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M, CHUNEBY, BOMCET T HEICH B EN AL CEE 2 R 3 ol
MR IR D LD IT -1t TH D, UMDY a4 A0 R MECYFE T 5
ok, [HE18) (A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man) OFARA T4 —
> (Stephen Dedalus) OEHETH 5,

When the soul of a man is born in this country there are nets flung
at it to hold it back from flight. You talk to me of nationality, language,
religion. 1 shall try to fly by those nets. (A Portrait of the Artist as a

Young Man, P. 203)
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FANF L FEOVIFRBOMAOH 5 BICEBL 2K & LTI 92700
B, FTENRLATOAN MY o 705 ORIIPETH 5T, 40 [FEH] &0
3 GO S DRI A 2R S ITIME OIMR Y a4 A0s 5 T, Mlb &9
ETHDODVROFBECHI 254 TLND [FE) BB -1, WHIERL T3
i 20 [l 2RKDBROUMEThH 728 B0A 5D, MCEEREAT [JuE]
R 0D, RECEENSHED L OEBRZRY v a4 TRENSHER
B5x1:#34 Y2 (Henrik Ibsen) Th iz, KBTS N7 40V 72 ROA
BN HEROFREKIOP THOERR Y 34 A0 - 2Bk, TE8] OERTH
B [AFA4—%r .7 m—] (Stephen Hero) DOH®A 7+ il 20 TOEED
LB L EMTE D, COERIE. 1900F 1 B20EILA 72 T A RADE
W#H Tr I <AL (Drama and Life) & MBS {1232 L T 7o University
College OAF B A AT O BEE THF L 2B, RI|LTLEEDL o Bl E %
TIREREOMIZITONIZEH ThH - 12,

——You think my theory of art ia a false one?

—— It is certainly not the theory of art which is respected ir this college.
—— I agree with that, said Stephen.

—— On the contrary, it represents the sum-total of modern unrest and
modern freethinking. The authors you quote as examples, those you seem
to admire . . .

—— Agquinas?

—— Not Aquinas; I have to speak of him in a moment. But Ibsen, Maeter—
linck . . . these atheistic writers . . .

—— You do not like. ..

—— 1 am surprised that any student of this college could find anything to
admire in such writers, writers who usurp the name of poet, who openly
profess their atheistic doctrines and fill the minds of their readers with all

the garbage of modern society. That is not art.

—— Ibsen is also a great poet.

—— You cannot compare Dante and Ibsen.
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—— I am not doing so.

—— Dante, the lofty upholder of beauty, the greatest of Italian poets,
and Ibsen, the writer above and beyond all others, Ibsen and Zola, who
seek to degrade their art, who pander to a corrupt taste . . .

~—— But you are comparing them !

—— No, you cannot compare them. One has a high moral aim-——he
ennobles the human race: the other degrades it.

—— The lack of a specific code of moral conventions does not degrade the

poet, in my opinion.

—— 1 mean that Ibsen’s account of modern society is as genuinely ironical
as Newman’s account of English Protestant morality and belief.
—— That may be, said the President appeased by the conjunction.

—- And as free from any missionary intention.

—— Your argument is not so conclusive as it seems, said the President

after a short pause. However I am glad to see that your attitude towards
v

your subject is so genuinely serious. At the same time you must admit that

would emanci-

this theory you have if pushed to its logical conclusion
pate the poet from all moral laws. I notice too that in your essay you
allude satirically to what you call the ‘antique’ theory——the theory, namely,
that the drama should have special ethical aims, that it should instruct,

elevate and amuse. I suppose you mean Art for Art’s sake. (Stephen Hero,

PP. 967, P.100)

PEEOLNS [ERHE a high moral aim 28>~NL, | &ETAFEEN, 74
FUERXEMLTOA A MY » 7ORANCE S NIIEROH S DNTH Y, ZoRkis
W T2 R ERL DS A7 4V 3> FOMNEHEOHR TIIAEITR
B4 72 2EBLT, vadt AFADOTRT HEMHMOEM 2 FRLUT
YA 2 NATIAN

a4 AbA T DEBEORED %13, 1900E4 BIoREINI T4 T O

(43



U] (Ibsen’s New Drama) & T 5304 T2 ORICEE-T, 21
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—WEFETTAH LY, ANUAEZH, v ad A&bhA Trr~y )

I have claimed for you yourrightful place in the history of the drama.
I have shown what, as it seemed to me, was your highest excellence —your
lofty impersonal power. Your minor claims— your satire, your technique
and orchestral harmony——these, too, I advanced. Do not think me a hero-
worshipper—— I am not so. And when 1 spoke of you in debating societies
and so forth, I enforced attention by no futile ranting.

But we always keep the dearest things to ourselves. I did not tell them
what bound me closest to you. I did not say how what I could discern
dimly of your life was my pride to see, how your battles inspired me-—not
the obvious material battles but those that were fought and won behind
your forehead, how your wilful resolution to wrest the secret from life gave
me heart and how in your absolute indifference to public canons of art,
friends and shibboleths you walked in the light of your inward heroism.

(Letters of James Joyce, PP.51-2)

COBEMDDS, 4 T2y 34 2RFSHEILDOBMTH 1o 2EBRS
ENITx %, your lofty impersonal power &5 BEZA SN A BB LE LG
[, HAVZEI, BIEEORMICE & i ElE T H P ENOIRTE T 5
19 T AMBOMIZE T AMHED, -1t 0n, FSEERRY LY at
O IEA T, HENTE T 2D & -~ ¥PRECRL IV ONTN D, & 5T
BOEHRY a4 2000 522801, TEICRALY, BHOEOSLAT
BMonTWARG, 1 Tha. 20 DEMIZEN %] & ER2BRTIDTH
%5,

ROBIZBNT, 00— (K I v E AL BIO T4 72O LU Eh
—THE R B TS, 4 T OERHEENY a Al ZAOEMERE 2 - T #
OVEFEICRBT 22 2FH U TH LD LB, 3517, BERIHBOTE, vaAR
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PLTTEDEA TR 2RECREISITNA LD, J EEbLoTr DMk
BHE) CERKNTEI NI D TH -1, MEHNFEICHD IZIREN SMBHL T
EHEZZENAETIE S & U s b, WET 2 0OFELSHCICERT 2WE
O IGE TR EE] bEET 52—, R OEREROBRS B0
12, TNEIUCERZS DRWNSEIE] Pd-1i3 T Thb, 4 7y OREOER
[B55ELD BSTrAHE] (When We Dead Wake) &, v 24 ADIE—DHi
Mol (Exiles) % & BUTHMEL TAIZN,

2
TOOFRD O B, HEEE B 5 WO EREL TRICHIET 5, (THR—EE)
(1) Indeed in the case of all Ibsen’s later work dramatic criticism, properly
so called, verges on impertinence. In every other art personality, mannerism
of touch, local sense, are held as adornments, as additional charms. But

here the artist forgoes his very self and stands a mediator in awful truth

before the veiled face of God. (The Critical Writings of J. Joyce . Drama

and Life, P.42)

(2) But whatever may be thought of the fact, there is small room for com-
plaint as to the handling of it. Ibsen treats it, as indeed he treats all things,

with large insight, artistic restraint, and sympathy. He sees it steadily and

whole, as from a great height, with perfect vision and an angelic dispassion-

ateness, with the sight of one who may look on the sun with open eyes.

Ibsen is different from The clever purveyor. (The Critical Writings of

J- Joyce: Ibsen’s New Drama, P.65)

(3) Still I think out of the dreary sameness of existence, a measure of

dramatic life may be drawn. Even the most commonplace, the deadest among

the living, may play a part in a great drama. It is a sinful foolishness to

sigh back for the good old times, to feed the hunger of us with the cold
stones they afford. Life we must accept as we see it before our eyes, men

and women as we meet them in the real world, not as we apprehend them
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in the world of faery. The great human comedy in which each has share,
gives limitless scope to the true artist, to-day as yesterday and as in years

gone. (Drama and Life, P.45)

(4) Isben’s plays do not depend for their interest on the action, or on the

incidents. Even the characters, faultlessly drawn though they be, are not

the first thing in his plays. But the naked drama—— either the perception

of a great truth, or the opening up of a great question, or. a great

conflict which is almost independent of the conflicting actors, and has

been and is of far-reaching importance

this is what primarily rivets our

attention. Ibsen has chosen the average lives in their uncompromising

truth for the groundwork of all his later plays. He has abandoned the verse

form, and has never sought to embellish his work after the conventional
. fashion. Even when his dramatic theme reached its zenith he has not sought
to trick it out in gawds or tawdriness. How easy it would have been to
have written An Enemy of the People on a speciously loftier level— to
have replaced the bowrgeois by the legitimate hero! Critics might then
have extolled as grand what they have so often condemned as banal. But
the surroundings are nothing to Ibsen. The play is the thing. (Thsen’s New
Drama, P.63)

(5) When the art of a dramatist is perfect the critic is superfluous. Life
is not to be criticized, but to be faced and lived. Again, if any plays
demand a stage they are the plays of Ibsen. Not merely is this so because
his plays have so much in common with the plays of other men that they
were not written to cumber the shelves of a library, but because they are

so packed with thought. At some chance expression the mind is tortured

with some question, and in a flash long reaches of life are opened up in

vista, yet the vision is momentary unless we stay to ponder on it. It is

just to prevent excessive pondering that Ibsen requires to be acted. (Ibsen’s

New Drama, P.67)
OMOTHIT X > TRUNENZ, TEHBRICIOT, 254 — Tl & 2 50M
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TN ERR OB O SN TI 5,
(Fig—8E4)
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,
impersonalizes itself, so to speak. The esthetic image in the dramatic form
is life purified in and rcprojected from the human imagination. The mystery
of esthetic, like that of material creation, is accomplished. The artist, like

the God of creation, remains within or behind or beyond or above his

handiwork, invisible, refined out of existence, indifferent, paring his

fingernails. (A Portrait, PP.214-5)

BUHZ@GWICH 5 DN TV A4 7o v EROBIE L LREEPOBE, & X0k
DT — T—IF % 50 L PFEOHIT, NEDERIGEN D & E-> TRMans
5, FRUEER DRI EERL TZOMRCEEL L0 E ) —FoficBETL
FH L3R EDTHD, ] —i&, vad AMEO ZWHOKD &75->T5 [HHT
(epiphany) DORHIZ D8I~ TV A, B E U THEFHED NI RFTIOBR M S 50
NBCERFERT 4~ TDORRY Y TRO X IZHRNTN S, GETRON EER
) BELesT MESRBEOHE, L EHIBET] LHA0R MBI NI, 3

By an epiphany he meant a sudden spiritual manifestation, whether in
the vulgarity of speech or of gesture or in a memorable phase of the mind
itself. He believed that it was for the man of letters to record these epiph-
anies with extreme care, seeing that they themselves are the most delicate

and evanescent of moments. (Stephen Hero, P.216)

COENBIAL ORIz a4 2ADA T2 g3 R EgRIN TS 0T
FAHUW, REOERFIZE L ST STUVWEREERZ EBLT, —BOIPEOHT
BETWL XD MR &0 ORI ABRBEOHRRGEFENZ Q3 THES
CERBEDT, ZN2HAVEEERT S L LZEWRODEDTHS, &7
BDEHREFEIEBOEESE 0D NEFHRITHERNEICA ©Y 7 27 )V 2 EROESA
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& 7Y vHE] (Dubliners)ITHWNVT, ZORBEETH Db 2HE TS,
HIBEFEDFFUCTINIC 24 2D (470 VR BE2 O - 2EE» 5,
bObsiz4 T OERZPEE DTS CENTED,

You will see for yourself that the Irish are the most spiritual race on
the face of the earth. Perhaps this may reconcile you to Dubliners. It is
not my fault that the odour of ashpits and old weeds and offal hangs round
my stories. 1 seriously believe that you will retard the course of civilization
in Ireland by preventing the Irish people from having one good look at

themselves in my nicely polished looking-glass. (Letters of J. Joyce, PP.63-4)

[a s a@REL L © TEROES 2 R © TRBHHS < 1) &0
SlcEH 74T FEEORVEUTCRBLREYORT, DHEREOSORED,
WG K T 120 5 3001 S SR DD = DU BB 2 5 TS ORERE S
HBLEWTERAENIEDTHh, Z2LUT, ZOREOSMOMBETC Z, 3G
NTTd 3 A& LIEBUCDIUDION £ LS 5 M A BEL T L Al 5, |
Eoad g, [HAME] &g O MR RO T o1,

4 P b BT ERRONIEIEE 2 3 4 A0 [0SR 25 < 5
AICOPIHER LT Ad %, (470 ifiR] mo—F MEZREOMTREH ]
(Ivy Day in Committee Room) % & B U T TAH LD,

Z QR O—EH —

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

smoked. (Dubliners, P.149)

B, 19028F108 6 B, 74 v I v FHNTEMICE 2L SH» 5 4 Y v I EBE
DOBIIFEYNT L - THEML 727¢9— 3V (Charles Stewart Parnell) 558 A TLLIAREE
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UTZHNT & H Th b, B BEEIEY PROCIELBIZOU T D THOYE]
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WL, v ¥RAL, ZOLDBAEBRPEONOEREEL, HHL, RENL, BE
7S BOEFRZRD T b,
(Fi—48)

Maja (going on imperturbably) : - and that I should travel with you,
and live abroad for the rest of my-life - and that I should enjoy myself.
Do you remember what you promised me then?

Professor Rubek (shaking his head) : No, not exactly. Well, what did
I promise?

Maja : You said that you would take me up a high mountain with

you, and show me all the glory of the world.

Professor Rubek (surprised) : Did I really promise that to you, too?

Maja (looking at him) : Me ‘too’? Who else ?

Professor Rubek (casually) : No no, I only meant ‘did I promise to
show you. ..’ -

Maja : ‘All the glory of the world.’ Yes that was what you said.
And all that glory was to be yours and mine, you said. (When We Dead
Wake, PP.229-30)

< Y RADELEL, —REDEDDTNIDDLED THAD, FOEEIIDAL-
THO2ELAT, ZL T, CNERU LI ISE , e 2 4 (R4 BIZH
A ETED DN,

Again, the devil took him to a very high mountain, and showed him
all the kingdoms of the world and the glory of them ;
and he said to him, “All these I will give you, if you will fall down

and worship me.” (Matthew 4 : 8-9)

T Y RANOHTHEEP T 4 OBEWRIFHRL LTV D CEPLHERLT, HEOM
ftia et T2k Tz, WkizBEs 55, BT, Blm:
THE] ThrEVALD,

Wy 2, o TAV—2%Es VLT, HEOHIRE X X3 EREERL
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Bl flE LT, B, vy 210 USRS, 08 1 AOBE R R T
Wizo UL, BICE-T, 20X BBELZUANALC LR, Eh buB3TE
D ORI 2 Bk L TV,

Professor Rubek (defensively) : I never did you any wrong. .. never,
Irene. Trene ! You did. You wronged me to the depths of my being.

Professor Rubek (drawing back) @ I7?

Trene . Yes, you! I showed myself, wholly and without reserve, for

you to gaze at. .. (softly) and never once did y>u touch me!

Professor Rubek (with an expressive look) ! 1 was an artist, Irene.

Irene (darkly) : That’s just it . . . that’s just it.

Professor Rubek : That was just why I could use you—you and no one
else. To me you became something hely—mnot to be touched except in
reverent thought. I was still young in those days, Irene. I was filled with
the conviction that if I touched you, or desired you sensually, my vision
would be so desecrated that I should never be able to achieve what I was
striving after. And I still think there was some truth in that.

Irene (nods with a touch of scorn) | The work of art first, and flesh

and blood second ! (When We Dead Wake, PP. 245-6)

MEEOHR ] OBD5ERT 2 & FIEHT, 4 L =212, W~y 7 ORI 2R E B
BHELTLED . ZORERI, AV —2@hh Tidnd, vy 2i2k-Th, 20
TRIE & 3 2 25 M HO N BL L, AT AREALT A LD U ichilshots, [H
EDOF] O, MCgEEER 25 L8, WEPMA L5072, &
COMRE TR 2L X8 D, HOEMEEESTIBX, Zhr0) Tl
o TWATENTERL TS, FIRFONBESLLEFITY, AMEOh»LHE
BISRT & 5 B0 LTI BROATROTR S 2 >0 INA, Z O/iRIZ, HEOZEN
ENEOMRIZE U B CORPREL 7,

ZHLTC, EHOMMERZERRCET 2B R oV 7ONE, vhEA4 L~
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3 DS 1K TS | 2R 5 SEHDEA TV 5,

Professor Rubek (serious again) @ Simply this : that all the talk about
an artist’s vocation and an artist’s mission and so on began to strike me as
empty and hollow. .. as fundamentally meaningless.

Maja © Well, what do you want instead?

Professor Rubek : Life, Maja.

Maja : Life?

Professor Rubek : Yes, isn’t life in sunshine and beauty altogether
more worth while than to go on till the end of one’s days in some damp
clammy hole, tiring oneself to death wrestling with lumps of clay and

blocks of stone? (When We Dead Wake, P. 259)

U L—TIE, HOL2104 v —2 %2700 CTHENSER 2L LN
78 SIS E N D T BB SN B '

Professor Rubek (tapping himself on the chest) ! Inside here, you
see, 1 have a little casket with a secret lock, and in that casket lies all my
vision as an artist, but when she disappeared without a trace, the lock
snapped shut. She had the key, and she took that with her. You, my dear
Maja, had no key ... and so all that is in the casket is lost to me. And
time is passing—and there’s no way for me to reach the treasure.

(When We Dead Wake, P.261)

WM M2 KD 5—T T, RENZAERLEPNS EWVD, TOZO20F
J&—7 mA4 KOS ‘Ambivalence’ (HAMMELE) —THEET 50~ v 7 OFDORFH
i, EerTREL, AV—RERDENSD, BREDERTL T, HILL TV
TEREO—H RIS D, IROAV—~F OB, <P RAOSETT b -T2l
{, BlEEM THE) 2BT8DTH D,
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Irene (looking at him, smiling almost imperceptively, whispers) : No,
go up into the high mountains. . . as high as you can go. Higher - higher,
Arnold, always higher.

Professor Rubek (eager and expectant) : Are you going up there?

Irene ! Dare you meet me again?

Professor Rubek (uncertainly, struggling with himself) : If we could~
if we only could!

Irene ! Why shouldn’t we - if we choose ? (With a beseeching look,
clasping her hands) Come, Arnold, come! Oh, come to me up there!

(When We Dead Wake, PP. 247-8)

ZADEEE, WMHITE S TEX [HIE] 2BRL Tz, ZADKHICFEAT
WIZBRIEDOBEE, EEERD T, MHUED IUTE ST, UL, Sl
BLT, ZARRRECEOIMRITIR > TLE,

~77, BOEEY SR SN THROERZRD 5 < ¥R, RIFOHEFE IV 7
ALEHTHAPERT S, BRICESTCINTOL VN v 24 v —%, ZhEy
Hiie, BRICEXDIZS < Y RAOEHORIREARIN TS 5,

Maja (heard singing triumphantly far down in the depths below) :
I am free, I am free, I am free!
No longer the prison I’1l see!
I am free as a bird, I am free!

(When We Dead Wake, P. 290)

Rubek
L UTA TR, A VWS ZABRICY A PRBL LRI ST,

Maja Irene

BIREANE, BEAH, Lo 7ef YT 2 NEOHE SH—3T 5 Ematitims s &
TAHEDTHAHH, Y Z QIR UDTOHODEM 2 B 37 h b AR
BEZCWEEELED 2 A7 o 2 20837 LA HOHOHBIZEN T A DTh 5,

vad 2D [EmE 3, BRGEIUE S FRMSELE O[T, 4 T 2ies s
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B ZEM & ALEDHROMERL B E W E DRI E VS TR ZHBE U TIZN 505, #
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DoaAAEn) NEVEBERED 12 HREL T HBET 5B EE = ambiva-

lence Tho, LW > TY F ¥ — FICERAEOMENS 4 v Ay ~varrs

AAHET P ADTFHEEI TN, Uxg M, TAVTY FHERA A~ FOMSAT
Robert Richard
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“Every bond is a bond to sorrow.” —— ({ZHU T

Richard
(Struggling with himself. ) I told you that I wished you not to do any-
thing false and secret against me - against our friendship, against her; not
to steal her from me, craftily, secretly, meanly - in the dark, in the night
- you, Robert, my friend.
Robert
I know. And it was noble of you.
Richard
(Looks up at him with a steady gaze.) No. Not noble. Ignoble.
Robert
(Makes 2n involuntary gesture.) How? Why?
Richard

(Looks away again ; in a lower voice. ) That is what I must tell you too.
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Because in the very core of my ignoble heart I longed to be betrayed by -
you and by her - in the dark, in the night - secretly, meanly, craftily.
By you, my best friend, and by her. 1 longed for that passionately and

ignobly, to be dishonoured for ever in love and in lust, to be. . .

Robert
(Bending down, places his hands over Richard’s mouth.) Enough.

Enough. (He takes his hands away.) But no. Go on.

Richard
To be for ever a shameful creature and to build up my soul again out

of the ruins of its shame. (Exiles, PP.97-8)
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The last words of Davin’s story sang in his memory and the figure of
the woman in the story stood forth reflected in other figures of the
peasant women whom he had seen standing in the doorwayé at Clane as
the college cars drove by, as 2 type of her race and of his own, a bat-like
soul waking to the consciousness of itself in darkness and secrecy and
loneliness and, through the eyes and voice and gesture of a woman without

guile, calling the stranger to her bed. (A Portrait, P. 183)
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Joyce & Ibsen —Z ) [EEMEYEHE | —

X 51T %, “Ireland is the old sow that eats her farrow.” <, ROEH

bIHL T s,

——No honourable and sincere man, said Stephen, has given up to you
his Jife and his youth and his sffections from the days of Tone to those
of Parnell, but you sold him to the enemy or failed him in need or reviled

him and left him for another. (A Portrait, PP.202-3)
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The ghost of the ‘uncrowned king’ will weigh on the hearts of those
who remember him when the new Ireland in the near future enters into
the palace ‘fimbriis aureis circumamicta varietatibus’; but it will not be a
vindictive ghost. The melancholy which invaded his mind was perhaps the
profound conviction that, in his hour of need, one of the disciples who
dipped his hand in the same bowl with him would betray him. That he
fought to the very end with this desolate certainty in mind is his greatest
claim to nobility.

In his final desperate appeal to his countrymen, he begged them rot to
throw him as a sop to the English wolves howling around them. It re-
dounds to their honour that they did not fail this appeal. They did not
throw him to the English wolves ; they tore him to pieces themselves.

(The Critical Writings of J. Joyce: The Shade of Parnell, P. 228)
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S

Ladies and gents, you are here assembled / To hear why earth
and heaven trembled / Because of the black and sinister arts / Of an
Irish writer in foreign parts. / He sent me a book ten years ago. /
1 read it a hundred times or so, / Backwards and forwards, down
and up, / Through both ends of a telescope. / I printed it all to
the very last word / But by the mercy of the Lord / The darkness
of my mind wa rent / And I saw the writer’s foul intent. /
But I owe a duty to Ireland : / I hold her honour in my hand, /
This lovely land that always sent/ Her writers and artists to
banishment / And in a spirit of Irish fun / Betrayed her own

leaders, one by omne. / ’Twas Irish humour, wet and dry, / Flung

quicklime into Parnell’s eye; /--oooooo O Ireland my first and only love /
Where Christ and Caesar are hand and glove ! (The Critical
Writings of J. Joyce! Gas from a DBurner, PP. 242-3)
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Richard
(Still gazing at her and speaking as if to an absent person.) I have
wounded my soul for you-a deep wound of doubt which can never be
healed. I can never know, never in this world. I do not wish to know
or to believe. I do not care. It is not in the darkness of belief that T desire
you. But in restless living wounding doubt. To hold you by no bonds,
even of love, to be united with you in body andsoul in utter nakedness—for
this T longed. And now I am tired for a while, Bertha, My wound tires me.
(He stretches himself out wearily along the lounge. Bertha holds his

hand, still speaking very softly.)

Bertha

Forget me, Dick. Forgct me and love me zgain as you did the first
time. I want my lover. To meet him, to go to him, to give myself to
him. You, Dick. O, my strange wild lover, come back to me again! (She
closes her eyes.) (Exiles, P. 162)
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