The Sisters (excerpt)
James Joyce’s first short story, written when he was 22.

	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  There	
  was	
  no	
  hope	
  for	
  him	
  this	
  time:	
  it	
  was	
  the	
  third	
  stroke. Night after night I had
passed the house (it was vacation 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 softly to
myself the word paralysis. It had always 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 being. It filled me
with fear, and yet I longed to be nearer to it and to look upon its deadly work.
An Encounter (excerpt)
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 lacking in robustness, I was one. The adventures related in
the literature of the Wild West were remote from my nature but, at least, they opened doors of
escape. I liked better some American 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 Roman History clumsy Leo Dillon was discovered
with a copy of The Halfpenny Marvel.
“This page or this page? This page? Now, Dillon, up! ‘Hardly had the day’.... Go on! What
day? ‘Hardly had the day dawned’.... Have you studied it? What have you there in your pocket?”
Everyone’s heart palpitated as Leo Dillon handed up the paper 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 fellow who 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.

Araby (excerpt)
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. I was thankful that I could see so little. All
my senses seemed to desire to veil themselves and, feeling that I was about to slip from them, I
pressed the palms of my hands together until they trembled, murmuring: “O love! O 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 forgot whether I answered yes or
no. It would be a splendid bazaar, she said; she would love to go.
“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 retreat that week in her convent. . . . 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 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 hallstand, looking for the hat-brush, and answered me curtly:
“Yes, boy, I know.”
…
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 room . . .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 discreetly by the lamplight at the curved neck, at the hand upon the railings and at the
border below the dress.
. . . The meal was prolonged beyond an hour and still my uncle did not come. . . . it was after
eight o’clock . . . 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 interpret 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.
“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.”

. . . At Westland Row Station 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 platform. 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.
. . . Remembering with difficulty why I had come I went over to one of the stalls and
examined porcelain vases and flowered tea-sets.
Observing me the young lady came over and asked me did I wish to buy anything. The tone of
her voice was not encouraging; 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 murmured:
“No, thank you.”
. . . I lingered before her stall, though I knew my stay was useless, to make my interest in her
wares seem the more real. Then I turned away slowly and walked down the middle of the bazaar.
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 completely dark.
Gazing up into the darkness I saw myself as a creature driven and derided by vanity; and my
eyes burned with anguish and anger.

Counterparts (excerpt)
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 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 thought 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 running down the
stairs.
“Who is that?” said the man, peering through the darkness.
“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 for me?”
“Yes, pa. I——”
“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
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 that 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 “O, pa!” 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 vigorously 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.
“O, 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....”

	
  

