. "Hallow 
Eve" was Joyce's intermediate title for the story. 

101.17 "porter"-dark brown beer. 
101.25 "a mass morning" -Maria would attend mass on All Saints' Day. 
102.28 "-Two-and-four" -two shillings and fourpence, a considerable 

sum for Maria. 
103.13 "a drop taken"-too much to drink. 
105.1 "saucers" -part of a game of divination. The saucers contain various 

things (prayer-book, ring, water, clay) which are supposed to suggest 
a person's fate. 

105.13 "a soft wet substance"-the clay. 
106.2 "I Dreamt that I Dwelt" -the famous song from Act II of Michael 

William Balfe's The Bohemian Girl. See note on "Eveline," 39.3. 
106.12 "her mistake"-Maria sings the first verse twice, omitting the more 

poignant second verse. The second verse reads: 

I dreamt that suitors besought my hand, 
That knights upon bended knee, 
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And with vows no maiden heart could withstand, 
That they pledged their faith to me. 

And I dreamt that one of this noble host 
Came forth my hand to claim; 

Yet I also dreamt, which charmed me most, 
That you lov' d me still the same. 
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106.14 "poor old Balfe" -Michael William Balfe (1808-1870), the Dublin
born composer of the song. 

"A PAINFUL CASE" 

The seventh story in the order of composition, "A Painful Case" (originally 
entitled "A Painful Incident") was first written in July 1905. Joyce seems 
never to have been satisfied with the story, and there are several references 
in the letters to possible changes or revisions. See the facsimiles on pp. 
230-31 for examples of the revisions. 

Stanislaus Joyce claimed that "A Painful Case" was based on his own 
brief and abortive relationship with an older woman, whom he first sighted 
at a concert. "Out of this unpromising material, which he found in my 
diary, my brother made the story of 'A Painful Case,' which he wrote 
much later in Trieste when the turbid life of Dublin was beginning to 
settle and clarify in his mind. He gave the woman in it, Emily Sinico, a 
Triestine name. Giuseppe Sinico was the composer of the 'Inno di San 
Giusto,' the patron saint of Trieste. Mr. Duffy is the type of the male 
celibate, as Maria in 'Clay' is of the female celibate, but he is also intended 
to be a portrait of what my brother imagined I should become in middle 
age. The portraiture has 'the grim Dutch touch' he spoke of. He has used 
many characteristics of mine in composing Mr. Duffy, such as intolerance 
of drunkenness, hostility to socialism, and the habit of noting short sen
tences on a sheaf of loose pages pinned together. The title Jim suggested 
for this distillation of tabloid wisdom was Bile Beans [see 108.9]. Two of 
them are included in the story: 'Every bond is a bond to sorrow,' and 'Love 
between man and man is impossible because there must not be sexual 
intercourse, and friendship between a man and a woman is impossible 
because there must be sexual intercourse,' both of which, for some vague 
reason, were added after the chance encounter [between Stanislaus and 
the older woman] at the concert. Jim had also lent Mr. Duffy some traits 
of his own, the interest in Nietzsche and. the translation of Michael Kra-
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mer, in order to raise his intellectual standard" (My Brother's Keeper [New 
York: The Viking Press, 1958], pp. 159-60). 
107.1 "Chapelizod" -a western suburb of Dublin, associated by legend 

with the tragic love story of Tristan and Isolde. Chapelizod is the 
home of the Earwicker family in Finnegans Wake. 

108.1 "the Maynooth Catechism" -the standard catechism for Ireland, or
dered by the National Synod of Maynooth. Saint Patrick's College, 
the chief seminary in Ireland, is located at Maynooth, a few miles 
from Dublin. 

108.4 "Hauptmann's Michael Kramer" -Gerhart Hauptmann, the 
German dramatist and novelist (1862-1946), published his play Mi
chael Kramer in 1900. Joyce admired the play and translated it during 
the summer of 1901. The similarities between Mr. Duffy and Haupt
mann's hero are striking. Both Duffy and Kramer are isolated figures, 
holding themselves aloof from the public. Both feel that the artist 
must be a "true hermit." And both are incapable of love: Kramer 
cannot communicate with his son (who finally commits suicide), just 
as Duffy cannot communicate with Mrs. Sinico. For further details 
on the parallels between the two works, see Marvin Magalaner, Time 
of Apprenticeship: The Fiction of Young James Joyce (New York: Ab
elard-Schuman, 1959), pp, 40-45. 

108.9 "Bile Beans" -a patent medicine, pills to alleviate a bilious 
condition. 

108.16 "saturnine" -sluggish, cold, and gloomy in temperament: origi
nally, born under the influence of the watery planet Saturn. 

109.18 "the Rotunda" -a theater and concert hall. 
110.3 3 "Irish Socialist Party" -a small and ineffectual movement at the 

turn of the century. 
112.15 "Nietzsche: Thus Spake Zarathustra and The Gay Science"-these 

two works, first published in the early 1880s, embody Friedrich Nietz
sche's "master morality," which opposed Christian principles and cel
ebrated the "superman" who is independent of conventional social 
and political values. Their presence on Mr. Duffy's shelves marks him 
as a conscious "radical" and free-thinker. The Nietzschean "super
man" has no need for society or the love of women; he respects only 
the self-sufficient and the powerful. 

In criticizing Mr. Duffy's Ni~tzschean attitudes Joyce was indulg
ing in a measure of self-criticism. He had discovered and read Nietz· 
sche during his own youthful rebellion, and a postcard of July 1904 is 
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mockingly signed "James Overman" (Nietzsche's Ubermensch, or 
superman-see Letters, I, 56). 

113.9 "the buff Mail"- "a Tory newspaper which 'opposed every national 
movement'" (Magalaner, Time of Apprenticeship, p. 161). Presumably 
the cover sheet was light yellow in color. 

113.18 "Secreto" -Latin, "in secret": a "Secret Prayer" is said silently by 
the priest celebrating Mass immediately before the Preface. 

115.7 "a league"-a temperance organization opposed to the sale and use 
of spirits. 

116.19 "the Herald"-The Evening Herald, a Dublin newspaper. 

"IVY DAY IN THE COMMITTEE ROOM" 

Eighth in the order of composition, this story was completed in all essen
tials by August 29, 1905. In May 1906, before he had written "The Dead," 
Joyce spoke of "Ivy Day in the Committee Room" as the story that had 
pleased him most (Letters, I, 62). Of all the stories in Dubliners, "Ivy Day" 
is most dependent upon a knowledge of Irish politics at the turn of the 
century. The shade of Charles Stewart Parnell presides over the entire 
tale. 

Charles Stewart Parnell (1846-1891), although born into a Protestant 
family of English origin, was to be hailed as the "Uncrowned King of 
Ireland." He was elected to Parliament in 1875, and i:wo years later he 
became the leader of those among the Home Rule movement who were 
convinced that "obstructionism," rather than compromise, was the best 
tactic to use against the English. When the general election of 1880 re
turned Gladstone and the Liberals to power, Parnell took over leadership 
of the Irish party in Parliament; he adopted a deliberate policy of refusing 
alliances with either English party, thereby holding the balance of power. 
In 1882 the English chief secretary for Ireland and his aide were assassi
nated in Phoenix Park, and subsequently attempts were made to implicate 
Parnell in the assassination; but by 1889 these attempts had failed and 
Parnell was firmly established as a national hero. 

However, at the moment of Parnell's greatest triumph a scandal broke 
which was to bring about his tragic fall. He was accused of adultery in the 
divorce suit of Captain William O'Shea, one of his political followers (Mrs. 
O'Shea had been Parnell's mistress for some time). At first it appeared 
that Parnell might weather even this scandal, but a coalition of political 
enemies and fanatical Catholics ousted him from the leadership of the 
Irish Parliamentary Party, and the rural population of Ireland turned 
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against their former hero with savage hatred. Even Parnell's lieutenant 
Tim Reidy, who had vowed never to abandon his leader, went over to the 
opposition. After a year of campaigning against his enemies Parnell died 
on October 6, 1891. 

Joyce's father reacted bitterly to the "betrayal" of Parnell, and the 
nine-year-old James was so affected that he wrote a poem called "Et Tu, 
Healy." His delighted father had the poem printed and distributed copies 
to his friends. None of these has survived, but we know from Joyce's 
brother Stanislaus that at the end of the poem "the dead Chief is likened 
to an eagle, looking down on the grovelling mass of Irish politicians from 

His quaint-perched aerie on the crags of Time 
Where the rude din of this ... century 
Can trouble him no more." 

The young Joyce's sympathetic identification with Parnell had a pro· 
found effect on his developing personality. The arrogance and pride of 
the hero, the fear of betrayal, and the hypocrisy of the rabble, these were 
to become leading themes in Joyce's life and art (see the famous Christmas 
dinner scene in Chapter I of A Portrait of the Artist). The fall of Parnell 
was Joyce's first intimation that Ireland could be "the old sow that eats 
her farrow." As he matured, the pattern of Parnell's life seemed a fore
shadowing of his own career. In the bitter broadside "Gas from a Burner" 
(1912), which was occasioned by his frustrations in finding a publisher for 
Dubliners, Joyce linked his own fate with Parnell's: 

But I owe a duty to Ireland: 
I hold her honour in my hand, 
This lovely land that always sent 
Her writers and artists to banishment 
And in a spirit of Irish fun 
Betrayed her own leaders, one by one. 
'Twas Irish humour, wet and dry, 
Flung quicklime into Parnell's eye .... 

And in the same year as "Gas from a Burner" Joyce wrote an article for 
a Trieste newspaper called "The Shade of Parnell," which ends with this 
bitter passage: 
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The ghost of the 'uncrowned king' will weigh on the hearts of 
those who remember him ... but it will not be a vindictive ghost. 
The melancholy which invaded his mind was perhaps the pro· 
found conviction that, in his hour of need, one of the disciples 
who dipped his hand in the same bowl with him would betray 
him. That he fought to the very end with this desolate certainty 
in mind is his greatest claim to nobility. 

In his final desperate appeal to his countrymen, he begged 
them not to throw him as a sop to the English wolves howling 
around them. It redounds to their honour that they did not fail 
this appeal. They did not throw him to the English wolves; they 
tore him to pieces themselves. [The Critical Writings of James 
Joyce, ed. Ellsworth Mason and Richard Ellmann (New York: The 
Viking Press, 1959), pp. 228, 243] 
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After the death of Parnell it became a custom for his followers to wear 
a sprig of ivy on October 6, in memory of their dead leader. 
119.10 "MUNICIPAL ELECTIONS/ROYAL EXCHANGE WARD"-the 

Royal Exchange Ward is an actual political ward near the center of 
Dublin. Those in the Committee Room have been canvassing voters 
for the coming municipal elections. 

119.12 "P.L.G:" -Poor Law Guardian, an elected administrator of the 
Poor Law Act in charge of the local relief rolls. 

119.23 "a leaf of dark glossy ivy" -in memory of Parnell. 
119.29 "the Christian Brothers" -see note on "Araby," 29.2. 
120.4 "cocks him up" -gives him false and inflated ideas. 
120.20 "Freemasons' meeting"-see note on "Araby," 32.21. 
121.14 "tinker" -tinkers had a reputation for being shiftless and 

unreliable. 
121.19 "the Corporation"-the political organization governing the city. 
121.21 "shoneens" -used contemptuously of would-be gentlemen, imita· 

tors of English fashions. 
121.21 "with a handle to his name" -with a title. 
121.25 "hunker-sliding" -laziness. 
121.34 "a German monarch"-Edward VII, King of England (1901-1910), 

related through his parents to the German royal family. 
122.2 "an address of welcome to Edward Rex"-Edward VII visited Ire· 

land in July 1903, "and though the Dublin corporation refused to vote 
a loyal address the reception was generally cordial." 
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122.6 "the Nationalist ticket" -Irish Parliamentary Party, which opposed 
English rule. 

122.10 "spondulics" -money. 
122.18 "-Musha"-an Irish exclamation of surprise. 
122.30 "serve" -canvass. 
123.26 "the houses" -pubs or alehouses. 
123.27 "moya!" -an ironic exclamation. 
123.34 "stump up"-pay up. 
124.17 "-'Usha" -musha (see note on 122.18). 
124.24 "Do you twig?" -do you understand? 
124.25 "decent skin" -good chap. 
125.5 "hillsiders and fenians" -the Fenians were members of an organi

zation formed to assist revolutionary movements and overthrow the 
English government in Ireland. They took their name from the body 
of warriors said to be the defenders of Ireland in the time of the 
legendary king Finn MacCool. The name "Hillside men" was applied 
to the Fenians. 

125.8 "in the pay of the Castle" -in the pay of the English rulers, who 
used the Castle as their headquarters. 

125.11 "Castle hacks" -see note on 125.8. 
125.12 "there's a certain little nobleman with a cock-eye"-Queen Vic

toria and King Edward VII bestowed so many knighthoods on Dublin 
politicians and professional men that one wit referred to turn-of-the
century Dublin as "The City of Dreadful Knights." 

125.16 "Major Sirr"-Henry Charles Sirr (1764-1841), born in Dublin Cas
tle, succeeded his father as chief of the Dublin police. He worked 
with the English in suppressing the rebellion of 1798, and became in 
the popular mind the type of the Irish turncoat. 

126.6 "Father Keon, speaking in a discreet indulgent velvety voice" -in 
the first draft of "Ivy Day" this sentence continued: "which is not 
often found except with the confessor or the sodomite." 

126.9 "the Black Eagle" -a public house. 
126.33 "how does he knock it out?" -how does he make ends meet? 
127.11 "goster" -noisy and boastful gossip. 
127.16 "Yerra"-a mild oath, "0 God well!" 
127.16 "hop-o' -my-thumb"-used contemptuously of a little man. 
127.28 "Mansion House" -residence of the Lord Mayor of Dublin. 
127.29 "vermin" -pun on ermine. The ceremonial robes of the Lord 

Mayor were trimmed with ermine. 
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128.2 "And how do you like your new master" -a new Lord Mayor was 
elected each year by the Corporation. 

128.10 "Wishat" -exclamation of surprise. 
129.6 "tin pot" -cheap, ineffectual. 
130.13 "Did the cow calve?"-is there something to celebrate? 
131.4-6 "the Conservatives ... the Nationalist candidate"-presumably 

the English-oriented Conservatives, a minority party, had to choose 
between a moderate Nationalist candidate and a more radical candi
date of the United Irish League. 

l3l.l7 "toff' -someone who behaves handsomely, a "regular gentleman." 
131.23 "Poor Law Guardian"-see 119.12. 
132.2 "Didn't Parnell himself ... "-when the Prince of Wales (later Ed

ward VII) visited Ireland in 1885 Parnell opposed an official reception. 
132.8 "The old one never went to see these wild lrish"-in fact Queen 

Victoria made a state visit to Ireland in 1900. 
132.13 "King Edward's life, you know, is not the very ... "-Edward's 

private life while he was Prince of Wales was marked by gossip and 
scandal. 

132.26 "a fit man to lead us?" -in the second manuscript draft Joyce 
inserted the following sentence (never printed) in the margin: "Do 
you think he was a man I'd like the lady who is now Mrs Lyons to 
know?" 

133.15 "the Chief'-a common title for Parnell. 
134.7 "Our Uncrowned King"-the title given to Parnell by his aide Tim 

Healy, who later "betrayed" him. 

"A MOTHER" 

Tenth in the order of composition, "A Mother" was finished by late Sep
tember 1905. 
136.1 "the Eire Abu Society" -a patriotic society, whose Gaelic motto 

means "Ireland to Victory!" 
137.10 "he went to the altar every first Friday" -devotion to the Sacred 

Heart was especially strong in Dublin, and its principal exercise was 
the receiving of the Eucharist on the first Friday of every month . 

. According to one of the promises made to Saint Margaret-Mary Ala
coque (see 37.13), anyone who received the Eucharist on nine con
secutive first Fridays would not face death unprepared. 

137.21 "the Academy"-the Royal Academy of Music. 
137.24 "Skerries ... Howth ... Greystones" -holiday resorts near Dublin. 
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137.25 "the Irish Revival" -the renewed interest in Irish legend and the 
Irish language associated with Nationalist politics in the 1890s. See 
note on "the Celtic school," 74.4. 

137.26 "to take advantage of her daughter's name" -Kathleen·ni-Houli
han, the traditional personification of Ireland, was celebrated by the 
writers of the Irish Revival. She is usually represented as a poor old 
woman who is in reality a queen. Yeats's Countess Cathleen and Cath
leen ni Houlihan popularized the name. 

137.30 "pro-cathedral" -a church used as a substitute for a cathedral. The 
traditional cathedrals of Saint Patrick and·Christ Church were used 
by the Church of Ireland (Protestant). 

137.33 "Nationalist" -the Nationalist party sought Home Rule for Ireland. 
138.6 "the language movement" -the study and rehabilitation of Gaelic 

was one aspect of the patriotic Irish Revival. 
138.10 "the Antient Concert Rooms" -a hall which could be leased for 

the presentation of music or drama. Some of the early plays of the 
Irish literary revival were presented here, including Yeats's Countess 
Cathleen, and the Feis Ceoil in which Joyce competed was held here 
(see note on 142.32). 

138.15 "eight guineas" -eight pounds, eight shillings. 
138.32 "Brown Thomas's" -a shop noted for Irish lace and Irish linen. 
139.1 "two-shilling tickets" -probably the best in the house. 
140.19 "the house was filled with paper"-many in the audience had free 

passes. 
142.23 "the part of the king in the opera of Maritana at the Queen's 

Theatre" -Maritana (music by William Vincent Wallace, libretto by 
Edward Fitzball) was first presented in Dublin in 1846. By Joyce's time 
this sentimental opera was already somewhat dated, although it was 
still popular "in the provinces." 

142.32 "the Feis Ceoil" -an annual music festival begun in 1897. It was 
held in the Antient Concert Rooms in 1904 and Joyce competed, fail
ing to win only because he refused to participate in the sight-reading 
test. He received the bronze medal for third place. Joyce's attitude 
toward the Feis Ceoil was edged with contempt at its parochial nature. 

144.27 "Freeman man"-reporter for the Freeman's Journal, a morning 
newspaper. 

144.27 ~Mr O'Madden Burke"-reappears in Ulysses as a newspaperman. 
144.30 "the Mansion House" -residence of the Lord Mayor of Dublin. 
146.22 "Mrs Pat Campbell" -a popular British actress. 
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147.10 "Killarney" -a sentimental ballad by the Irish composer Michael 
William Balfe, with the refrain: "Beauty's home, Killarney, I Ever fair 
Killarney." 

"GRACE" 

The twelfth in order of composition, this story was called "the last" by 
Joyce, since it completed the original plan of twelve stories in four groups 
of three. He began it in October 1905 and finished it sometime before the 
twelve stories (all but "Two Gallants," "A Little Cloud," and "The Dead") 
were sent to the publisher Grant Richards in December of that year. But 
during his stay in Rome in 1906 he did additional research in the Bibli
oteca Vittorio Emmanuele for the theological parts of the story (see Let
ters, II, 192-93). In his detailed account of the backgrounds to the story 
(My Brother's Keeper [New York: The Viking Press, 1958], pp. 225-228), 
Stanislaus Joyce reports that his brother planned "Grace" with the pattern 
of Dante's Divine Comedy in mind: "Mr. Kernan's fall down the steps of 
the lavatory is his descent into hell, the sickroom is purgatory, and the 
Church in which he and his friends listen to the sermon is paradise at 
last." 
150.9 "curates" -bartenders. See note on "Two Gallants," 57.11. 
153.5 "an outsider"-a two-wheeled horse-drawn vehicle which carries 

four persons, two on each side seated back-to-back. 
153.17 "the Ballast Office" -administrative headquarters of Dublin 

harbor. 
154.5 "the great Blackwhite" -presumably a famous local salesman. 
154.9 "E. C." -mailing district for the commercial section of London. 
154.17 "Royal Irish Constabulary Office" -a prestigious position. 
156.6 "Star of the Sea Church in Sandymount" -an actual church on the 

seacoast near Dublin. As protector of Mariners the Virgin is called the 
Star of the Sea. 

158.5 "the Sacred Heart" -although private worship of Christ's heart is 
of great antiquity in the Church, the specific worship of the Sacred 
Heart resulted from the revelations to Saint Margaret-Mary Alacoque 
(see note on "Eveline," 37.13). Devotion to the Sacred Heart has as 
its object that Heart which is the natural symbol of Christ's love, and 
finds its chief liturgical expressions in the feast of the Sacred Heart 
and in public representations of the Heart by statues and pictures. 
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158.8 "the banshee" -a supernatural being supposed by the peasantry to 
wail beneath the windows of a house where someone has died. 

158.22 "for The Irish Times and for The Freeman's Journal" -both papers 
were noted for their conservative editorial policies. 

159.24 "bona-fide travellers" -on Sundays the public houses were allowed 
to serve drinks to "legitimate" travellers but not to local customers. 

160.32 "bostoons" -variant of "bosthoon": a "weak reed," an awkward or 
spiritless fellow. 

160.33 "Castle official" -the Castle was headquarters for the British offi. 
cials and their Irish associates. 

16l.l0 "omadhauns"-an Irish term of abuse: a fool. 
161.20 "yahoos"-a name invented by Swift in Gulliver's Travels to de

scribe a bestial type of human being. 
162.17 "M' Auley's" -a public house. 
162.34 "make a retreat" -to withdraw from the world for a period of 

prayer and meditation. 
163.2 "wash the pot" -wipe the slate clean. 
163.15 "a four-handed reel" -a lively dance. 
163.27 "General of the Jesuits" -the Society of Jesus, an order established 

in 1540 by Saint Ignatius of Loyola, is organized along military lines. 
The head or "General" of the Order is responsible only to the Pope. 

164.4 "-That's a fact, said Mr Cunningham. That's history"-Mr. Cun
ningham's history is not entirely accurate. Although the Jesuit Order 
may never have been "reformed," it was frequently subject to attacks 
and suppressions, and the character of the Order changed over the 
centuries. 

The long theological discussion which follows Mr. Cunningham's 
remarks on the Jesuits (164-71) is a mixture of legend, half-truths, 
oversimplifications, and downright mistakes. For an illuminating dis
cussion of the uses Joyce makes of this "popular" theology, see Robert 
M. Adams, Surface and Symbol (New York: Oxford University Press, 
1962), pp. 177-81. 

164.27 "Father Purdon" -Purdon Street was located in Dublin's notorious 
red-light district. 

165.6 "-Father Tom Burke"-Thomas Nicholas Burke (1830-1882), the 
son of a Galway baker, studied in Rome and became a Dominican 
friar. He had a great reputation as an orator, and on a speaking tour 
of the United States in 1872 he collected 100,000 pounds sterling for 
American charities. He was a staunch defender of the Irish cause, and 
in his Ireland's Case Stated (1873) he gave a point-by-point refutation 
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of the case made by the historian J. A. Froude in support of English 
occupation. 

165.19 "pit" -the rear part of the main Boor in a theater. 
165.24 "The Prisoner of the Vatican" -Pope Leo XIII deplored the Italian 

seizure of the Pope's temporal powers in 1870, and considered himself 
a prisoner in the Vatican as long as Rome was ruled by the Italian 
government. His predecessor Pius IX was also known as "The Prisoner 
of the Vatican." 

165.27 "Orangeman" -technically a member of a Protestant political so
ciety founded in 1795, but used in general to describe anyone who 
was pro-English and Protestant. 

167.5 "Pope Leo XIII." -Gioacchino Pecci (1810-1903), Pope from 1878 
to 1903, a learned and literary pontiff whose political and theological 
attitudes were basically conservative. 

167.10 "His motto ... was Lux upon Lux" -the Popes do not adopt official 
mottoes. However, in "The Prophecy of the Popes," a work attributed 
to Saint Malachy of Armagh ( l 094-1148), the 111 successors to Pope 
Celestine II {elected 1143) are designated by short prophetic epithets. 
Leo XIII is given the motto Lumen in coelo (Light in the Sky), while 
Pius IX is designated as Crux de cruce (Cross from a Cross). The 
"Prophecy" of Saint Malachy is now thought to be a sixteenth-century 
forgery, contrived to support the election of a particular cardinal to 
the papal chair. Mr. Cunningham's versions of these papal mottoes 
are revealing distortions. 

167.18 "Pius IX."-Giovanni Maria Mastai-Ferretti (1792-1878), Pope 
from 1846 to 1878, began his reign as a reformer but was soon em
bittered by the political restrictions imposed after 1848. Henceforth 
he was hostile to every form of political liberalism or national senti
ment. The most important events of Pius IX's pontificate were his 
proclamation of the dogma of the Immaculate Conception of the 
Virgin Mary (1854) and the Vatican Council's proclamation of the 
infallibility of the Pope (1870). 

167.30 "penny-a-week school" -a National School. See note on "An En
counter," 20.29. 

167.32 "with a sod of turf under his oxter" -with a block of peat (fuel for 
the fire) under his arm. 

168.5 "Pope Leo's poems" -Leo XIII did, in fact, WI:ite a Latin poem on 
the invention of the photograph, but as Robert M. Adams has pointed 
out the poem is "no marvel either of Latin versification or of scientific 
insight" (Surface and Symbol. pp. 178-79). 
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The Art of Photography (A.D. 1867) 

Drawn by the sun's bright pencil, 
How well, 0 glistening stencil, 
You express the brow's fine grace, 
Eyes' sparkle, and beauty of face. 
0 marvelous might of mind, 
New prodigy! A design 
Beyond the contrival 
Of Apelles, Nature's rival. 

(Trans. Robert M. Adams) 

168.14 "Great minds are very near to madness"-John Dryden, Absalom 
and Achitophel, I, 163: "Great Wits are sure to Madness near allied." 
Dryden was adapting an ancient commonplace, quoted by Seneca in 
his Moral Essays: "There is no great genius without some touch of 
madness." 

168.21 "up to the knocker"-up to snuff. 
168.27 "ex cathedra" -when the Pope speaks ex cathedra (from his office) 

the doctrine of papal infallibility applies (see note on 167.18). 
168.33 "the infallibility of the Pope" -see notes on 167.18 and 168.27. 
169.16 "a German cardinal"-Johann Dollinger (1799-1890), not a cardinal 

but a German theologian, who was excommunicated for his opposi-
tion to the doctrine of papal infallibility. Dollinger was not a member 
of the Vatican Council of 1869-1870. 

169.21 "John MacHale" -John MacHale (1791-1881), archbishop of 
Tuam, was first drawn to the cause of Irish nationalism by the uprising 
of 1798. In 1820 he began a series of letters that appeared in various 
newspapers, appealing for Catholic emancipation and seeking relief 
from the famine. He traveled to Rome in 1831 and won the friendship 
of Pope Gregory XVI. An enthusiastic advocate of Irish culture and 
the Irish language, he supported the Irish tenants and the Irish Land 
League. At the Vatican Council of 1870 he opposed papal primacy 
and papal infallibility, but when the Council had made its decision he 
accepted without difficulty (see note on 169.24). 

169.24 "I thought it was some Italian or American" -Mr. Fogarty is more 
nearly correct than Mr. Cunningham. On July 18, 1870, at the fourth 
public session of the Vatican Council, the dogma of papal infallibility 
was accepted by all but two members of the council. The two dis
senters were Bishops Riccio of Italy and Fitzgerald of Arkansas; they 
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cast ballots of non placet, but as soon as the balloting was over they 
submitted to the dogma. John MacHale appears to have been con
veniently absent from this session, and the dramatic scene recounted 
by Mr. Cunningham (169.28-34) never took place. 

169.34 "Credo/"-"I believe." 
170.17 "Sir John Gray's statue" -Sir John Gray (1816-1875), owner of the 

Freeman's Journal, was a Protestant patriot who supported Home Rule 
for Ireland. His statue stands on O'Connell Street in Dublin. 

170.17 "Edmund Dwyer Gray"-son of Sir John Gray, he was noted for 
his indecisiveness. 

170.25 "taped" -classified, figured out. 
17l.l2 "-Get behind me, Satanl"-the reply of Jesus to the flattery of 

Peter, "Get thee behind me, Satan" (Matthew 16:23). 
171.16 "-All we have to do ... is to stand up with lighted candles in our 

hands and renew our baptismal vows" -a conscious reaffirmation of 
the vows made by the godparents on behalf of the child at the time 
of Infant Baptism. The ceremony customarily took place on the last 
evening of a retreat. 

172.12 "the distant speck of red light" -the sanctuary light suspended 
near the altar which indicates the presence of the Blessed Sacrament. 

172.20 "a quincunx" -five objects outlining the four corners and the cen
ter of a square. The quincunx is a pattern associated with the Cross 
and the five wounds of Christ. 

172.26 "registration agent" -person in charge of voter registration. 
173.22-25 "For the children of this world ... "-from the parable of the 

unjust steward, Luke 16:8-9. Father Purdon's interpretation of this 
text should be compared with the original. 

"THE DEAD'' 

Joyce began to plan "The Dead" during his stay in Rome (July 1906-
March 1907), but he did not begin to write the story until he had returned 
to Trieste in the spring of 1907. For details of the story's composition and 
biographical dimensions, see Richard Ellmann, "The Backgrounds of 'The 
Dead,' " pp. 373-388 of this collection. 
176.8 "had the organ in Haddington Road" -was hired to play the organ 

in a church on Haddington Road. . 
176.9 "the Academy" -see note on "A Mother," 137.21. 
176.11 "Antient Concert Rooms"-see note on "A Mother," 138.10. 
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176.15 "Adam and Eve's"-a Dublin church, prominent in Joyce's Fin
negan& Wake. 

176.26 "Gabriel" -in the Bible, the heavenly messenger who announced 
the birth of John the Baptist to Zacharias and that of the Messiah to 
the Virgin Mary. The name in Hebrew means "man of God." Along 
with Michael, Gabriel is one of the four great archangels. 

176.27 "screwed" -drunk. 
179.11 "the Melodies"-Thomas Moore's Irish Melodies (published 1807-

1834), the most popular collection of Irish songs. 
180.18 "stirabout" -see note on "The Sisters," 9.17. 
180.26 "-Goloshes!" -rubber galoshes were introduced in the mid

nineteenth century. 
18l.l2 "Christy Minstrels" -the famous nineteenth-century minstrel 

show organized by Edwin T. Christy. 
18I.I7 "the Gresham" -a fashionable Dublin hotel. 
183.31 "-Quadrilles!"-a square dance of French origin. 
186.16 "the balcony scene in Romeo and Juliet"-Act II, scene ii. 
186.17 "the two murdered princes in the Tower" -the young sons of Ed

ward IV, allegedly murdered in the Tower of London in 148 3 by order 
of their uncle, Richard III. 

187.1 "the Royal University" -established in 1882 after the model of En
glish universities, the Royal University of Ireland was simply an ex
amining body, no residence in any college or attendance at lectures 
being obligatory. 

187.23 "an Irish device" -Miss Ivors is an enthusiastic supporter of the 
Irish Revival (see note on "A Mother," 137.25). 

187.34 "The Daily Express"-'-"a Conservative paper, opposed to the na
tional struggle" (Marvin Magalaner, Time of Apprenticeship [New 
York: Abelard-Schuman, 1959], p. 169). 

188.4 "a West Briton"-a derogatory term for an "Anglicized" Irishman. 
188.27 "the University question" -although religious tests were abolished 

in 1873, Dublin's ancient and prestigious university, Trinity College 
(founded 1591), remained overwhelmingly Protestant. The "University 
question" concerned efforts to provide equal educational opportuni
ties for Roman Catholic students. The Royal University (see 187.1) 
and University College (the Jesuit-directed institution which Joyce at
tended) represented different attempts to alleviate this problem. 

188.33 "Aran Isles" -islands off the west coast of Ireland where the na
tives still spoke Gaelic and preserved their traditional ways. Supporters 
of the Irish Revival looked to the Aran Isles for inspiration, and John 
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'Millington Synge (who first visited the Isles in 1898) drew much of his 
subject-matter from them. 

189.2 "Kathleen Kearney"-character in "A Mother." 
189.4 "Connacht"-an area along the west coast of Ireland. 
190.13 "lancers"-a form of the quadrille (183.31). 
192.5 "the park"-Phoenix Park, a large park on the western edge of 

Dublin. 
192.6 "the Wellington Monument"-a monument to the Duke of Wel

lington, who was born in Ireland (Arthur Wellesley, 1769-1852) but 
became an English hero. Located at the eastern end of Phoenix Park. 

193.2 "-Arrayed for the Bridal"-a song by George Linley, set to music 
from Bellini's opera I Puritani. 

Array'd for the bridal, in beauty behold her, 
A white wreath entwineth a forehead more fair; 
I envy the zephyrs that softly enfold her, enfold her, 
And play with the locks of her beautiful hair. 
May life to her prove full of sunshine and love, full of love, yes! yes! yes! 
Who would not love her 
Sweet star of the morning! shining so bright, 
Earth's circle adorning, fair creature of light, 
Fair creature of light. 

(Magalaner, Time of Apprenticeship, p. 170) 

194.21 "for the pope to turn out the women out of the choirs ... and put 
little whipper-snappers of boys over their heads"-Pope Pius X de
clared in his Motu Proprio, November 22, 1903: " ... singers in 
churches have a real liturgical office, and ... therefore women, as 
being incapable of exercising such office, cannot be admitted to form 
part of the choir or of the musical chapel. Whenever, then, it is desired 
to employ the acute voices of sopranos and contraltos, these parts 
must be taken by boys, according to the most ancient usage of the 
church" (Don Gifford, Notes for Joyce [New York: E. P. Dutton & 
Co., 1967], p. 78). 

196.3 "-Beannacht libh"-"farewell," a Gaelic benediction. · 
198.23 "the Gaiety" -a Dublin theater. 
199.2 "Mignon"-an opera by Ambroise Thomas, based on Goethe's Wil

helm Meister. First produced in Paris in 1866. 
199.3 "Georgina Burns" -unidentified. 
199.5 "Tietjens, lima de Murzka, Campanini, the great Trebelli, Giug1ini, 
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Ravelli, Aramburo" -a gallery of famous nineteenth-century singers. 
Therese Tietjens (1831-1877), a great prima donna, was especially 
known for the role of Lucrezia Borgia. lima de Murska (1836-1889) 
was a dramatic soprano. ltalo Campanini (1846-1896) was a tenor fa
mous for the role of Gennaro in Lucrezia Borgia. Zelia Trebelli (1838-
1892) was a prima donna also noted for her performance in Lucrezia. 
Antonio Giuglini and Antonio Aramburo were both tenors. Ravelli 
remains unidentified. 

199.8 "the old Royal"-destroyed by fire in 1880. 
199.10 "Let Me Like a Soldier Fall''-from the opera Maritana (see note 

on "A Mother," 142.23). 
199.15 "Dinorah" -the original Italian title of the French opera Le Pardon 

de Poermel (1859), music by Giacomo Meyerbeer. Its Dublin debut 
was in 1869. 

199.15 "Lucrezia Borgia" -Italian opera based on Victor Hugo's Lucrece 
Borgia, music by Gaetano Donizetti. First Dublin production, 1852. 

199.22 "Caruso" -Enrico Caruso (1874-1921), the internationally famous 
tenor. 

199.32 "Parkinson" -evidently a fictitious name. 
200.25 "Mount Melleray" -location of a Trappist monastery in the south 

of Ireland. 
201.4 "slept in their coffins" -a spurious "rule of the order" suggested by 

the strictness of the Trappist regime. 
202.12 "Fifteen Acres" -part of Phoenix Park (see note on 192.5). 
203.33 "the world will not willingly let die" -a paraphrase of Milton's 

statement of hopes for his career as a poet, this tag was recorded by 
Joyce in his Pola Notebook (a notebook used in 1904 during his first 
months of residence on the Continent). See Robert Scholes and 
Richard M. Kain, eds., The Workshop of Daedalus (Evanston, Ill.: 
Northwestern University Press, 1965), p. 90. 

204.16 "the Three Graces" -the daughters of Zeus and Eurynome, com
panions to the Muses, the Three Graces embodied beauty and grace. 

204.26 "the part that Paris played on another occasion" -judging the 
beauty of three goddesses, Hera, Athena, and Aphrodite. 

206.ll "laid on" -provided from outside. 
208.7 "King Billy's statue" -a statue of William of Orange, King William 

III, who defeated the forces of Irish Catholicism at the Battle of the 
Boyne (1690). A symbol of British domination. 

210.24 "0, the rain falls on my heavy locks .. . "-part of the refrain from 
"The Lass of Aughrim," a ballad which exists in many versions in 
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Scotland and Ireland. It tells of a young lass who is seduced and aban
doned. When her lover returns she attempts to see him, standing in 
the rain with her babe in her arms, but he subjects her to a series of 
questions without letting her in. 

In his James Joyce Remembered (New York: Oxford University 
Press, 1968, pp. 41-42), C. P. Curran-Joyce's fellow student at Uni· 
versity College-recalls that Joyce's sisters "laughingly spoke of a sad 
ballad, 'The Lass of Aughrim,' which, they said, Joyce was perpetually 
singing at home. He purported to know thirty-five verses of it but they 
could recall only a few lines: 

The rain falls on my heavy hair 
And the dew wets my skin, 
If you be the Lord Gregory 
Open and let me in. 

A dialogue proceeds with the man's 

and the girl's reply: 

What was my last gift to you? 

My babe lies cold in my arms, 
Lord Gregory, let me in. 

The version quoted by Curran resembles that recorded as Child Ballad 
76. H., two stanzas of which follow: 

"Oh Gregory, don't you remember 
One night on the hill, 

When we swapped rings off each other's hands, 
Sorely against my will? 

Mine was of the beaten gold, 
Yours was but black tin." 
The dew wets my yellow locks, 
The rain wets my skin, 
The babe's cold in my arms, 
Oh Gregory, let me in! 



492 

"Oh if you be the lass of Aughrim, 
As I suppose you not to be, 

Come tell me the last token 
Between you and me." 
The dew wets, etc. 

212.10 "The Lass of Aughrim"-see note on 210.24. 

Notes to the Stories 

213.2 "the palace of the Four Courts" -the Irish law courts, seen across 
the river Liffey. 

214.31 "the statue"-of Daniel O'Connell (1775-1847), the Irish patriot 
for whom the bridge is named. O'Connell was leader of the struggle 
for Catholic emancipation in the early years of the nineteenth 
century. 

219.5 "Michael"-Saint Michael the archangel is usually represented with 
a sword, standing over the dragon he must fight (see Revelation 12:7-
9). At the hour of death he conducts the souls to God. 

219.30 "the gasworks"-plant for the manufacture of coal-gas. 
220.2 "pennyboy" -errand boy. 
220.32 "Oughterard" -a village near Galway, in the West of Ireland. 
222.28 "Arrayed for the Bridaf' -see note on 193.2. 
223.29 "Bog of Allen" -a few miles southwest of Dublin. 
223.31 "Shannon waves" -the estuary of the river Shannon; on the south· 

west coast of Ireland. 
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