Chapter I
Once upon a time and a very good time it was there was a moocow coming down along the
road and this moocow that was coming down along the road met a nicens little boy named baby
tuckoo....
His father told him that story: his father looked at him through a glass: he had a hairy
face.
He was baby tuckoo. The moocow came down the road where Betty Byrne lived: she sold
lemon platt.
O,
the
wild
rose
blossoms
On the little green place.
He sang that song. That was his song.
O, the green wothe botheth.
When you wet the bed, first it is warm then it gets cold. His mother put on the oilsheet. That
had the queer smell.
His mother had a nicer smell than his father. She played on the piano the sailor’s
hornpipe for him to dance. He danced:
Tralala
lala,
Tralala
tralaladdy,
Tralala
lala,
Tralala lala.
Uncle Charles and Dante clapped. They were older than his father and mother but uncle
Charles was older than Dante.
Dante had two hair brushes. The brush with the maroon velvet back was for Michael Davitt
and the brush with the green velvet back was for Parnell. Dante gave him a cachou every time
he brought her a piece of tissue paper.
The Vances lived in number seven. They had a different father and mother. They were
Eileen’s father and mother. When they were grown up he was going to marry Eileen. He hid
under the table. His mother said:
—O, Stephen will apologise.
Dante said:
—O, if not, the eagles will come and pull out his eyes.—
Pull
out
his
eyes,
Apologise,
Apologise,
Pull
out
his
eyes.
Apologise,
Pull
Pull
Apologise.
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his

eyes,
eyes,

A great fire, banked high and red, flamed in the grate and under the ivytwined branches of the

chandelier the Christmas table was spread. They had come home a little late and still dinner was
not ready: but it would be ready in a jiffy, his mother had said. They were waiting for the door to
open and for the servants to come in, holding the big dishes covered with their heavy metal
covers. . . . He poured sauce freely over Stephen’s plate and set the boat again on the table. Then
he asked uncle Charles was it tender. Uncle Charles could not speak because his mouth was full
but he nodded that it was.
—That was a good answer our friend made to the canon. What? said Mr Dedalus.
—I didn’t think he had that much in him, said Mr Casey.
—I’ll pay your dues, father, when you cease turning the house of God into a pollingbooth.
—A nice answer, said Dante, for any man calling himself a catholic to give to his
priest.
—They have only themselves to blame, said Mr Dedalus suavely. If they took a fool’s
advice they would confine their attention to religion.
—It is religion, Dante said. They are doing their duty in warning the people.
—We go to the house of God, Mr Casey said, in all humility to pray to our Maker and
not to hear election addresses.
—It is religion, Dante said again. They are right. They must direct their flocks.
—And preach politics from the altar, is it? asked Mr Dedalus.
—Certainly, said Dante. It is a question of public morality. A priest would not be a priest if
he did not tell his flock what is right and what is wrong.
Mrs Dedalus laid down her knife and fork, saying:
—For pity sake and for pity sake let us have no political discussion on this day of all days
in the year.
—Quite right, ma’am, said uncle Charles. Now Simon, that’s quite enough now. Not
another word now.
—Yes, yes, said Mr Dedalus quickly.
He uncovered the dish boldly and said:
—Now then, who’s for more turkey?
Nobody answered. Dante said:
—Nice language for any catholic to use!
—Mrs Riordan, I appeal to you, said Mrs Dedalus, to let the matter drop now.
Dante turned on her and said:
—And am I to sit here and listen to the pastors of my church being flouted?
—Nobody is saying a word against them, said Mr Dedalus, so long as they don’t meddle in
politics.
—The bishops and priests of Ireland have spoken, said Dante, and they must be
obeyed.
—Let them leave politics alone, said Mr Casey, or the people may leave their church
alone.
—You hear? said Dante, turning to Mrs Dedalus.

—Mr Casey! Simon! said Mrs Dedalus, let it end now.
—Too bad! Too bad! said uncle Charles.
—What? cried Mr Dedalus. Were we to desert him at the bidding of the English
people?
—He was no longer worthy to lead, said Dante. He was a public sinner.
—We are all sinners and black sinners, said Mr Casey coldly.
—Woe be to the man by whom the scandal cometh! said Mrs Riordan. It would be better
for him that a millstone were tied about his neck and that he were cast into the depths of the sea
rather than that he should scandalise one of these, my least little ones. That is the language of
the Holy Ghost.
—And very bad language if you ask me, said Mr Dedalus coolly.
—Simon! Simon! said uncle Charles. The boy.
—Yes, yes, said Mr Dedalus. I meant about the... I was thinking about the bad language of
the railway porter. Well now, that’s all right. Here, Stephen, show me your plate, old chap. Eat
away now. Here.
. . . . There was a silence while he ate. Then he said:
—Well now, the day kept up fine after all. There were plenty of strangers down too.
Nobody spoke. He said again:
—I think there were more strangers down than last Christmas.
He looked round at the others whose faces were bent towards their plates and, receiving no
reply, waited for a moment and said bitterly:
—Well, my Christmas dinner has been spoiled anyhow.
—There could be neither luck nor grace, Dante said, in a house where there is no respect for
the pastors of the church.
Mr Dedalus threw his knife and fork noisily on his plate.
—Respect! he said. Is it for Billy with the lip or for the tub of guts up in Armagh? Respect!
—Princes of the church, said Mr Casey with slow scorn.
—Lord Leitrim’s coachman, yes, said Mr Dedalus.
—They are the Lord’s anointed, Dante said. They are an honour to their country.
—Tub of guts, said Mr Dedalus coarsely. He has a handsome face, mind you, in
repose. You should see that fellow lapping up his bacon and cabbage of a cold winter’s day.
O Johnny!
He twisted his features into a grimace of heavy bestiality and made a lapping noise
with his lips.
—Really, Simon, you should not speak that way before Stephen. It’s not right.
—O, he’ll remember all this when he grows up, said Dante hotly—the language he
heard against God and religion and priests in his own home.
—Let him remember too, cried Mr Casey to her from across the table, the language
with which the priests and the priests’ pawns broke Parnell’s heart and hounded him into
his grave. Let him remember that too when he grows up.

—Sons of bitches! cried Mr Dedalus. When he was down they turned on him to betray
him and rend him like rats in a sewer. Lowlived dogs! And they look it! By Christ, they
look it!
—They behaved rightly, cried Dante. They obeyed their bishops and their priests.
Honour to them!
—Well, it is perfectly dreadful to say that not even for one day in the year, said Mrs
Dedalus, can we be free from these dreadful disputes!
Uncle Charles raised his hands mildly and said:
—Come now, come now, come now! Can we not have our opinions whatever they are
without this bad temper and this bad language? It is too bad surely.
Mrs Dedalus spoke to Dante in a low voice but Dante said loudly:
—I will not say nothing. I will defend my church and my religion when it is insulted and
spit on by renegade catholics.
....
He was for Ireland and Parnell and so was his father: and so was Dante too for one night at
the band on the esplanade she had hit a gentleman on the head with her umbrella because he had
taken off his hat when the band played God save the Queen at the end.
Mr Dedalus gave a snort of contempt.
—Ah, John, he said. It is true for them. We are an unfortunate priestridden race and always
were and always will be till the end of the chapter.
Uncle Charles shook his head, saying:
—A bad business! A bad business!
Mr Dedalus repeated:
—A priestridden Godforsaken race!
He pointed to the portrait of his grandfather on the wall to his right.
—Do you see that old chap up there, John? he said. He was a good Irishman when there
was no money in the job. He was condemned to death as a whiteboy. But he had a saying about
our clerical friends, that he would never let one of them put his two feet under his mahogany.
Dante broke in angrily:
—If we are a priestridden race we ought to be proud of it! They are the apple of God’s
eye. Touch them not, says Christ, for they are the apple of My eye.
—And can we not love our country then? asked Mr Casey. Are we not to follow the man
that was born to lead us?
—A traitor to his country! replied Dante. A traitor, an adulterer! The priests were
right to abandon him. The priests were always the true friends of Ireland.
—Were they, faith? said Mr Casey.
He threw his fist on the table and, frowning angrily, protruded one finger after another.
—Didn’t the bishops of Ireland betray us in the time of the union when Bishop Lanigan
presented an address of loyalty to the Marquess Cornwallis? Didn’t the bishops and priests sell
the aspirations of their country in 1829 in return for catholic emancipation? Didn’t they

denounce the fenian movement from the pulpit and in the confession box? And didn’t they
dishonour the ashes of Terence Bellew MacManus?
His face was glowing with anger and Stephen felt the glow rise to his own cheek as the
spoken words thrilled him. Mr Dedalus uttered a guffaw of coarse scorn.
—O, by God, he cried, I forgot little old Paul Cullen! Another apple of God’s eye!
Dante bent across the table and cried to Mr Casey:
—Right! Right! They were always right! God and morality and religion come first.
Mrs Dedalus, seeing her excitement, said to her:
—Mrs Riordan, don’t excite yourself answering them.
—God and religion before everything! Dante cried. God and religion before the world.
Mr Casey raised his clenched fist and brought it down on the table with a crash.
—Very well then, he shouted hoarsely, if it comes to that, no God for Ireland!
—John! John! cried Mr Dedalus, seizing his guest by the coat sleeve.
Dante stared across the table, her cheeks shaking. Mr Casey struggled up from his chair and
bent across the table towards her, scraping the air from before his eyes with one hand as though
he were tearing aside a cobweb.
—No God for Ireland! he cried. We have had too much God in Ireland. Away with
God!
—Blasphemer! Devil! screamed Dante, starting to her feet and almost spitting in his
face.
Uncle Charles and Mr Dedalus pulled Mr Casey back into his chair again, talking to him
from both sides reasonably. He stared before him out of his dark flaming eyes, repeating:
—Away with God, I say!
Dante shoved her chair violently aside and left the table, upsetting her napkinring which
rolled slowly along the carpet and came to rest against the foot of an easychair. Mrs Dedalus rose
quickly and followed her towards the door. At the door Dante turned round violently and
shouted down the room, her cheeks flushed and quivering with rage:
—Devil out of hell! We won! We crushed him to death! Fiend!
The door slammed behind her.
Mr Casey, freeing his arms from his holders, suddenly bowed his head on his hands with a
sob of pain.
—Poor Parnell! he cried loudly. My dead king!
He sobbed loudly and bitterly.
Stephen, raising his terrorstricken face, saw that his father’s eyes were full of tears.
He had wandered into a maze of narrow and dirty streets. From the foul laneways he
heard bursts of hoarse riot and wrangling and the drawling of drunken singers. He walked
onward, undismayed, wondering whether he had strayed into the quarter of the jews. Women and
girls dressed in long vivid gowns traversed the street from house to house. They were leisurely
and perfumed. A trembling seized him and his eyes grew dim. The yellow gasflames arose
before his troubled vision against the vapoury sky, burning as if before an altar. Before the doors

and in the lighted halls groups were gathered arrayed as for some rite. He was in another world:
he had awakened from a slumber of centuries.
He stood still in the middle of the roadway, his heart clamouring against his bosom in a
tumult. A young woman dressed in a long pink gown laid her hand on his arm to detain him and
gazed into his face. She said gaily:
—Good night, Willie dear!
Her room was warm and lightsome. A huge doll sat with her legs apart in the copious
easychair beside the bed. He tried to bid his tongue speak that he might seem at ease, watching
her as she undid her gown, noting the proud conscious movements of her perfumed head.
As he stood silent in the middle of the room she came over to him and embraced him gaily
and gravely. Her round arms held him firmly to her and he, seeing her face lifted to him in
serious calm and feeling the warm calm rise and fall of her breast, all but burst into hysterical
weeping. Tears of joy and relief shone in his delighted eyes and his lips parted though they
would not speak.
She passed her tinkling hand through his hair, calling him a little rascal.
—Give me a kiss, she said.
His lips would not bend to kiss her. He wanted to be held firmly in her arms, to be caressed
slowly, slowly, slowly. In her arms he felt that he had suddenly become strong and fearless and
sure of himself. But his lips would not bend to kiss her.
With a sudden movement she bowed his head and joined her lips to his and he read
the meaning of her movements in her frank uplifted eyes. It was too much for him. He
closed his eyes, surrendering himself to her, body and mind, conscious of nothing in the world
but the dark pressure of her softly parting lips. They pressed upon his brain as upon his lips as
though they were the vehicle of a vague speech; and between them he felt an unknown and timid
pressure, darker than the swoon of sin, softer than sound or odour.
Could it be that he, Stephen Dedalus, had done those things? His conscience sighed in
answer. Yes, he had done them, secretly, filthily, time after time, and, hardened in sinful
impenitence, he had dared to wear the mask of holiness before the tabernacle itself while his soul
within was a living mass of corruption. How came it that God had not struck him dead? The
leprous company of his sins closed about him, breathing upon him, bending over him from all
sides. He strove to forget them in an act of prayer, huddling his limbs closer together and binding
down his eyelids: but the senses of his soul would not be bound and, though his eyes were shut
fast, he saw the places where he had sinned and, though his ears were tightly covered, he heard.
He desired with all his will not to hear or see. He desired till his frame shook under the strain of
his desire and until the senses of his soul closed. They closed for an instant and then opened. He
saw.
A field of stiff weeds and thistles and tufted nettle-bunches. Thick among the tufts of rank
stiff growth lay battered canisters and clots and coils of solid excrement. A faint marshlight
struggling upwards from all the ordure through the bristling greygreen weeds. An evil smell,
faint and foul as the light, curled upwards sluggishly out of the canisters and from the stale
crusted dung.
Creatures were in the field; one, three, six: creatures were moving in the field, hither and
thither. Goatish creatures with human faces, hornybrowed, lightly bearded and grey as
indiarubber. The malice of evil glittered in their hard eyes, as they moved hither and thither,

trailing their long tails behind them. A rictus of cruel malignity lit up greyly their old bony faces.
One was clasping about his ribs a torn flannel waistcoat, another complained monotonously as
his beard stuck in the tufted weeds. Soft language issued from their spittleless lips as they
swished in slow circles round and round the field, winding hither and thither through the weeds,
dragging their long tails amid the rattling canisters. They moved in slow circles, circling closer
and closer to enclose, to enclose, soft language issuing from their lips, their long swishing tails
besmeared with stale shite, thrusting upwards their terrific faces...
Help!
He flung the blankets from him madly to free his face and neck. That was his hell. God had
allowed him to see the hell reserved for his sins: stinking, bestial, malignant, a hell of lecherous
goatish fiends. For him! For him!
He sprang from the bed, the reeking odour pouring down his throat, clogging and revolting
his entrails. Air! The air of heaven! He stumbled towards the window, groaning and almost
fainting with sickness. At the washstand a convulsion seized him within; and, clasping his cold
forehead wildly, he vomited profusely in agony.
Sunday was dedicated to the mystery of the Holy Trinity, Monday to the Holy Ghost,
Tuesday to the Guardian Angels, Wednesday to Saint Joseph, Thursday to the Most Blessed
Sacrament of the Altar, Friday to the Suffering Jesus, Saturday to the Blessed Virgin Mary.
Every morning he hallowed himself anew in the presence of some holy image or mystery.
His day began with an heroic offering of its every moment of thought or action for the intentions
of the sovereign pontiff and with an early mass. The raw morning air whetted his resolute piety;
and often as he knelt among the few worshippers at the sidealtar, following with his interleaved
prayerbook the murmur of the priest, he glanced up for an instant towards the vested figure
standing in the gloom between the two candles, which were the old and the new testaments, and
imagined that he was kneeling at mass in the catacombs.
His daily life was laid out in devotional areas. By means of ejaculations and prayers he
stored up ungrudgingly for the souls in purgatory centuries of days and quarantines and years;
yet the spiritual triumph which he felt in achieving with ease so many fabulous ages of canonical
penances did not wholly reward his zeal of prayer, since he could never know how much
temporal punishment he had remitted by way of suffrage for the agonising souls; and fearful lest
in the midst of the purgatorial fire, which differed from the infernal only in that it was not
everlasting, his penance might avail no more than a drop of moisture, he drove his soul daily
through an increasing circle of works of supererogation.
Every part of his day, divided by what he regarded now as the duties of his station in life,
circled about its own centre of spiritual energy. His life seemed to have drawn near to eternity;
every thought, word and deed, every instance of consciousness could be made to revibrate
radiantly in heaven; and at times his sense of such immediate repercussion was so lively that he
seemed to feel his soul in devotion pressing like fingers the keyboard of a great cash register and
to see the amount of his purchase start forth immediately in heaven, not as a number but as a frail
column of incense or as a slender flower.
The rosaries, too, which he said constantly—for he carried his beads loose in his trousers’
pockets that he might tell them as he walked the streets—transformed themselves into coronals
of flowers of such vague unearthly texture that they seemed to him as hueless and odourless as

they were nameless. He offered up each of his three daily chaplets that his soul might grow
strong in each of the three theological virtues, in faith in the Father Who had created him, in
hope in the Son Who had redeemed him and in love of the Holy Ghost Who had sanctified him;
and this thrice triple prayer he offered to the Three Persons through Mary in the name of her
joyful and sorrowful and glorious mysteries.
On each of the seven days of the week he further prayed that one of the seven gifts of the
Holy Ghost might descend upon his soul and drive out of it day by day the seven deadly sins
which had defiled it in the past; and he prayed for each gift on its appointed day, confident that it
would descend upon him, though it seemed strange to him at times that wisdom and
understanding and knowledge were so distinct in their nature that each should be prayed for apart
from the others. Yet he believed that at some future stage of his spiritual progress this difficulty
would be removed when his sinful soul had been raised up from its weakness and enlightened by
the Third Person of the Most Blessed Trinity. He believed this all the more, and with trepidation,
because of the divine gloom and silence wherein dwelt the unseen Paraclete, Whose symbols
were a dove and a mighty wind, to sin against Whom was a sin beyond forgiveness, the eternal
mysterious secret Being to Whom, as God, the priests offered up mass once a year, robed in the
scarlet of the tongues of fire.
April 15. Met her today point blank in Grafton Street. The crowd brought us together. We
both stopped. She asked me why I never came, said she had heard all sorts of stories about me.
This was only to gain time. Asked me was I writing poems? About whom? I asked her. This
confused her more and I felt sorry and mean. Turned off that valve at once and opened the
spiritual-heroic refrigerating apparatus, invented and patented in all countries by Dante Alighieri.
Talked rapidly of myself and my plans. In the midst of it unluckily I made a sudden gesture of a
revolutionary nature. I must have looked like a fellow throwing a handful of peas into the air.
People began to look at us. She shook hands a moment after and, in going away, said she hoped I
would do what I said.
Now I call that friendly, don’t you?
Yes, I liked her today. A little or much? Don’t know. I liked her and it seems a new feeling
to me. Then, in that case, all the rest, all that I thought I thought and all that I felt I felt, all the
rest before now, in fact... O, give it up, old chap! Sleep it off!
April 16. Away! Away!
The spell of arms and voices: the white arms of roads, their promise of close embraces and
the black arms of tall ships that stand against the moon, their tale of distant nations. They are
held out to say: We are alone—come. And the voices say with them: We are your kinsmen. And
the air is thick with their company as they call to me, their kinsman, making ready to go, shaking
the wings of their exultant and terrible youth.
April 26. Mother is putting my new secondhand clothes in order. She prays now, she says,
that I may learn in my own life and away from home and friends what the heart is and what it
feels. Amen. So be it. Welcome, O life! I go to encounter for the millionth time the reality of
experience and to forge in the smithy of my soul the uncreated conscience of my race.
April 27. Old father, old artificer, stand me now and ever in good stead.
Dublin, 1904.Trieste, 1914.

