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			  PREFACE

		

		It is more than fifty years since astonished readers first encountered the blue-and-white covered book of Eccles. If we are no longer astonished, this volume of essays by various hands on the unified diversity of Ulysses’ eighteen chapters will show in how many ways we can still be intrigued and challenged by a book that endlessly exfoliates, becoming more like itself and its readers every year.

		This collection grew out of the assumption that Ulysses could best be seen in its multivalence by critics focussing their particular lenses on the subdivisions established by Joyce himself. Treated as unities in the larger context of the novel and scrutinized for all a given critic can discover in them, the chapters should reveal hitherto unsuspected dimensions. The reader, like the original reader of Ulysses, jogged by the transitionless shift from critical stance to critical stance should achieve a new awareness of the novel, an awareness surpassing that of any one critic.

		Hoping to set up reciprocal reflections, among the novel, the reader, and the critical visions, we approached writers with an abiding interest in Joyce and Ulysses, asking each to treat his chosen chapter as an analysable unit, to come upon it as though afresh. The task was difficult, given our writers’ experience with this book, the need to detach themselves not only from the legacy of half a century of critical commentary, but, to a degree, even from their  own critical prejudices. We were aware from the start that a complete divorce was out of the question, but we were also aware that ignorance of the literature or too slight a knowledge of the book would disable the writer in other, perhaps more serious, ways.

		Not all those approached were willing or free to do the job, some were obliged to withdraw, but in the end eighteen critics agreed to engage pragmatically with the subject. Long before we asked them to participate, many of our authors had already become deeply engaged with the special delights and problems of their chosen chapters. Acceptances were uniformly enthusiastic, and the sense of involvement is everywhere evident. The result is a much more “novelistic’ reading than one might expect, a reading that stresses the relationship of form and action to character development and dramatic conflict, relating them only tangentially to matters of symbol, allegory, or theme. No two writers take precisely the same tack and yet, though no attempt was made to correlate positions, there is very little disagreement and almost no redundancy.

		It is a tribute to Joyce’s craftsmanship that, though the treatments supplement each other nicely and produce a remarkable number of fresh insights, this book is not the last word on Ulysses. We hope that it is a fresh word, a pointer that will lead readers back from a concern with particular patterns or themes or “cruxes’ toward an investigation of the novel’s unity and the manifold mystery of its texture as a literary event. These rigorous but necessarily partial statements point up the continuing need to “wipe your glosses with what you know’ and the surprise and joy that any aspect of the book can generate, the challenges, the continuing vitality of Ulysses.

		Certain assumptions were shared at least tacitly by all of our contributors. First, the parallel with the Odyssey is not only present but ironic. It is, however, not responsible for the form taken by the book, whatever its role in the shaping of episodes and actions and in the choice of styles. Second, the major themes: paternity, identity, adultery, responsibility, paralysis, exile, creation, guilt, are part of the fabric of the episodes and hence need not be treated as discrete entities. Third, the styles and structures and strategies of the chapters have never been fully explicated. Joyce’s own version of what he was doing hardly enables us to understand the problem. Thus the schema for Ulysses is an aid but not an answer. Fourth, much of Ulysses that can be explained on the naturalistic level has been overlooked by critics intent on symbolic readings. Such readings are effective precisely because they constitute a counter-reality to the day of 16 June 1904. Fifth, there is always more to Ulysses than meets the eye of any one observer during any particular reading. Thus statements tend to be not so much tentative as partial, subject to meaningful supplementation or even reversal.

		Much new data and many fresh readings have resulted from our tactics, but this book is less a revolutionary approach to Ulysses than a carefully modulated reassessment of Joyce’s accomplishment.

		C. H.

		D. H.
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		Except in the essay on “Calypso’, quotations from the Odyssey are given in the translation by S. H. Butcher and A. Lang, The Odyssey of Homer done into English prose, London and New York, 1890. In “Calypso’ Mrs Glasheen has used another translation familiar to Joyce, that by Samuel Butler, The Odyssey, Rendered into English Prose, London, 1900, which suited her context better.

	
		
			 TELEMACHUS

		

		Bernard Benstock

		Even if we approach Ulysses armed with only A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, the “Telemachus’ portal seems to be deceptively simple. There are few discernible tigers at the gate and those have been prepared for by the developments in the last chapter of A Portrait. Various factors contribute to making this opening chapter of Ulysses easier than the preceding work: the time span of the chapter is tight and coherent; the dramatis personae are presented with either sufficient introduction or continuation and elaboration; all the characters are developed as fully rounded individuals, rather than as straw men set against the dominant personality of the protagonist; and a “sweet reasonableness’ of style pervades. The narrative voice is sufficiently detached from the scene and apparently has not been fortified with basic items from Stephen’s vocabulary and diction. Unities of time, place, and action are adhered to, and if Stephen’s pronounced system of aesthetics (AP, 215) is credited, ‘Telemachus’ appears to have attained the level of the dramatic:

		The dramatic form is reached when the vitality which has flowed and eddied round each person fills every person with such vital force that he or she assumes a proper and intangible esthetic life. The personality of the artist, at first a cry or a cadence or a mood and then a fluid and lambent narrative, finally refines itself out of existence, impersonalises itself, so to speak. The esthetic image in the dramatic form is life purified in and reprojected from the hu man imagination. The mystery of esthetic like that of material creation is accomplished. The artist, like the God of the creation, remains within or behind or beyond or above his handiwork, invisible, refined out of existence, indifferent, paring his fingernails.

		Not that the narrative voice is without the distinctiveness that we have noticed in A Portrait: “Stately, plump Buck Mulligan’ as a descriptive phrase has a dignity-cum-pomposity befitting the Buck and might well be his own self-descriptiveness at work. In these opening moments, while Mulligan remains alone, narrative tone is maintained close to the character, and even after he has paged Stephen and called for him to ascend the stairs, the tone is sustained: “Solemnly he came forward and mounted the round gunrest’ (3.9). The full-throated sounds in solemnly and mounted and round are stately and plump. Mulligan’s mock blessing of his surroundings is expansive enough to include “the awaking mountains’ (3.11), a pathetic fallacy that complements the Mulligan ego which views itself as responsible for that awakening. With the entrance of Stephen Dedalus the tone changes. Mulligan as priest pretends to be seeing the devil in Stephen’s dishevelled appearance and he makes hurried signs of the cross while “gurgling in his throat’ (3.13), a phrase that moves away from Buck’s self-description to a description of what Stephen is hearing. In viewing Stephen as “displeased and sleepy’ (3.14) the narrator has accepted Stephen’s version of himself (his behaviour can be justified by his having been roused out of bed, having had his sleep disturbed), while the hissing and sputtering in the words themselves create the appropriate mood. Stephen’s disposition is mirrored in his attitude as he looks “coldly’ (3.15) at Mulligan’s “shaking gurgling face’ (3.15), the repetitions now firmly establishing the tone as Stephen’s. But Buck refuses to relinquish the advantage that he began with: he took possession of the gunrest first, he summoned Stephen, he actively blessed while Stephen passively sulked; and the tone soon reverts to him. It is from his own point of view that he covers the bowl “smartly’ (3.19) and speaks “sterni/ (3.20) and cries out “briskl/ (3.30) and looks “gravel/ (3.32). The tensions of this colloquy between Mulligan and Dedalus are now established, the narrative voice constantly adding weights on each side of the scales throughout this part of the chapter.

		The one intrusive element in these early exchanges is the word "Chrysostomos’ (3.28). Greek for “golden mouthed’, it appears immediately after the narrator has described Buck’s “even white teeth glistening here and there with gold points’ (3.27). As a comment on Buck’s dental work it is redundant; as a narrative comment it is out of place. The function of the word in the paragraph is as an editorial comment but not from the objective narrator: instead it is apparently within Stephen’s mind and is the first instance of the use of the stream-of-consciousness technique in Ulysses. Although only a subliminal flash, it is the first of a series of one-word designations for Mulligan in Stephen’s mind; the chapter ends with his labelling Buck as “usurper” (23.24) and later that afternoon at the National Library Stephen’s tag for him is “Catamite” (204.22). (“Chrysostomos” and “usurper” provide a frame for the “Telemachus’ chapter, from Stephen"s point of view about Buck Mulligan.)

		The Chrysostomos that Stephen has in mind is St John Chrysostomos, the Church father famed for his rhetorical skill (in Joyce’s schema he designates theology as the “art’ of the chapter), but the irony lies in the metallic gold in Mulligan’s affluent mouth; by contrast, Stephen’s mouth is full of decayed teeth. Mulligan’s epithet for him, “Toothless Kinch’ (22.28), reverberates in his mind several hours later when he contemplates his rotting teeth: “My teeth are very bad. Why, I wonder? Feel. That one is going too. Shells. Ought I go to a dentist, I wonder, with that money? That one. Toothless Kinch, the superman. Why is that, I wonder, or does it mean something perhaps?” (50.34). That it is St John Chrysostomos, rather than the secular Chrysostomos, is proved when we learn Buck’s full name, Malachi Roland St John Mulligan (417.40), and, since one Christian John suggests another, Buck is also playing the role of the Precursor, John the Baptist. Buck precedes Stephen (whose name is derived from the Greek for “crown’) up the tower, summons him forth, blesses him, and predicts that together they could bring forth marvellous changes: “God, Kinch, if you and I could only work together we might do something for the island. Hellenise it” (7.12). He has usurped the role assigned by Stephen in A Portrait to Cranly, but just as Stephen now feels that Cranly has betrayed him, so he mistrusts Mulligan’s “mission’, and his next inner comment follows Buck’s suggestion that they work as a team. The arm that has been put around him provokes the thought, “Cranly’s arm. His arm’ (7.15), and Stephen will later acknowledge that Mulligan is the third in a line of “whetstones’ beginning with his brother: “Where is your brother? Apothecaries’ hall. My whetstone. Him, then Cranly, Mulligan’ (211.21). And to reemphasize Mulligan as Precursor, Joyce names him Malachi, Hebrew for “Herald’.

		The stream of consciousness technique begins quietly and modestly in “Telemachus’, with only the diary entries at the end of A Portrait to prepare the way. Yet there the reader discerned Stephen’s thoughts as volitionally selected, carefully edited, literarily patterned. Now the thoughts are presented as they occur to him and in context, within the frame of the experience that stimulated the thought. The first extended instance occurs when Mulligan raises the issue of Stephen’s dead mother and quotes Swinburne on the sea as “our great sweet mother’ (5.9). Stephen’s thinking is now involved with recollection, rather than the thought-response earlier to the gold points in Buck’s teeth. The narrative voice moves extremely close to Stephen’s mind when it informs us that “pain, that was not yet the pain of love, fretted his heart’ (5.31)—how close this is to Stephen’s thought process can be seen from the previous sentence, which noted that Stephen was gazing at “the fraying edge of his shiny black coat-sleeve’ (5.30), fraying providing the sound pattern for fretted. A lull in the conversation then allows him the freedom to recall a dream he has had of his dead mother; the literary allusion has given it shape. From the dream recollection of the ghost, however, Stephen’s mind continues the process: the immediate image of the sea (“The ring of bay and skyline held a dull green mass of liquid’, 5.38) evokes the image of “green sluggish bile’ (5.40) which his mother vomited up during her illness. Thus all occasions inform against Stephen.

		From voluntary recall to involuntary association the technique progresses, from a flash reaction to a developed series of responses. Having a mirror held up to his face causes momentary introspection: “As he and others see me. Who chose this face for me? This dogsbody to rid of vermin. It asks me too’ (6.28). As in the previous instance, Stephen’s myopia (he has broken his glasses again)1  causes him to see first only the immediate environment, the frayed cuff, before he looks beyond. The cracked mirror presents only its imperfection  at first, described by the close narrative voice as “hair on end” (6.28), until Stephen glances behind the crack to his own reflection, upon which he then reflects. Buck had already addressed Stephen as ‘poor dogsbody’ (6.2), an epithet that Stephen accepts for himself, and his use of Robert Burns’s ‘as others see us’ from ‘To a Louse’ makes that dogsbody vermin-ridden. The killing of lice in Stephen’s clothing had occurred in the last chapter of A Portrait, while the image of a dead dog prepares the reader for the dog’s body on the strand in ‘Proteus’.

		Joyce’s rather sparing use of stream of consciousness in ‘Telema- chus’ indicates that unlike such predecessors as Edouard Dujardin and Dorothy Richardson, Joyce viewed it as a technique and not as a genre or as a factor governing the overall style of his novel. In Les Lauriers sont coupes and Pilgrimage, inner monologue controls the dramatic material of the entire work: all experiences stem directly from Daniel Prince’s mind as they are being perceived, or are narrated from Miriam Henderson’s immediate point of view as they are happening. Joyce chose to play off a still dominant narrative voice, whose inflections could vary with character and situation, against the infrequent but significant instances in which the thoughts of his characters intruded. Nor was he unaware of the poetic possibilities of the technique (which for Dujardin, imbued with the principles of Symbolist poetry, was its greatest asset), and on occasion Stephen has his flights of poetic fancy, particularly in nostalgic recollection. Dujardin’s slight novel begins with Prince’s invocation of scene and mood (here in the Stuart Gilbert translation):

		Evening light of sunset, air far away, deep skies; a ferment of crowds, noises, shadows; spaces stretched out endlessly; a listless evening.

		And, from the chaos of appearance, in this time of all times, this place of places, amid the illusions of things self-begotten and self-conceived, one among others, one like the others yet distinct from them, the same and yet one more, from the infinity of possible lives, I arise. So time and place come to a point; it is the Now and Here, this hour that is striking, and all around me life; the time and place, an April evening, Paris; an evening of bright sunset, a monotone of sound, white houses, foliage of shadows; a soft evening growing softer, and the joy of being oneself, of going one’s way; streets, crowds and, in air far aloft, outstretched, the sky; Paris is singing all around me, and languorously composes in the mist of apprehended shapes a setting for my thought.2 

		As depth psychology (the other end of the spectrum from poetry in the range of possibilities for the technique of interior monologue) this is totally unrevealing; its emphasis is in its poetic aura. Since Joyce was so forceful in crediting Dujardin as the source of his use of the technique (presumably having bought Les Lauriers from a railway kiosk in the early spring of 1903 in Paris), perhaps some vestige of Dujardin’s poetic purpose can be seen in “Proteus’, the chapter in which Stephen’s interior monologue dominates almost to the exclusion of narrated action, when Stephen recalls the Paris he had known:

		Paris rawly waking, crude sunlight on her lemon streets. Moist pith of farls of bread, the froggreen wormwood, her matin incense, court the air. Belluomo rises from the bed of his wife’s lover’s wife, the kerchiefed housewife is astir, a saucer of acetic acid in her hands. In Rodot’s Yvonne and Madeleine newmake their tumbled beauties, shattering with gold teeth chaussons of pastry, their mouths yellowed with the pus of flan breton. Faces of Paris men go by, their wellpleased pleasers, curled conquistadores. (42.27)

		If this is Dujardin, it is Dujardin run through the garden and into the troughs of Zolaism. Joyce’s choice of naturalistic detail and his ironic determination transform the Paris “impression’ from poetic lyricism to dramatic irony. (Nor does one need the novel to create poetry out of a Paris sunscape; E. E. Cummings was doing so in verse in the early 1920s: “Paris; this April sunset completely utters/ utters serenely silently a cathedral/ before whose upward lean magnificent face/ the streets turn young with rain’.)

		If Dorothy Richardson, innocent of Dujardin and poetry, intended deep psychological insight in her Pilgrimage, the secret is safe with her in the grave. Her own claims are more modest: she seeks to present an inner life, and a decidedly feminine one, which permits only a single kind of truth, however limited by its individuality. The technique as it evolved permitted only the perspective of an involved narrator and her occasionally spontaneous—and therefore disconnected—thoughts:

		 Late at night, seated wide awake opposite her sleeping companion, rushing towards the German city, she began to think.

		It was a fool’s errand. … To undertake to go to the German school and teach … to be going there … with nothing to give. The moment would come when there would be a class sitting round a table … at the old school, full of scornful girls. … How was English taught? How did you begin? English grammar … in German? Her heart beat in her throat.3 

		In its basic honesty Dorothy Richardson’s technique is convincing as Miriam’s self-revelation, but it continually compounds the prosaic fallacy: it dies as literary art, long before Miriam ever comes to life as anything other than a subjective character constantly accusing herself and constantly apologizing for herself. By contrast, Stephen Dedalus emerges as a multiple enigmatic as he attempts to understand aspects of himself. In one of the few long sections of stream of consciousness in ‘Telemachus’, Stephen reacts internally to Haines’s casually delivered remark that history is somehow to blame for the centuries of unfair treatment suffered by the Irish. Stephen’s reaction is oblique but psychologically valid in terms of his defensiveness, his silence and cunning, his shoring up against the ruins:

		The proud potent titles clanged over Stephen’s memory the triumph of their brazen bells: et unam sanctam catholicam et apostolicam ecclesiam: the slow growth and change of rite and dogma like his own rare thoughts, a chemistry of stars. Symbol of the apostles in the mass for pope Marcellus, the voices blended, singing alone loud in affirmation: and behind their chant the vigilant angel of the church militant disarmed and menaced her heresiarchs. A horde of heresies fleeing with mitres awry: Photius and the brood of mockers of whom Mulligan was one, and Anus, warring his life long upon the consubstantiality of the Son with the Father, and Valentine, spurning Christ’s terrene body, and the subtle African heresi- arch Sabellius who held that the Father was Himself His own Son. Words Mulligan had spoken a moment since in mockery to the stranger. Idle mockery. The void awaits surely all them that weave the wind: a menace, a disarming and a worsting from those embattled angels of the church, Michael’s host, who defend her ever in the hour of conflict with their lances and their shields.

		Hear, hear. Prolonged applause. Zut! Nom de Dieu! (20.41)

		 Haines’s silly piece of oversimplification (“It seems history is to blame’, 20.40) produces in Stephen a complicated series of waves as response. His Irish Catholicism, which has withstood centuries of such English simplicity, suggests itself in its most complex forms, and his subtle mind is capable of expressing those complexities. Church history teaches the triumph over secular and disruptive forces that have for centuries challenged orthodoxy, but proud though Stephen may still be about such supremacy, he cannot help but ally himself with the brilliant heretics. Not the mockers, Mulligan’s ancestors, but the intellectually obsessed sceptics. Glorying in the heritage of both the defenders of the faith and the sincere detractors, Stephen allows himself to be carried away with secret pride, until his sense of irony deflates his rhetorical overenthusiasm. Haines, not for a second privy to Stephen’s thoughts, blithely continues his inane apology: ‘Of course I’m a Britisher, Haines’ voice said, and I feel as one’ (21.19).

		Even at this level of complexity the Joycean stream of consciousness in this first chapter allows for further variations. One of the most complex treatments in ‘Telemachus’ appears early in the chapter when Mulligan is still attempting to conciliate Stephen and enlist him in the campaign to Hellenize Ireland. The arm he has placed around Stephen has met with a cold response, as we gather from Stephen’s mental comparison of Buck with the previous betrayer, and as we can also gather from Mulligan’s blunt question: ‘Why don’t you trust me more? What have you up your nose against me?’ (7.16). He is even willing to turn against Haines, if Stephen requests it, and suggests, ‘I’ll bring down Seymour and we’ll give him a ragging worse than they gave Clive Kempthorpe’ (7.18). What follows is once again recollection, almost a small vignette out of the past:

		Young shouts of moneyed voices in Clive Kempthorpe’s rooms. Palefaces: they hold their ribs with laughter, one clasping another. O, I shall expire! Break the news to her gently, Aubrey! I shall die! With slit ribbons of his shirt whipping the air he hops and hobbles round the table, with trousers down at heels, chased by Ades of Magdalen with the tailor’s shears. A scared calf’s face gilded with marmalade. I don’t want to be debagged! Don’t you play the giddy ox with me!

		Shouts from the open window startling evening in the quadrangle. A deaf gardener, aproned, masked with Matthew Arnold’s face, pushes his mower on the sombre lawn watching narrowly the dancing motes of grasshalms.

		To ourselves … new paganism … omphalos. (7.21)

		As flashback this scene is deceptive: the locale is obviously Oxford, the mind is Stephen’s. But Stephen has never been to Oxford and therefore cannot be dredging up this incident from first-hand memory. At best this is second hand, inspired by Mulligan’s earlier assertion in attempting to flatter Stephen, “You know, Dedalus, you have the real Oxford männer’ (4.19). Stephen has either heard of the famous ragging from Mulligan and is basing his re-creation of it on such anecdotes or he is hypothesizing the events from his own imagination. The first possibility is the more likely, especially when we see the skill with which Stephen can “imagine’ the visit to the Gouldings (in “Proteus’) based on past experiences.

		In the Oxford vignette Stephen has placed himself both within and beyond the action. The first paragraph transmits directly from the events within the room, the ragging itself, accompanied by the comments of the participants and the cries of the victim. The second paragraph locates the narrative voice at the window looking outward and viewing the calm, natural surroundings (the gardener deaf to the violent sounds from the room, concerned only with the grass). By contrast Stephen has made a definite choice: he opts for the serenity without rather than the “shouts of moneyed voices’ within to which he, too, would prefer to be deaf. The scene has played itself out in his imagination in response to Mulligan’s offer to “rag’ Haines. Stephen is averse to violence, even the presumably good- natured hazing that Buck suggests. His conclusion, then, is to reject any such move against Haines, and he relents completely: “Let him stay. … There’s nothing wrong with him except at night’ (7.34). His quarrel is in fact with Mulligan and not with Haines, as the key words that end the monologue indicate. Any cabal that involves him with Mulligan is dangerous: the exclusiveness of their own private Sinn Fein, the suspect sexual entente between them, the mystic rites that join them in conspiracy against everyone else, including Haines. By creating the Oxford scene in his mind Stephen makes his conscious choice: the enemy is Mulligan.

		Inherent in the stream of consciousness technique is the looseness of free association; and, parallel with the emergence of the interior monologue, Joyce developed the symbolic structure of his  novel. Animal imagery gives the “Telemachus* chapter its organic unity and paves the way for the augmentation of one of the major motifs of Ulysses, Buck’s nickname and the description of his face as “equine in its length’ (3.16) are some of the earliest indications, but the cluster of animal images comes into focus with the Mulligan comment recalled by Stephen, “O, it’s only Dedalus whose mother is beastly dead’ (8.19). The dead beast forms one facet of the motif, as suggested in Stephen as dogsbody, and in its association with him and the drowned man expected to be washed ashore that day in “Bullock harbour’ (21.25), an avatar of Icarus who flew and fell. The Stephen who saw himself as the hawklike man in A Portrait had the previous night dreamed of flight (“Last night I flew. Easily flew. Men wondered’, 217.32), recalling the dream at the steps of the Library soon after remembering his mythological self: “Fabulous artificer, the hawklike man. You flew. Whereto? Newhaven-Dieppe, steerage passenger. Paris and back. Lapwing. Icarus. Pater, ait, Seabedabbled, fallen, weltering. Lapwing you are. Lapwing he’ (210.35).

		The dead animal is also echoed in the black panther of Haines’s nightmare, the panther that he attempted to shoot in his dream. A. M. Klein’s identification of the black panther with Christ4  makes the crowned Stephen a Christian sacrificial animal as well, and the target of Mulligan’s Ballad of Joking Jesus (“my father’s a bird’, 19.4), but even more specifically in the third of Mulligan’s stanzas:

		Goodbye, now, goodbye. Write down all I said And tell Tom, Dick and Harry I rose from the dead. What’s bred in the bone cannot fail me to fly And Olivet’s breezy … Goodbye, now, goodbye.

		(19-16)

		And not only is the dead dog on the strand in “Proteus’ an aspect of Stephen as the dead god (the god/dog reversal), but so is the “crowned’ bather who emerges from the water at the end of “Telemachus’: his “garland of grey hair’ (22.5) is repeated toward the very end when we learn that he is a priest. Stephen’s decision not to return to Mulligan’s tower is directly linked with his appearance:

		 The priest’s grey nimbus in a niche where he dressed discreetly.

		I will not sleep here tonight. Home also I cannot go. (23.19)

		It is Haines, the Englishman who has nightmares and blames history for Ireland’s woes (causing Stephen to decide that “History … is a nightmare from which I am trying to awake’, 34.22), who is actually from Oxford, but Mulligan has insisted that Stephen has the true Oxford manner, and in the Library Stephen acknowledges for himself the “manner of Oxenford’ (217.39). 1° anticipation of Stephen as “bullockbefriending bard’ (36.2), bearing Mr Deasy’s letter on hoof-and-mouth disease, the Ox-cattle-cow-bull motif becomes the strongest of the animal images in “Telemachus’, centring in particular in the imagined Oxford scene with Clive Kempthorpe: Haines is called “the oxy chap’ (7.8); Clive has a scared calf’s face when he cries out, “Don’t you play the giddy ox with me!’ (Clive as sacrificial calf is but a parody of Stephen, the “Bous Stephanoume- nos, Bous Stephaneforos’ of A Portrait,) The confrontation with the milkwoman in the middle section of the chapter, however, reinforces the political reverberation of the motif, since she is imagined by Stephen among her “dewsilky cattle’ personifying Ireland: “Silk of the kine and poor old woman, names given her in old times’ (14.2). The identification is especially irksome to Stephen because the old milkwoman seems to ignore him and respect Mulligan and Haines: “A wandering crone, lowly form of an immortal serving her conqueror and her gay betrayer’ (14.3).

		The Homeric parallels that become major corollaries in the Bloom sections of the novel are still relatively dormant in “Telema- chus’. The essential purpose of the parallels here is to introduce the Joycean Telemachus himself, the disinherited Stephen of 16 June 1904. Having once escaped Dublin in voluntary exile, Stephen has been pulled back by the news of his mother near death, and now maintains himself precariously in Sandycove, in a Martello tower, perched on the edge of the Irish mainland, jutting into the sea. Even Haines notices the resemblance to Elsinore: ‘That beetles o'er his base into the sea, isn’t it?’ (18.25). Stephen’s position is made even more precarious by his quarrel with Mulligan and discomfort with Mulligan’s guest, and he resolves to leave and not return. Although Stephen has paid the rent for the tower, he surrenders the key to Buck, having already resigned himself to being dispossessed: “He wants that key. It is mine, I paid the rent. Now I eat his salt bread.

		 Give him the key too. All. He will ask for it. That was in his eyes’ (20.19). Mulligan is fulfilling his Homeric role as Antinous, the chief suitor, usurping Telemachus’s kingdom and offending him by making his futile impotence so obvious, except that in Ulysses the Joycean Telemachus insists on being dispossessed.

		That Stephen-Telemachus is in search of a father has become a critical commonplace. Yet there is little evidence in the first chapter of any such quest. Only the intimation of a Hamlet theory concocted by Stephen ‘proves by algebra that Hamlet’s grandson is Shakespeare’s grandfather and that he himself is the ghost of his own father’ (18.10). When Haines, who is somewhat dense and has been conditioned by his reading in Celtic folklore to expect almost anything from the Irish, takes the ‘he himself’ literally to mean Stephen, Mulligan laughs, ‘O, shade of Kinch the elder! Japhet in search of a father!’ (18.17). By now three allusions are operative, father-son relationships from the classics and the Bible: Odysseus-Telemachus, King Hamlet-Prince Hamlet, Noah-Japhet. This heavy accumulation of literary and biblical underpinning is mockingly undercut by a more local allusion, Captain Frederick Marryat’s novel of 1836, Japhet in Search of a Father, where the heroic quest is reduced to a sentimental papa-hunt. When Stephen proclaims to himself the determination to cede the Martello tower to its squatter-usurper, he adds, ‘Home also I cannot go’, a rejection of his consubstantial father, Simon Dedalus. The psychological quest implied in ‘Telemachus’ must therefore exist on a level concomitant with Hamlet-Telemachus- Japhet, rather than on the mundane level depicted in the Marryat novel.

		Although Stephen has willingly and even contemptuously chosen exile for himself, he nonetheless smarts under the pain of being disinherited. In the tower at Sandycove he lives precariously on the edge, endangered, like Hamlet, by a variety of factors (Joyce’s allusive method often suggests more than it states, and the full speech from which Haines extracted the descriptive phrase contains the full complex):

		What if it tempt you toward the flood, my lord, Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff That beetles o’er his base into the sea, And there assume some other horrible form, Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason

		 And draw you into madness? think of it. The very place puts toys of desperation, Without more motive, into every brain That looks so many fathoms to the sea And hears it roar beneath,

		(Liv. 69ff)

		Instead of the loyal Horatio warning against the danger at the outer edge of the ramparts, Mulligan plays the perverse tempter. He calls Stephen up to the summit of the tower, which his ‘Omphalos’ designation links with the maternal umbilical cord, and points Stephen toward the menacing sea: ‘Isn’t the sea what Algy calls it: a grey sweet mother? The snotgreen sea. The scrotumtightening sea. Epi oinopa ponton. … She is our great sweet mother. … Our mighty mother. … But a lovely mummer. … Kinch, the loveliest mummer of them all’ (5.5-27). By hypnotic repetition Buck lures the sleepy, displeased Stephen toward the precipice, meanwhile introducing the recollection that Stephen had refused to kneel at his dying mother’s bedside. The mother-sea as a china bowl of green mass of vomit freezes Stephen at the edge, even though the dream-ghost of the dead Mrs Dedalus reappears before him.

		When Mulligan leaves the summit and descends, Stephen is alone for the first time, and the incipient danger grows progressively greater as he gazes out to sea with his myopic eyes. The narrative voice now moves very close to the protagonist, and at first the sea is calm (‘Stephen stood at his post, gazing over the calm sea towards the headland’, 9.5). But the ‘toys of desperation’ move in to take possession of him: ‘Sea and headland now grew dim. Pulses were beating in his eyes, veiling their sight, and he felt the fever of his cheeks’ (9.6). Only Mulligan’s voice calling him to breakfast and distraining him from brooding breaks the spell, but his use of the word ‘brooding’ (9.19) sets off a new wave of recollections, the Yeats song that he had sung for her during her illness. Perhaps the lyrical power of the song has its soothing effect, for the immediate reaction is tranquil and distancing, and the sea is viewed in its benign beauty:

		Woodshadows floated silently by through the morning peace from the stairhead seaward where he gazed. Inshore and farther out the mirror of water whitened, spurned by lightshod hurrying feet. White breast of the dim sea. The twining stresses, two by two. A hand plucking the harpstrings merging their twining chords. Wavewhite wedded words shimmering on the dim tide. (9.25)

		 Nowhere else in “Telemachus’ have narrative voice and stream of consciousness been so indelibly blended. Here the psychological response to a given stimulus finds its most poetic wording within Stephen’s imaginative mind.

		The spell is shattered by a cloud effacing the sun, and bitter reality returns. The bay is now in shadow, a “deeper green” (9.33), and Stephen regains the horrid image that had previously evoked his mother’s spirit. The sea is once again a “bowl of bitter waters’ (9.33) and the same song that had soothed him in sunlight now brings forth harsh reality in shadow. Gradually his mind moves from painful thoughts to pleasant memories of the live Mrs Dedalus: “Folded away in the memory of nature with her toys’ (10.10); but soon “memories beset his brooding brain’ (10.10) and the recollections contain both pleasant and unpleasant aspects of that past life. Mulligan has left his shaving bowl behind on the parapet and its presence, even within Stephen’s limited peripheral vision, plays its part in the materials of his memories. The “bowl of bitter waters’ had already intruded; now he remembers “her glass of water from the kitchen tap when she had approached the sacrament’ (10.11) and soon he is once again enveloped by the dream of her decayed body and cemetery odours and the words of the prayer for the dead. His violent reaction brings him close to the dreadful summit:

		Ghoul! Chewer of corpses!

		No mother. Let me be and let me live. (10.2 5)

		When Mulligan for a second time calls him to breakfast, Stephen is saved from the spectre. How close he came to being deprived of reason can be seen from his reaction: “Stephen, still trembling at his soul’s cry, heard warm running sunlight and in the air behind him friendly words’ (10.30). Mulligan, the gay betrayer and offender and usurper, is a welcome relief from the menace of tempting flood, and Stephen descends gladly into the interior of his tower, but not before he notices Buck’s shaving bowl: “The nickel shavingbowl shone, forgotten, on the parapet. Why should I bring it down? Or leave it there all day, forgotten friendship’ (11.16). Now, in the new sunlight, it recalls the “boat of incense’ (11.21) that he had carried at Clongowes, and in this pleasanter but ambiguous light Stephen brings it down with him.

		Stephen, interred in the “gloomy livingroom’ (11.24), appears  to be the prisoner of the tower, and Mulligan, officiating in his ecclesiastical dressinggown, to be his jailor. Stephen is nevertheless the keeper of the keys and the bringer of light, and it is he who will find egress from captivity; his is the exile’s volition, and although he resents being evicted by his tenants, he knows that he has the freedom of choice. The key that he surrenders to Buck is the key that can get Mulligan only into the cell.

		In the gloom of that cell the conqueror Haines is without identity, not quite a person. He is only a vague shadow and a disembodied voice until the light comes into the room. Even later, out in the open air, Haines fades to become a voice that Stephen hears breaking into his thoughts (“Of course I’m a Britisher, Haines’ voice said’, 21.19). The narrative voice, here again immediate to Stephen, denies Haines his physical identity, as Stephen attempts to shut him out of his consciousness. But once Stephen is again out in the open air in the third part of the triptych, he is no freer than in the first part: there Mulligan had commanded the menacing seas about him and now Haines is in command. Although Stephen locks up the tower and pockets the key, he soon finds himself a drab figure between the two bright personages of Mulligan and Haines: ‘In the bright silent instant Stephen saw his own image in cheap dusty mourning between their gay attires’ (18.27). Haines chirps on about Hamlet (as an Englishman he can feel smugly comfortable with Shakespeare within the English literary tradition: ‘It’s a wonderful tale’, he says of it). In a momentary aside Stephen recognizes the Conqueror for what he is: ‘Eyes, pale as the sea the wind had freshened, paler, firm and prudent. The seas’ ruler, he gazed southward over the bay’ (18.32). As the spokesman for ‘Rule, Britannia’, Haines can assume that the sea is his domain, and just as Mulligan had threatened Stephen with the sea as mother (and by extension Mother Ireland), Haines can reduce him to insignificance by personifying the sea as Stephen’s political master. Stephen accepts a cigarette from Haines’s silver case, and hours later will recall the servitude he displayed before him: ‘We feel in England. Penitent thief. Gone. I smoked his baccy. Green twinkling stone. An emerald set in the ring of the sea’ (186.34)—the green stone in Haines’s case echoes John of Gaunt’s paean to England, which usurps Ireland’s claim to be the Emerald Isle. And when the trio approach the sea, Mulligan plunges in for his swim, Haines sits and smokes, waiting to digest his breakfast, and hydrophobe Stephen, who has assiduously avoided a bath for eight months, walks away toward his schoolhouse in Dalkey.

		It is the sea that dominates this Martello-Tower-and-Environs chapter of Ulysses as the symbol of Stephen’s disinheritance. As a maternal image it unites with the ignorant and servile milkwoman to deny Stephen his Ireland (an Ireland that he must for his own sense of integrity reject, for which he cannot kneel in prayer at the hour of her dying). In its political guise it belongs to the insensitive Sassenach Haines, who can patronize the Celts and smile at Stephen as ‘wild Irish’ (23.11). Stephen’s epigram of two masters, ‘I am the servant of two masters … an English and an Italian’ (20.27), linked Mother Church and Great Britain personified as Queen Victoria when Stephen mused, ‘A crazy queen, old and jealous. Kneel down before me’ (20.30). And Mulligan’s mummer presented the menace of still another sea, the Icarian in which Icarus had drowned, while his fellow conspiracy with Stephen to Hellenize Ireland suggests the danger of Greek love. Stephen permits himself to return Mulligan’s bowl, seeing himself then as the bearer of the bowl of incense at Clongowes Wood: ‘I am another now and yet the same. A servant too. A server of a servant (11.22). When he dismisses Mulligan as a catamite, Stephen indicates his suspicions, especially since the word is derived from Ganymede, the cupbearer. The sullen Stephen of the ‘Telemachus’ episode escapes the imprisoning tower, flees from Mulligan and Haines, abjures the sea, and makes his way back from the edge of the precipice eventually to Dublin, the process depicted in ‘Proteus’. Spiritually disinherited, he temporarily returns to the source of his discontent, where a new aspect of the paralytic entrapment will become apparent during the course of the Odyssey proper and the Nostos, and a fresh necessity to fly by the nets, once he has killed the king and the priest in his mind (589.28).

		 Telemachus doesn’t thank Nestor [note for the Eumaeus Chapter, BM Add. MS 49975]

		
			1 See ‘Circe’, 560.2, and David Hayman, Ulysses: the Mechanics of Meaning, Englewood Cliffs, N.J., 1970, p. 19.

			2 Edouard Dujardin, We'll to the Woods No More, tr. Stuart Gilbert, Norfolk, Conn., 1938, pp. 5-6.

			3 Dorothy Richardson, Pilgrimage, New York, 1967, p. 29.

			4 A. M. Klein, ‘The Black Panther, A Study in Technique’, Accent, X (Summer 1950), 139-155.

		

	
		
			NESTOR

		

		E. L. Epstein

		The “art’ of ‘Nestor’, according to Joyce’s table of organization, is history.1  In this chapter, Stephen teaches history, as well as literature and mathematics, to a class in a private school, and discusses a number of subjects, some of them historical, with the headmaster of the school while drawing his pay. History, indeed, is much discussed in ‘Nestor’, and many later passages in Ulysses depend for their interpretation upon an understanding of the chapter.

		Joyce, despite his apparent coolness toward spectacular historical events, lived in dramatic times. Ulysses was begun during the First World War (the ‘Nestor’ chapter was written in Locarno in November to December 1917) and the first sections of Finnegans Wake, the Roderick O’Conor and the St Kevin sections in particular, were written during that period of the Irish Civil War when a Rory O'Connor could be sentenced to death by a Kevin O'Higgins.2  The ‘Nestor’ chapter provides essential material for the understanding of Joyce’s matured concept of the flow of time interpreted in general human terms.

		In Book III of the Odyssey, Telemachus consults with Nestor. Telemachus initially feels his youth as a handicap in speaking to a man of Nestor’s rank and experience, but eventually with Athene’s aid he makes a good impression. The impression Nestor makes on Telemachus is more difficult to determine. Telemachus refers to him to his face in polite terms as “great glory of the Achaeans’, and “one who above all men knows judgments and wisdom’. Later, in Book XVII, Telemachus declares that Nestor “was diligent to entreat me lovingly, as a father might his son’. As Joyce notes, however, Telemachus never thanks Nestor for his information, which is, indeed, not very helpful to him. (In Book IV Telemachus praises Menelaus, whose information is more to the point than Nestor’s.) After his return from Menelaus, in Book XV, Telemachus politely evades Nestor’s hospitality, asking Nestor’s son Peisistratus to leave him on the beach lest “that old man keep me in his house in my despite, out of his eager kindness’. Telemachus does this despite his promise to Menelaus to “salute in [Menelaus’s] name Nestor, the shepherd of the people’. For some reason Telemachus has changed his mind and broken his promise to Menelaus. A cynical modern might suspect that Telemachus finds Nestor tedious.

		Nestor appears as a Bronze-Age Polonius in many nineteenth- and twentieth-century burlesques, among them the works of Daumier, Offenbach, and John Erskine; the author of the latest of these burlesques of history, Richard Armour, says of Nestor that he “knows almost everything except when to stop talking’.3  Homer may not have meant this to be the reader’s impression of Nestor: in Bronze-Age conditions, it must have been sufficiently rare for a valiant man to live to a great age; consider Achilles. However, Homer’s treatment of Nestor is certainly ambiguous enough to allow the cynical interpretation some validity.

		Joyce, as if to imitate Homer’s famous objectivity, leaves his and Stephen’s opinion of Mr Deasy in doubt for a while, as the chapter opens. There is a hint of disapproval in the adjective “illdyed’ applied to Mr Deasy’s hair, but it is probably not to be taken as such; more likely, it is a metaphorical description of Mr Deasy’s old blond brindle rather than a hint at cosmetic alteration. Other mildly pejorative epithets applied to him in the early pages refer to his fussy pace across the football field, his habit of talking without listening, and his “old man’s voice’, all on page 29, but these are not Stephen’s comments about him; these are auctonal assertions.

		Soon, however, Stephen begins to move against Mr Deasy in his mind. He forces himself to ‘answer something’ to Mr Deasy’s flat wisdom (30.17) and sardonically identifies the source of Mr Deasy’s advice from Shakespeare to ‘put but money in thy purse’ as Iago. It is an open question whether Stephen’s response, ‘Good man, good man’, to Mr Deasy’s declaration that an Englishman’s financial independence is his proudest boast (30.40) is completely ironic, or is, rather, a surprised acknowledgment of Mr Deasy’s unexpected penetration into the English character. Stephen seems impressed enough by Mr Deasy’s statement to recover it from his memory and develop it in his Shakespeare lecture in the library (204.30ff). Stephen refuses, however, to accept Mr Deasy’s Orange view of history, conjures up mocking pictures in his mind of Mr Deasy’s ancestor riding to Dublin on a patriotic mission (31.37), snubs his anti-Semitism (34.17) to no effect, and finally baffles him into slack-jawed wonder, at which Stephen asks himself, ‘Is this old wisdom?’ (34.20) Stephen sees there is nothing of wisdom to be gained from Mr Deasy, or from teaching: ‘And here what will you learn more?’ (35.14) The ‘lions couchant’ on the pillars of the gate, ‘toothless terrors’, are symbolic to him of Mr Deasy since they bring Mr Deasy into his mind (‘Still I will help him in his fight’, 36.1-2). Stephen’s resentment at Mr Deasy’s old foolishness is revealed in his reaction to Mr Deasy’s chase after him with his silly joke: ‘Running after me. No more letters, I hope’ (36.5). Finally, Joyce leaves the reader with the vision of the old man coughing and laughing and dancing, with the sun casting rewards on his ‘wise shoulders’, a pathetic, golden figure of fun (36.21).

		Later in the book the tone becomes much less respectful toward him; the reader and Stephen discover the reason for Mr Deasy’s fierceness toward difficult wives in his own fierce wife, ‘the bloodiest old tartar God ever made’, who threw soup in a waiter’s face (132. 23). Finally, Mr Deasy appears as the old clown he is in Stephen’s hallucination in the ‘Circe’ chapter, coming in dead last on ‘the favourite’, a broken-winded dark yellow or orange nag,4  Cock of the North, with gaiters like Deasy’s, stumbling on the rocky road to Dublin. Mr Deasy firmly reiterates his ancestor’s motto, Ter vias rectos’, which may contain a rectal pun,5  but his wife-battered personality shows up in ‘his nailscraped face’ and the Irish stew that ‘leopards all over him’ in mockery of the sun’s coins dancing on his shoulders; evidently his wife did not confine her violent food-throwing demonstrations to waiters (573.26). Since this hallucination is Stephen’s and not the narrator’s we must conclude that Stephen ends with contempt for Mr Deasy. Joyce is, in sum, less polite than Homer, who merely hints through Telemachus that Nestor’s speech is at best time-consuming.

		What does Stephen expect from Mr Deasy? What is Mr Deasy’s place in the structure of Ulysses? He does not simply represent a past that Stephen despises. Stephen does not despise the past; he feels a strong need for knowledge about his city and his country. In the ‘Aeolus’ chapter, Stephen says gravely to himself, ‘Dublin. I have much, much to learn’ (144.30) and in the Scribble- dehobble notebook, under ‘Aeolus’, Joyce has written ‘Mark, learn, and inwardly digest’, perhaps as a description of Stephen’s attitude.6  It was the past of Dublin that Stephen perceived in that metempsy- chotic moment in A Portrait when he saw the ghost of the Dublin of the Danes peer out through the vestments of the present (AP, 167, 168-169). No, Stephen by no means despises the past. Yet he does despise Mr Deasy. Something more than a guardian of the past must be symbolized by him.

		We are all in the debt of Professor Adams, who, in Surface and Symbol, so carefully checks Mr Deasy’s historical facts and finds them to be, as we suspected, a string of egregious blunders.7  This inaccuracy, combined with the debilitation of old age, immediately suggests a parallel to Mr Deasy in another work of Joyce and provides a clue to his meaning.

		The Four Old Men in Finnegans Wake combine triviality, inaccuracy, garrulity, and the deficiencies of age in a manner more exaggerated than appears in the figure of Mr Deasy, but otherwise quite similar. In addition to these characteristics, they share Mr Deasy’s interest in money—he lectures Stephen on the benefits of thrift, even showing him his little machine for coins; he has money cowries on his desk, and at the end of the chapter the sun throws coins on his shoulders in reward for his defence of “the light’. The traditional avarice of old age is also present in the Four Old Men. In Book I, chapter 6, of the Wake, their attempt to ring a harmonious chime for Ireland ends in a dreadful jangle of upper partials through which a savage wrangle over money can be clearly discerned —‘pay name muy feepence, moy nay non Aequalllllllll’ (FW, 141.4—7) The Leinster oldster mentions “the mills’ money he’ll soon be leaving you’ (FW, 140.28-29); at the end of the Tristan chapter, the Ulster oldster opens his love-song to Issy with the mention of £999,000,000 in the Bank of Ulster (FW, 398.32-33), and the Leinster- man mentions as his greatest claim to her attention his ability to beg coppers for her (FW, 399.18-19). It would seem, therefore, that the Four Old Men represent a generalization of Garrett Deasy’s characteristic traits of avarice and historical triviality. With this as a clue, it is possible to see what Deasy means in Ulysses. Like the Four Old Men, the Nestor-figure stands for history in its most trivial aspects, as an academic subject based upon the falsifying memory of the past, an avaricious gathering in of trifles, entirely missing the essence of the life of man through purblind probing into non-essentials.

		Deasy, therefore, represents a general view of the life of man which is inadequate for Stephen and, one may say, for Joyce. With this in mind, the reader finds the sections of the Nestor chapter beginning to fall into place.

		The chapter opens in medias res with Stephen inefficiently presiding over a history lesson. He does no more than test the students’ memories, both in the history lesson and later in the recitation of Lycidas. History as a function of memory is subject to decay, as in the case of Mr Deasy; Stephen begins to ruminate about  other views of history. As Cochrane’s memory fails him Stephen realizes the futility of Nestor-history based on memory and advances Blake’s view of history to himself:

		Fabled by the daughters of memory. And yet it was in some way if not as memory fabled it. A phrase, then, of impatience, thud of Blake’s wings of excess. (24.7)

		Pyrrhus’s famous statement is a historical fact, and yet to Stephen it seems more than a product of memory; it bears a different significance. Blake preaches excess or impatience—he declares that the road of excess leads to the palace of wisdom, that the tigers of wrath are wiser than the horses of instruction, that it should be enough! or too much! and that the cistern contains, the fountain overflows, all in “The Proverbs of Hell’ and all counselling imprudence in the search for wisdom. Stephen modifies Blake’s ‘excess’ to ‘impatience’; ‘impatience’ or ‘excess’ leads to a true knowledge of the life of man. Mr Deasy’s God who deliberately manifests himself at the end of history, and to whom the memory-facts of history lead inexorably, is too stodgy for Stephen or for Blake. Blake says, in his notes on ‘A Vision of the Last Judgment’,8  that the last judgment is not fable or allegory (with which Joyce seems to classify Nestor-history) but rather ‘Vision’, a fact graspable only by the ‘daughters of Inspiration’, not by the ‘daughters of Memory’. Pyrrhus’s statement is to Stephen such a visionary fact, its significance not entirely graspable by the daughters of his Memory (even a ‘glorious, pious and immortal memory’, 31.23). God to Stephen, therefore, is not the final term in a process each step of which is retroactively graspable by memory, but rather a ‘shout in the street’, some totally unexpected and unforeseeable manifestation. The phrase of Pyrrhus causes a sudden moment of vision in Stephen, an image of the Last Day:

		I hear the ruin of all space, shattered glass and toppling masonry, and time one livid final flame. (24.9)

		(The resemblance of this vision to a scene of the First World War, a building hit by artillery bombardment, is probably due to the date of composition.) This vision recurs at the climax of Ulysses, the striking at the light in ‘Circe’, where it signalizes the end of the world for Stephen as a son, and the beginning of his world as a father (583.4)® Joyce provides a gloss for this section in his essay on James Clarence Mangan:

		Poetry, even when apparently most fantastic, is always a revolt against artifice, a revolt, in a sense, against actuality. It speaks of what seems fantastic and unreal to those who have lost the simple intuitions which are the test of reality; and, as it is often found at war with its age, so it makes no account of history, which is fabled by the daughters of memory, but sets store by every time less than the pulsation of an artery, the time by which its intuitions start forth, holding it equal in its period and value to six thousand years. No doubt they are only men of letters who insist on the succession of the ages, and history or the denial of reality, for they are two names for one thing, may be said to be that which deceives the whole world. (CW, 81)

		"History’ is the “art’ of the “Nestor’ chapter; Joyce’s concern is to make it seem a false art, “the denial of reality’. Mr Deasy represents this false art; like the Four Old Men, he insists on the “succession of the ages’ to the manifestation of God. (Later, John Eglinton, another limited pedant, insists that “the ages succeed one another’, 206.30.)

		Stephen muses on this vision of history and tries to reject it. Less emotionally secure than Joyce at the time of the Mangan essay (1902), he fears history as a nightmare from which he is trying to awake (34.22-23); he finds it difficult to override the facts of his life, and sees himself as a helpless victim of Mr Deasy’s history, moving like a football team to a goal:

		Again: a goal. I am among them, among their battling bodies in a medley, the joust of life. You mean that knockkneed mother’s darling who seems to be slightly crawsick? Jousts. Time shocked rebounds, shock by shock. Jousts, slush and uproar of battles, the frozen deathspew of the slain, a shout of spear spikes baited with men’s bloodied guts. (32.31)

		The barely disguised World War I imagery—bayonets, grenade blasts, mud, trench warfare—conceals a characteristic act of Stephen and of Joyce, the hypostatization of a process into an image. Static or detemporalized reality is the province of the artist: he catches the timeless moments in the flow of time, and, like a geometer, traces “the curve of an emotion’ through these points, in a style that robs the expression of these timeless moments of the natural kinesis of

		®See E. L. Epstein, The Ordeal of Stephen Dedalus, Carbondale, Ill., 1971, Chapter 3.

		 language.9  The ‘deathspew’ of the slain is ‘frozen’; the frenzied activity of the battlefield is concentrated into a synaesthetic ‘shout’ of spear points ‘baited’ with entrails. (The adjective ‘frozen’ modifying ‘deathspew’ and the adjectival clause modifying ‘spear spikes’ both turn upon the frozen verbal activity of past participles, ‘frozen’ and ‘baited’.) The violence of the battle of life is frozen, as with an instant snapshot, into an image, a fragment of reality shorter in time than the pulsation of an artery, a vision of the artist. While Stephen is demonstrating the true static or hypostatic way to apprehend human history to himself, the incarnation of feeble old kinetic fable-history is fumbling with his writing-machine on an important question of cattle disease.

		Mr Deasy’s anti-Semitism is not merely a surface character-trait of this silly old man; it is an integral part of the symbolic structure of the chapter and of the book. Deasy represents history as memory, as fact-by-fact plodding toward the inevitable manifestation of God, with the earthly rewards of thrift or avarice thrown in as temporal rewards for prudence. Vico declared that the Jews as the people of God are not subject to the cycles of history,10  and Stephen seems to allude to this in his passage on page 34, remembering the Jewish stockbrokers in Paris. Stephen sees in their ‘full slow eyes’ that they are playing a part, that the mercantile disguise covers a timeless people. That is, among other reasons, why he counters Mr Deasy’s assertions with his own.

		Other symbolic elements tie up with this aspect of the Jews as the people of visionary history. Stephen feels a strong affinity between his ‘darkness’ and ‘mummery’ and that of the Jews and of the Moors, to whom the Jews are linked (‘Averroes and Moses Maimonides’):

		Across the page the symbols moved in grave morrice, in the mummery of their letters, wearing quaint caps of squares and cubes. Give hands, traverse, bow to partner: so: imps of fancy of the Moors. Gone too from the world, Averroes and Moses Maimonides, dark men in mien and movement, flashing in their mocking mirrors the obscure soul of the world, a darkness shining in brightness which brightness could not comprehend. (28.11)

		The “brightness’ is that of Stephen’s enemies—Garrett Deasy, the pet of the sun, Buck Mulligan, “tripping and sunny like the buck himself’ (4.5), with his light un tonsured hair, grained and hued like pale oak’, his glistening gold and white teeth (3.17, 28), and his anti-Semitism, Haines with his pale eyes (18.32) and his antiSemitism, Privates Carr and Compton with their “blond copper polls’ (430.35), John Eglinton’s “rufous’ hair (184.31), Richard Best’s brightness and lightness (186.2, 191.22)—all the major enemies of Stephen glow with light or are otherwise marked with paleness and lightness. Stephen himself feels a great affinity for darkness; he has felt it ever since the early chapters of A Portrait. Now it separates him from the sunny day-heroes with their day-philosophies:

		… in my mind’s darkness a sloth of the underworld, reluctant, shy of brightness, shifting her dragon scaly folds. (26.1)

		"You find my words dark. Darkness is in our souls, do you not think?’ (48.31) Stephen worries about the darkness that seems to be so congenial to him, but he cannot embrace the forces of the sun. Eventually, when driven to it, he smashes at the light (literally) when he feels that God is forcing him to submit, in the “Circe’ chapter.11 

		All of this is foreshadowed by Stephen’s defence of the Jews, the “dark’ people in the “Nestor’ chapter; they bear the prophetic vision of history that the bright ones cannot comprehend; they bear the prophetic moment of illumination that the externally illumined ones lack. “They sinned against the light’ says Mr Deasy, and Stephen asks “Who has not?’ which puzzles the old son of light considerably (34.3, 17). That Ireland never “let in’ the Jews is historically inaccurate; but as evidence of the triviality of the Irish historical imagination, and a symbol of its grave limitations, it could hardly be better. Mr Deasy represents the Ireland into which he has not admitted fruitful visionary darkness, and is therefore a tedious empty old man, a Nestor of much less worth than the stately Homeric original.

		 Like Stephen, Joyce was an eager student of his time, of his place. In the Scribbledehobble notebook, under “Nestor’, Joyce asserts the importance of the understanding of geographical place and historical time for the understanding of human history—“nature develops the spirit in place, history in time’.12  In his essay “Ireland, Island of Saints and Sages’, Joyce again asserts the importance of tíme and place, and the overriding importance of a visionary grasp of these dimensions:

		Nationality (if it really is not a convenient fiction like so many others to which the scalpels of present-day scientists have given the coup-de-grace) must find its reason for being rooted in something that surpasses and transcends and informs changing things like blood and the human word. The mystic theologian who assumed the pseudonym of Dionysius, the pseudo-Areopagite, says somewhere, “God has disposed the limits of nations according to his angels’, and this probably is not a purely mystical concept. Do we not see that in Ireland the Danes, the Firbolgs, the Milesians from Spain, the Norman invaders, and the Anglo-Saxon settlers have united to form a new entity, one might say under the influence of a local deity? (CW, 166)

		It is useless for Mr Deasy’s historical imagination to examine Irish history; he will never see anything but alien invasions. It takes Joyce’s mystic nationalism to touch the heart of the development of the Irish nature in space and time. In Finnegans Wake Joyce follows this programme in great detail—the Dane Earwicker, the Norman Persse O’Reilly, the Anglo-Saxon Mr Porter, and the primitive Irishman Tim Finnegan all merge into Ireland, “under the influence of a local deity’, Finn MacCool. The Wake is the proof that Deasy is wrong and Dedalus is right.

		It is in the Wake that Nestor-history is finally revealed as futile. In Book III, chapter 3, the Four Old Men hold an inquiry on (literally) fallen Man. Fallen Yawn contains all the past of Ireland and of the world within him, but all the Four Old Men can do is to ask feeble questions to which they receive doubtful and evasive answers. Occasionally they get much more than they bargain for: at one point all the anguish of Irish history bursts out at them, raw and flaming, like a stream of lava accidentally released by careless miners (FW, 499-501). The screams of terror of Irish peasants run down and slaughtered by Cromwell and the yeomen, the terrible sincerity of Swift’s, Parnell’s, Tristan’s cries from beyond the grave that they were true and betrayed, the call to Patrick from the people of Ireland and the cry of his heart in response, all of these seem to be random noise to the four worthless old pedants, and they tune it out, anxious only to get the bare facts. When, despite them, the truth about fallen, sinning, tremendously creative Man begins to emerge, they sink back astonished with cries of ‘Hoke!’ (FW, 552) at the revelations of visionary history. Just so does Mr Deasy retreat baffled before history not of his making, before the darkness shining in brightness.

		The theme of the ‘Nestor’ chapter, then, is the problem of the proper way to regard the stream of human history. Although Joyce resolves the question in Stephen’s favour, this does not mean that Stephen is entirely triumphant in the chapter. At base, he is correct about history, but he suffers intensely from the emotional confusion brought on him by his own ‘history*, the circumstances of his mother’s death and of his anomalous position in Dublin. Poor, lousy, with hollow teeth and borrowed clothes, his pretensions to be the lord of his land seem fantastic. Yet, this is the only sense in which Buck can be an ‘usurper’—if Stephen, like Hamlet, is a disinherited prince.

		His ‘history* attacks him savagely and continuously. Stephen’s heart is not in his teaching. He is abstracted and distant to the boys; he only asks them for the bare facts and for the bare words of Lycidas, while he spends his time in bitter musings. His riddle contains an indirect reference to his plight—the fox burying his grandmother under a hollybush ‘probably … killed her’, as Stephen later admits (559.12). Also, oddly enough, he is jealous of his pupils, rich, little middle-class boys, with a wealth of sexual experience that Stephen envies:

		Yes. They knew: had never learned nor ever been innocent. All. With envy he watched their faces. Edith, Ethel, Gerty, Lily. Their likes: their breaths, too, sweetened with tea and jam, their bracelets tittering in the struggle. (24.42)

		Stephen’s sexual problem is both physical and spiritual. As a mature twenty-two-year-old male he desires a sexual connexion which is more than that with a prostitute; spiritually, woman to him is still the girl on the beach in A Portrait, an angel from the courts of life, a symbol of the earthly reality to which he has sacrificed the security and peace of the priestly life. Now he has neither security nor the possession of femininity. In the ‘Proteus’ chapter this theme surfaces once more:

		She trusts me, her hand gentle, the longlashed eyes. … The virgin at Hodges Figgis’ window on Monday. … Touch me. Soft eyes. Soft soft soft hand. I am lonely here. O, touch me soon, now. What is that word known to all men? I am quiet here alone. Sad too. Touch, touch me. (48.35)

		In its most anguished form the question emerges again at a dreadful moment, when Stephen is confronting his mother’s ghost with horror:

		STEPHEN

		(Eagerly.) Tell me the word, mother, if you know now. The word known to all men. (581.5)

		He is asking his mother from beyond the grave for aid in his sexual quest, in the quest for the symbol of the physical world which he is to transform into art.

		Therefore, although the day is still young in the ‘Nestor’ chapter, Stephen’s problems are well developed, and await only his drunkenness and further demoralization to attack him again.

		In the ‘Nestor’ chapter Stephen exhibits the emotional pattern that has characterized him from the earliest chapters of the Portrait: deep down, at bottom, he has never changed—he clings to his vision of himself as the artist-god, destined from the first to transform his ‘anmal matter’ Ireland (FW, 294.F5), which ‘belongs’ to him, into imperishable art. His apprehension of his subject matter is aided by his idea of history as visionary and graspable only by timeless moments of vision. On the surface, however, he is dreadfully disturbed by the emotional currents set up by the attack of his environment on his vocation, and by his human confusions. Stephen’s surface confusions of purpose provide a rich source of irony for Joyce, but, as in A Portrait, the essential elements of the artist’s soul guide its development irresistibly through the dangerous currents of history seen as a stream of surface events. All of Ulysses is, in a sense, devoted to allowing Stephen’s basic certitude to rise to the surface, through the roiled waves of emotion, to allow the artist to triumph, in however unclear a sense, over his unruly subject matter, to assert his command over visionary history and the flux of time.

		 The deathless Egyptian Proteus, who knew the depths of every sea.

		Odyssey, IV, 385-386.
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			2 Ellmann, p. 801. Ellmann quotes Walton Litz as putting the composition of King Roderick O'Conor after 20 March 1923, and St Kevin in July-August 1923. However, the idea for the Wczfce occurred to Joyce in 1922, during his stay at Nice, 17 October-12 November (Ellmann, p. 728). After July 1922, the Irish began their civil war; on 12 August 1922, Arthur Griffith died and the fratricidal war began, reaching a climax with the ambush of Michael Collins (22 August 1922) and the execution of Rory O'Connor (captured 30 June, executed 8 December 1922).
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			4 An ‘isabelle nag’ is primarily of the colour called jaune d’Isabeau, named after a valiant woman who refused to change her underwear until a siege was lifted; the underclothes eventually came out jaune d’Isabeau.
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			PROTEUS

		

		J. Mitchell Morse

		Protein. … 1868. [… f. Gr. πρωτάος, primary, prime (so named as a fundamental material of the bodies of animals and plants). …] Chem. Any one of a class of organic compounds, consisting of carbon, hydrogen, oxygen, and nitrogen, with a little sulphur, in more or less unstable combination.

		OED

		Some colloids consist of well-defined molecules, with constant molecular weight and definite molecular shape, permitting them to be piled in a crystalline array. Crystalline proteins include egg albumin (MW 43000) and hemoglobin (MW 68000).

		Linus Pauling, General Chemistry, Third Edition, W. H. Freeman and Company, San Francisco, 1970, p. 294. © 1970.

		The proteiform graph itself is a polyhedron of scripture.

		FW, 107.08.

		The essential thing about the ever-living Proteus is that he doesn’t imitate fire, water, animals, etc., but is and by turns manifests himself as fire, water, animals, etc. He is all nature, potent, latent; through changing forms he manifests the rolling heaving neverchanging everchanging all. His name signifies Primal or Elemental; before the Greeks knew him, the Egyptians had called him Ketos—Whale or Sea Monster; in Greece he became a partly human and on occasion intelligible sort of Leviathan or Behemoth. In Paradise the elect will doubtless digest and assimilate him along with those mere monsters; at that eternal beatific feast, not of reason but of illumination, all monstrous incomprehensible absurdities will be comprehended at last; meanwhile, Proteus is hard to approach and harder still to grasp; he can be forced to answer specific questions, but never volunteers a corollary; and he yields the truth only after having exhausted all appearances.

		Being a reluctant prophet (like Jonah, who, having no conscious prophet motive, preferred to sleep, but whose ineluctable gift forced him to go to the bottom of the sea and into ‘the belly of Hell’), Proteus comes ashore at high noon, the time of greatest light, not to prophesy but to sleep, surrounded by a protective herd of stinking seals: ‘bitter is the scent they breathe of the deeps of the salt sea’.

		Mortals therefore approach Proteus only when they are strongly constrained to. But the supremely great artists are as strongly constrained as Menelaus, who lay in ambush for Proteus among the seals although their ‘deadly stench’ distressed him sore, and as Jonah, who to his horror came to know something of the beast from the inside. Driven by conscious choice of will or by an unconscious tendency, the purposeful man, the artist, the prophet, is neither put off nor absorbed by the beast; he must on the one hand become identified with the beast, mere nature, the universe, the unconscious, the indifferent all-embracing all; but on the other hand he must recover from and renounce that identity; keeping his intelligible human purpose in view, he must assert and maintain his singularity, his separateness, his critical consciousness of the experience, in effect to lose the experience itself; and in order to do his work he is constrained to experience the beast more fully than most men do.

		I believe that in the ‘Proteus’ chapter of Ulysses Joyce shows us Stephen Dedalus beginning to realize that if he is ever to be a serious artist rather than an arty dilettante he must experience the beast. Hitherto he has been trying to avoid the experience.

		Consider the differences between his twilight walk on Dollymount Strand in A Portrait and his noonday walk on Sandymount Strand in Ulysses. His interview with the director of Belvedere College is to his walk on Dollymount as his interview with Mr Deasy is to his walk on Sandymount. On Dollymount, having rejected the fading twilight promise of institutionalized spiritual power, he embraces without reserve the equally delusive promise of an equally conventional, mechanical, and perfunctory though uninstitutional ized spirituality—romanticism. He doesn’t realize that its day too is sunken and that it too is moribund in moribund gestures. On Sandymount, having rejected Mr Deasy’s confident noonday selfinterest as a way of life, but having consented to join him in a disinterested effort to restore their country’s vitality, he seeks in vain a way of expressing, with direction, force, and effect, his own formless, undirected, and ineffectual vitality. He is beginning to want to know the deathless Proteus by holding fast to all his changing manifestations. He seeks fluid, wavelike forms that will express immutable laws through infinite mutations, the clarity of eternal forms through their opaque but ineluctable modalities. In this chapter he doesn’t succeed. Stephen Dedalus never succeeds. Only Joyce will succeed. The chapter, written by Joyce and brilliantly successful, shows us Stephen still in the dark amid the blaze of Joyce’s noon.

		After his interview with the director of Belvedere in Chapter IV of A Portrait, Stephen looks toward “Findlater’s church’—a Presbyterian church, due ultimately to the Cromwellian invasion, built by a rich wholesale grocer—and sees a quartet of young men stepping along to the music of a concertina, very much like the quintet of young men in “After the Race’, one of whom, the son of a rich butcher, was being exploited by the others, and whose song, “Cadet Roussel’, was about a rich young man who drank and gambled his estate away and reduced himself to beggary. Both are manifestations of the beast Stephen is reluctant to grapple with. The next manifestation Stephen sees is a wooden Virgin Mary in a faded shrine in a slum; then by association he thinks of a dimwitted man digging in a slum vegetable garden; finally, in his own slum house, he finds his brothers and sisters sitting around a messy kitchen table, singing with their living voices a song that, as art, was dead when it was written but whose continued existence is a fact of life. Whatever these various figures may symbolize for Joyce, Stephen shrinks and withdraws from the disorder and misery they unsym- bolically represent, even while telling himself that he prefers them to the ordered progression of duties and rewards represented by the director. As yet he has no notion that such images can become the materials of his art; he is still the dilettante who ten years earlier had ignored the tram, the steaming horses, the driver, the conductor, and even the girl beside him, and by way of expressing his love had written her a poem that “told only of the night and the balmy breeze and the maiden lustre of the moon’, without ‘all those elements which he deemed common and insignificant’ (AP, 70). He still rejects such elements—the “uncouth [i.e., unknown] faces’ and ill-fitting clothes of the Christian Brothers, his contemporaries whose parents are too poor to send them to Jesuit schools (AP, 71, 165—166). His new poem for the girl is a villanelle (AP, 222-224). He still dreams of himself as a poet writing in dainty mediaeval modes and living the picturesque raffishness of Robert Louis Stevenson’s Villon or Rimbaud’s “Ma Bohème’. His romantic tendency is strongly confirmed by a sudden vocation as he watches the birdlike girl on Dollymount Strand. His incipient naturalistic tendency is overwhelmed by an adolescent mysticism personified in the girl: Dedalus’s chosen artistic medium, unlike Joyce’s, is a stale poetic prose like that of Oscar Wilde’s fairy tales:

		Her bosom was as a bird’s, soft and slight, slight and soft as the breast of some darkplumaged dove. But her long fair hair was girlish: and girlish, and touched with the wonder of mortal beauty, her face. (AP, 171)

		But the sun is setting, the light of romanticism is dying, as at the end of “Araby’ and as in Finnegans Wake, 472.22: “Thy now pallid light lucerne we ne’er may see again’.

		In the next chapter of A Portrait, walking through mud flats and industrial and commercial streets, Stephen escapes into fatuous dreamy memories of literature: “the girls and women of Gerhart Hauptmann’ with “their pale sorrows …; the cloistral silverveined prose of Newman …; the dark humour [i.e., the dainty-sweet melancholy] of Guido Cavalcanti …; the spirit of Ibsen …, a spirit of wayward boyish beauty; and … the dainty songs of the Elizabethans’, notably of Ben Jonson (AP, 176). By means of such reveries he puts out of his mind “his father’s whistle, his mother’s mutterings, the screech of an unseen maniac’ (AP, 175). He thinks of his friend Cranly’s common speech and of the shop signs in the street as “heaps of dead language’ (AP, 178). He has far to go before he will realize that they are the stuff of life, the hard material of art, and that his own preference for Wilde’s easy inversions is a preference for dead language. Throughout the rest of the novel he continues to reject with scorn the living language all around him and to compose his own thoughts in an ideal, idle, dead language that is easy enough to handle because it enables us to ignore the hard question, Just what do you mean, in terms of fact, action, consequences? Be specific’. His conclusion is a burst of meaningless adolescent rhetoric:

		Away! Away!

		The spell of arms and voices: the white arms of roads, their promise of close embraces. … Welcome, O life! (AP, 253)

		This is meaningless because Stephen has never welcomed life or willingly encountered the reality of experience or eaten its fried bread with any gust or even with any detached interest. This is of course understandable; nevertheless he is in fact running away from the only life he knows and cutting himself off from the only experience he knows. At the end of Ulysses, having quit his job, declined the offer of another, broken with all his friends, relatives, and acquaintances, and rejected Bloom and Bloomism, he is about to run away again. For an artist of Joyce’s temperament in Joyce’s early circumstances, flight and the sacrifices it entailed were undoubtedly necessary; but in order for Stephen Dedalus to grow into James Joyce he had to turn and grasp the beast: the concrete, the specific, the consequential, the dog that may very well bite. In “Proteus’ we see Stephen sorting out some of the elements that will be involved in a complex decision whose complexity he is only beginning to suspect.

		He reproaches himself briefly for having been distracted by lust (40.19-26), but recovers quickly in the next line; he reproaches himself at length, repeatedly and without any effective reply, as a confessor might reproach a dull-witted sinner, for having distracted himself with dreams of intellectual vanity (40.28-40, 41.28-39, 42.7-14), the whole business of dressing and acting the romantic part of a famous writer or at least of a young man who has been to Paris and speaks French. By association he recalls his Paris conversations with Kevin and Patrice Egan, and the futility, as it seems to him, of political action (41.14-27, 42.37-44.10). He thinks Kevin Egan wants to get him involved in the Fenian cause (43.9). Whether Stephen thinks of Aristotle or Arthur Griffith or Hamlet or the midwives or the drowned man or the dog, it is always in relation to himself: “Lui, c’est moi (41.38). He misses the point of his own test of the solipsist theory (37.32): though the world was there all the time without him, he has not learned to see it except as a reflexion of himself or an influence on himself or a threat to himself. He listens not to the waves of the sea but to the “fourworded wavespeech’ of his own sibilant urine (49.29), and sees in the writhing seaweeds only a metaphor, involving the pathetic fallacy, of his own discouragement (49.36). Joyce is the one who sees the lacefringe of the tide (46.13) without self-indulgence, as something to be observed and described. Joyce is the writer here; Stephen is still looking at himself in mirrors (40.29-30).

		The big change in this chapter is one that has already taken place, outside the book: from the solipsistic Stephen, who cannot see others except in relation to himself, to the amused though sympathetic Joyce, who observes Stephen as well as his other creatures with a high degree of detachment. But the chapter is full of other changes, which are of its essence: not only the well-known ones of the dog and the waves, but many that are chiefly matters of literary play. Joyce, who consciously plays the role of godlike creator all through the book, is in this chapter a playful Proteus. We have it on the very best authority that Leviathan is not only strong but also comely, joyful, fearless, proud, and playful (Job, 41:12, 22, 33, 34; Psalms, 104:26). Let us recall Joyce’s reply to Frank Budgen’s amazed question about the word “almosting’: “That’s all in the Protean character of the thing. Everything changes: land, water, dog, time of day. Parts of speech change too. Adverb becomes verb’.1  In the same way the mediaeval Italian pronoun color (coloro) (37.8) becomes the modern English noun colour.

		The game begins immediately, with the opening phrase: “Ineluctable modality of the visible’ (37.1). A pleasant phrase: it calls the tongue, palate, and lips trippingly into play; it appeals to us oral types who care for words; its prancing syllables, which might be used as a test for the influence of alcohol, require of us a certain physical precision and seem to involve a corresponding intellectual precision: they seem to promise a precise meaning—but that is a delusion. What we have here, in fact, is a general formula, which can represent equally well Plato’s doctrine that we are imprisoned in the phenomenal world, a world that affords us at best only crude approximations of reality, and Berkeley’s commonsensical doctrine that the external world is the real world, there being no evidence of any underlying abstract substance, whether of formless matter or of immaterial form. But the sentence that has begun so vaguely becomes precise in its concluding phrase, ‘thought through my eyes’ (37.2). This is Aristotelian, and Berkeleyan. In its respect for the concrete and particular it foreshadows the method of ‘The Parable of the Plums’ in ‘Aeolus’, that parody of the Dubliners stories. That is to say, it hints the future metamorphosis of Stephen Dedalus into James Joyce.

		But in this Protean chapter Stephen’s thought changes direction in the very next sentence, ‘Signatures of all things I am here to read, …’ (37.2), which alludes to the mystic Jakob Boehme. The phrase ‘coloured signs’ (a Berkeleyan idea, though I don’t find it put in just these words) leads Stephen to a phrase of Aristotle’s, which occurs in the first treatise of the Parva naturalia, ‘On Sense and Sensible Objects’, 439a: ‘It is the nature of light to exist in a limitless transparency; but it is obvious that there must be some limit to the transparence in bodies, and it is plain from the facts that this limit is actually colour; for colour either has its existence in the limit or else is the limit itself’.2  Stephen’s word adiaphane (37.9), which I suppose means ‘opacity’, doesn’t occur in Aristotle’s text. A few lines later Stephen seems to change its meaning to ‘darkness’, which in the Loeb Classics translation signifies Aristotle’s skotos: ‘You are walking through it howsomever. … I am getting on nicely in the dark. … the black adiaphane’ (37.12, 17, 29). The formula ‘A very short space of time through very short times of space’ (37.13), whose meaning, if any, escapes me, is a perfect example of slippery, rippling, reciprocal form, looping back through itself like the infinity sign. Counting his steps in time through space, in space through time, Stephen thinks of the sequence (nacheinander) and the simultaneity (nebeneinander) of events, incidentally changing adverbs into nouns without bothering to capitalize their initial letters (37.14, 17). Having discussed what I think is the significance of these terms in ‘Karl Gutzkow and the Novel of Simultaneity’,3  I shall not repeat the discussion here. In the next few lines Stephen’s walking stick is changed into a sword, his legs into Buck Mulligan’s legs, the word nebeneinander into solid ground under his feet, Blake’s Los into Plato’s demiurge, and Sandymount Strand into Blake’s way out of time into eternity, where the nebeneinander and the nacheinander are one. The sea shells, having been used in ancient times as money, remind Stephen of Mr Deasy, whose table bears a mortar containing a collection of shells, including “money’ shells (29.36-40), and by an unstated transition he moves from the prints of horses on Mr Deasy’s walls to some verses about Madeline the mare, whose trochees he calls iambs and by arbitrarily deleting a syllable turns into iambs (37.26—27). Immediately afterwards he indicates that he has been testing, or pretends to have been testing, the popular misconception that Berkeley’s esse est percipi denies the reality of the external world— a misconception that changes Berkeley’s actual doctrine beyond recognition (37.28-32). Stephen’s later statement to the effect that Berkeley took the veil of the temple out of his shovel hat (48.25-27) indicates that he has finally succeeded in understanding Berkeley. That is a major change, whose importance can hardly be overestimated, even though Stephen is not helped by his new understanding. There is clear evidence in this chapter that Joyce knew at least An Essay Towards a New Theory of Vision (Dublin, 1709), The Theory of Vision, or, Visual Language (London, 1733), and the third and fourth dialogues of Alciphron; and it seems likely that he knew A Treatise Concerning the Principles of Human Knowledge and the vindicatory Three Dialogues of Hylas and Philonous. His view of the popular misconception is indicated by the episode “Pad- drock and bookley chat’, (FW, 611.2-613.14), in which Berkeley might as well be speaking pidgin English for all Saint Patrick understands.4  The conciliatory conclusion of the philosophical heliots (sic)—“Yet is no body present here which was not there before. Only is order othered. Nought is nulled. Fuitfiat!”—implying that Berkeley’s esse est percipi merely reverses Locke’s nihil est in intel- lectu quod non antea fuerit in sensu—is pure nonsense, implying that Joyce thought few people would ever understand Berkeley.

		At the beginning of “Proteus’ Stephen seems to reject Berkeley; but the Berkeley he seems to reject is something the real Berkeley never was, a solipsist. If anyone inclines toward solipsism it is Stephen, who for a moment, thinking of himself as Hamlet, pretends that the tidal flat (44.10-11) is a cliff beetling over the sea (37.16)—thus not only changing the altitude but also changing Sandymount to Elsinore.

		Thus, in less than a page, Protean Stephen, not knowing who he is or where he is going, has identified himself with Aristotle, Boehme, Hamlet, Blake, perhaps Lessing, perhaps Gutzkow, and an upside-down Berkeley; the language of his thought changes momentarily into Greek, Italian, and German, and he wilfully changes parts of speech and patterns of rhythm into other parts and other patterns. The whole chapter is a chapter of such changes.

		The sentence, “Bald he was and a millionaire, maestro di color che sanno” (37.8), obviously refers to Aristotle. But it doesn’t correspond to any of the ancient testimony we have. Diogenes Laertius, not a witness himself but a compiler of stories, reports conflicts and contradictions wherever he finds them; he lets stand uncontradicted the story that Aristotle ‘dressed his hair carefully’, and with one exception every bust or larger statue of Aristotle that I have seen shows him with a full head of hair. The purported will that Diogenes Laertius records, though certainly that of a well-to-do-man, is hardly that of a millionaire. Ancient testimony, written or sculpted, is of course dubious: the same story is told of different men, conflicting stories are told of the same man, different versions of the same story differ in important details, etc.; but in this case I have found no written testimony at all that Stephen could have had in mind. I therefore suggest that the sentence ‘Bald he was and a millionaire’ refers not to the master of those who know but to another philosopher. The phrase ‘coloured signs’ (37.4) suggests Berkeley, who said that the eye doesn’t see—the retina doesn’t receive—objects themselves, but only the light reflected from or emanating from them, ‘in all its modes and colours’, so that to say we see an object is to confuse the sign with the thing signified;5  and since Berkeley in Alciphron, Third Dialogue, Section 13, objects to Shaftesbury’s ethics on the same grounds as to Aristotle’s, and since moreover Shaftesbury was bald and a millionaire, I think we have here a rapid fluid Protean change involving all three philosophers. We should not overlook the possibility that Stephen was thinking metaphorically, to the effect that Aristotle, though bald in style, was rich in thought; but neither of these possibilities precludes the other.

		The plural Frauenzimmer (37.35), which originally meant ladies’, now means ‘wenches’, ‘bitches’, ‘drabs’, ‘sluts’, ‘slovens’; none of the three German dictionaries I have consulted says it means or ever has meant ‘midwives’; as for the ‘shelving shore’ (37.35), Skeat in his Etymological Dictionary says, ‘We speak of a shelving shore, i.e. a shallow or sloping shore, where the water’s depth increases gradually’. Thus the midwives, ‘coming down to our mighty mother’ (37.37), are presumably returning the ‘misbirth’ (37.42) to the mother, reversing their function.

		The earthly Adam, ‘made, not begotten’ (38.10), according to the Cabbala was made by the uncreated heavenly Adam Kadmon, himself a metamorphosis of God. Stephen blends them into one, identifies himself with them, and changes the act of copulation that produced him into a manifestation of the lex eterna, the divine substance in which Father and Son are consubstantial. Since he thinks of himself as the unique Saviour, he cannot bring himself to think the word ‘contransubstantiality’, which involves the heresy that the Father and the Holy Ghost also are changed into bread and wine (38.10-21), a heresy that Arius combatted by embracing the heresy that they are not consubstantial. In finding the word unthinkable, Stephen becomes identified with Arius; at the same time, he insists on the consubstantiality of all men.

		There are many transubstantiations in this chapter. Stephen’s Uncle Richie Goulding—a pretender, who calls the firm of Collis and Ward, for which he works, ‘Goulding, Collis and Ward’ (88.23) —is transubstantiated into one of Gilbert and Sullivan’s gondoliers, who both turn out after all to be what they seem; and Stephen himself imagines that if he visits Uncle Richie he will be taken for a bill collector (38.39, 39.1). The phrase ‘coign of vantage’ (38.39) suggests that Uncle Richie’s house is Macbeth’s castle, and the members of his family birds. This too seems farfetched to me: it implies that Uncle Richie is Macbeth, and it violates the law of parsimony by overlooking the simpler explanation that Stephen is full of such tags. But Joyce’s effects were often deliberately farfetched. And also facile, as in Uncle Richie’s humorous transmogrification of a nondescript or perhaps nonexistent chair into ‘our Chippendale chai? (39.22), the transmogrification of Uncle Richie himself into Verdi’s Ferrando (a minor character in an opera even sillier than The Gondoliers about changelings and compound errors of identity), and Stephen’s simultaneous changing of Ferrando’s ‘AlVertal’ into a warning to himself that Uncle Richie (We have nothing in the house but backache pills’) may try to touch him for a quid (39.25-27). So that we can be even more farfetched and say that Stephen’s conclusion, ‘Beauty is not there’ (39.35), being a rationalization of his real reason for not going there, is also a Protean change. In the same way we can say that Stephen’s warning to himself, ‘By the way go easy with that money like a good young imbecile’ (38.26), is first hinted in ‘Go easy. Bald he was and a millionaire’ (37.6), Stephen both identifying himself and contrasting himself with Shaftesbury.

		Wielding Ockham’s razor as judiciously as our nature allows, we cut our way through the thickets of fantasticality as well as we can. Each of us, as a good Aristotelian, has doubtless compiled a catalogue more or less raisonné of more or less plausible transformations. Almost every line yields at least one; let us make a selection that will point in one direction. Such plausibility as most of the following transformations have will depend of course on the fact that they take place in Stephen’s mind, not in the outer world.

		Transformations of Stephen

		In the following pages Stephen becomes, among other things, a basilisk: a monster hatched from a rooster’s egg by a snake (40.
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