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JAMES JOYCE (1882-1941)

James Joyce was born in Dublin, Ireland, during a time of political up-
heaval. The country had endured nearly a century of economic depression
and terrible famine and continued to suffer under what many Irish re-
garded as British oppression. Irish nationalism and independence move-
ments attempted to counter British economic exploitation and cultural ar-
rogance. Joyce, influenced by a climate in which ecclesiastical privilege and
mo/\mm.:Hdnzﬁm_ authority were at once ﬁoémn?: and suspect, believed the
[rish were also unable to free themselves from the Catholic Church’s com-
promises and their own political ineptitude. Change was in the air, but Ire-
land was slow to be moved by the reform currents already rippling through
the Continent.

Modernism, as it was developing on the Continent, challenged tradi-

tional attitudes about God, humanity, and society. Scientific and industrial
advances created not only material progress but also tremendous social up-
heaval, which sometimes produced a sense of discontinuity, fragmentation,
alienation, and despair. Firm certainties gave way to anxious doubts, and
the past was considered more as something to be overcome than as some-
thing to revere. Heroic action seemed remote and theatrical to a writer like
Joyce, who rejected the use of remarkable historic events in his fiction and
instead focused on the everyday lives of ordinary people trying to make
sense of themselves.

Joyce himself came from a declining middle-class family of more than
a dozen children, eventually reduced to poverty by his father’s drinking.
Nevertheless, Joyce received a fine classical education at Jesuit schools, in-
cluding University College, Dublin. His strict early education was strongly
traditional in its Catholicism, but when he entered University College, he
rejected both his religion and his national heritage. By the time he took his
undergraduate degree in 1902, he was more comfortable casting himself as
an alienated writer than as a typical citizen of Dublin, who he thought
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their efforts to create lives of integrity amid stifling families, institutions,
and cultures.

After graduation Joyce left Dublin for Paris to study medicine, but that
career soon ended when he dropped out of the single course for which he
had registered. Instead, he wrote poetry, which was eventually published in
1907 as Chamber Music. In 1903 he returned to Dublin to be with his mother,
then dying of cancer. The next summer he met Nora Barnacle, while she
was working in a Dublin boardinghouse. After leaving Dublin with Nora in
1905 to return to the Continent, he visited His native city only a few times
(the final visit was in 1912), and he lived the rest of his life in Europe. From
1920 until shortly before his death, Joyce settled in Paris, where he enjoyed
the stimulation of living amid writers and artists. He lived with Nora his en-
tire life, having two children and eventually marrying her in 1931.

Joyce earned a living by teaching at a Berlitz language school, tutoring,
and working in a bank, but mostly he gathered impressions of the world
around him — whether in Trieste, Zurich, Rome, or Paris— that he would
incorporate into his literary work. His writings, however, were always
about life in Ireland rather than the European cities in which he lived. For-
tunately, Joyce’s talents attracted several patrons who subsidized his in-
come and helped him to publish.

Dubliners, Joyce’s first major publication in fiction, was a collection of
stories that he published in 1914 and that included “Eveline.” Two years
later Joyce published A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, a novel. Joyce
strongly identified with the protagonist, who, like Joyce, rejected custom
and tradition. If the price of independence from deadening sensibilities,
crass materialism, and a circumscribed life was alienation, then so be
it. Joyce believed that if the artist was to see’clearly and report what he
saw freshly, it was necessary to stand outside the commonplace responses to
experience derived from family, church, or country. His next novel, Ulysses
(1922), is regarded by many readers as Joyce’s masterpiece: This remarkably
innovative novel is an account of one day in the life of an Irish Jew named
Leopold Bloom, who, despite his rather ordinary life in Dublin, represents
a microcosm of all human experience. Joyce’s stream-of-consciousness
technique revealed the characters’ thoughts as they experienced them
(see pp. 174-75 for a discussion of this technique). These uninhibited
thoughts were censored in the United States until 1933, when a judge ruled
in a celebrated court case that the book was not obscene. Though Ulysses is
Joyce’s most famous book, Finnegans Wake (1939) is his most challenging.
Even more unconventional and experimental than Ulysses, it endlessly plays
with language within a fluid dream world in which the characters’ experi-
ences evolve into continuously expanding meanings produced through
complex allusions and elaborate puns in multiple languages. The novel’s
plot defies summation, but its language warrants exploration, which is
perhaps best begun by hearing a recording of Joyce reading aloud from the
book. His stylistic innovations in Ulysses and Finnegans Wake had as great an
influence on literature as the automobile and the radio did on people’s
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daily lives, when people started covering more ground and hearing more
voices than ever before.

Dubliners is Joyce’s quarrel with his native city, and his homage to it. Writ-
ten between 1904 and 1907, it is the most accessible of Joyce’s works. It con-
sists of a series of fifteen stories about characters who struggle with op-
pressive morality, plodding routines, somber shadows, mlm.nozmﬂo.:m
decency, restless desires, and frail gestures toward freedom. These stories
contain no conventional high drama or action-filled episodes; instead,
they are made up of small, quiet moments that turn out to be importantin
their characters’ lives. Most of the characters are on the brink of discover-
ing something, such as loss, shame, failure, or death. Typically, the protag-
onist suddenly experiences a deep realization about himself or herself, a
truth that is grasped in an ordinary rather than melodramatic moment.
Joyce called such a moment—when a character is overcome by a flash of
recognition —an epiphany and defined it as “sudden spiritual manifesta-
tion, whether in the vulgarity of speech or gesture orina memorable phase
of the mind itself,” Even the most commonplace experience might yield a
spontaneous insight into the essential nature of a person or situation.
Joyce’s characters may live ordinary lives cluttered with mundane g.mﬂm:.?
but their lives have significance. Indeed, they seem to stumble onto signifi-
cance when they least expect it.

Joyce weaves his characters’ dreams and longings into the texture of
Dublin life, a social fabric that appears to limit his characters’ options. He
once explained to his publisher that his intention in Dubliners “was to write
a chapter of the moral history of my country,” and he focused on Dublin
because that city seemed to him “the center of paralysis.” The major causes
of his characters’ paralysis are transmitted by their family life, Catholi-
cism, economic situations, and vulnerability to political forces. His charac-
ters have lives consisting largely of self-denial and drab duties, but they
also have an irrepressible desire for something more —as in “Eveline,”
which focuses on a dutiful daughter’s efforts to run away with her lover.
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EVELINE

m:n sat at the window watch-

ing 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 :9._3
passed on his way home; she heard his footsteps n_mo_c:m
along the concrete pavement and afterwards Qcaor_:m 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 ?@B
Belfast bought the field and built houses in it—not __._8
their little brown houses but bright brick houses with shin-
ing roofs. The children of the avenue used to play Smaﬂ.roa
in that field—the Devines, the Waters, the Dunns, little
Keogh the cripple, she and her brothers and sisters. Er-
nest, however, never played: he was too grown up. mmn
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
not so bad then; and besides, her mother was alive. That
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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 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 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 hard 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 advertise-
ment. Miss Gavan would be glad. She had always had an
edge on her, especially whenever there were people listen-
ing.

—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,
Eveline. People would treat her with respect then. She
would not be treated as her mother had been. Even now,
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though she was 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 shillings—and
Harry always sent up what he could but the trouble was to
get any money from her father. He said she used to squan-
der 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 provi-
sions. She had hard work to keep the house together and
to see that the two young children who had been left to her
charge went to school regularly and got their meals regu-
larly. It was hard work—a hard life—but now that she
was about to leave it she did not find it a wholly undesir-
able life. :

She was about to explore another life with Frank. Frank
was very kind, manly, open-hearted. She was 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 remembered 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
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his hair tumbled forward over a face of 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 Bohemian Girl and she felt elated as she sat in an
unaccustomed part of the theatre with him. He was aw-
fully 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 and the names of the different
services. He had sailed through the Straits of Magellan and
he told her stories of the terrible Patagonians. 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.

—1I 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 picnic to the Hill of Howth.
She remembered her father putting on her mother’s bonnet
to make the children laugh.

.Ion time was running out but she continued to sit by the
window, leaning her head against the window curtain, in-
haling the odour of dusty cretonne. Down far in the ave-
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nue she could hear a street organ playing. She knew the
air. Strange that it should come that very night to remind
her of the promise 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 remem-
bered 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 com-
monplace 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
speaking to her, saying something about the passage over
and over again. The station was full of soldiers with brown
baggages. 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, steaming toward Buenos Ayres. Their pas-
sage had been booked. Could she still' draw back after all
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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.

qu eyes gave him no sign of love or farewell or recogni-
tion.

Footnote:
“Derevaun Seraun!” — “The end of pleasure is pain!” (Gaelic)



