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James Joyce always said that there was only room for one novel
in a man’s heart (he hadn’t even begun Ulysses then) and that when
one writes more than one, it is always the same book under different
disguises 1

ZDEEY Finnegans Wake 12E % James Joyce DAERA2 ZETAROEE

BIREEEBEDTH A, K2, Joyce BHTOR lifework & | HIOIES & 5%
L’(b\‘f: LV TEL, HOBIEOREE2E—2D 2D VP2 LTHY, —D
® Pattern #FZIXHFEL TV R V> TEWTHS 9, 20 Pattern &4,
“a family pattern” THY, maturity EL XY &33BT (BF) o, #hEH
DB PEORBIMRE L Z W EHILEA LT 2% (BREBANCKLWIEN3E) LOH
WThb, 20 “the father-son conflict” 7 pattern ME(EME detail 25
universal %6012 CRESATOL 28 27 Joyce yir < oS lifework T
HrLnoTRN,

Z @ “the father-son conflict” IFEMRIFEIZHFVWTIEZ—DD Universal %7
—<%T% -, Huxley, Woolf, Lawrence, Hardy, Dostoyevsky %4 %< D{E
FHAZOF—~OEUHBEAL LD CATVS, L LEH 5, Joyce IFLHEZ
LD HEORIMDIER L HANTHEITL=— 7 BERER > T0H, KIF, 2o
BFOBENEBNET, %0 detail £V EF0 principle # KO HEGERT
Bo WHZDEDLED Y, X (paternity) kb"o b DIzt AL O E S AR
Vo 2LTHED TOB, LiE, HESEMOORAN DB, HEVREDRRIR
BET 3 B XBBE w3 L0, LS a symbolic father DfffHEH U
TWd,

212, Joyce BHAEFH L, Joyce ® A Porirait of the Artist As a Young
Man (LIF, A Porirait L EW) L HEDF —< %#FF > Samuel Butler ¢) The
Way of All Flesh & A Portrait ZIL#LTH5 &, Butler i3, SUR-EY
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Theobald Pontifex MEAEIZEVWEILEHES, 2 0RENE, BE, RYMEERX
LW DA ETF Ernest Pontifex Z VA ilhdbh 2 REMMIGRICES S50 %
LRI b7 5 THEBELTW3, L L Joyce DEFAI, Butier H detail lzFH WV
THE L2 SCRE & (Paternity) LW I BEREICSVWTRBEIETVREEST
»H3b, FNITHC Ulysses, Finnegans Wake CHBEADFERIZBZI1ZLED 5T
SEEIz L B, B2 Ulysses O “the library scene” TREMXN 3 KDL MH

& Butler #° Theobald Pontifex-Ernest Pontifex fj¢o» “a father-son conflict”
% detail OECTEMLZLOEMBIHIERD TR VI LI,

- A father, Stephen said,---, 1is a necessary evil... Fatherhood,
in the sense of conscious begetting, is unknown to man. It is a
mystical estate, an apostolic succession, from only begetter to only
begotten. . . subjective and objective genitive, may be the only true
thing in life. Paternity may be a legal fiction. Who is the father
of any son that any son should love him or he any son?...

~ They are sundered by a bodily shame so steadfast that the
criminal annals of the world, stained with all other incests and
bestialities hardly record its breach. Sons with mothers, sires
with daughters, lesbic sisters, lovers that dare not speak their
"name, nephews with grandmothers, jailbirds with keyholes, queens
with prize bulls. The son unborn mars beauty: born, he brings pain,
divides.affection, increases care. He is a male: His growth is
his father’s decline, his youth his father’s envy, his friend his father’s
enemy. . . .

- Sabellius, the African, subtlest heresiarch of all the beasts
of the field, held that the Father was Himself His Own Son. The
bulldog of Aduin, with whom no word shall be impossible, refutes
him. Well: if the father who has not a son be not a father can the
son who has not a father be a son? ' When Rutlandbacon-southampton-
shakespeare or another poet of the same name in the comedy of
errors wrote he was not the father of his own son merely. but, being'
no more a son, he was and felt himself the father of all his race,
the father of his own grandfather, the father of his unborn grandson
who, by the same token, never was born for nature, as Mr Magee

understands her, abhors perfection. 2

ZZIzRRE AT WS “father” & “son” i, Butler @ Theobald Pontifex
.2: Ernest Pontifex MBADEIIZVbW3 real t;ﬁdk?—’ditﬁl)lo Joyce iC
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BB TR, b, BEEILKTH B, 2% D, EiiKR~S the son-artist & LT
# Stephen Dedalus »Ei8% ZIF 2D, ["]12(&9’]%%0)365%0) Simon Dedalus
FHIZBREENEVWEWIZ L ThHB, #2121% a symboile father LW H k&%
KRPFAEL TS, Lot Simon Dedalus (¥ Theobald Pontifex k& 312/
RO LENERERZ 2 L Vs TWWBERL bE TRV, Zhix Joyce
L EXR John Stanislaus Joyce DEEDRIGERML T3, KDFERME 2 < &
V719324 1 H1THM D FAERDH ¢ Joyce B LERDEH IZBRT VD,

.the silliest man I ever knew and yet cruelly shrewd. He
thought and talked of me up to his last breath. I was very fond
of him always. 3 _

Joyce M% Stanislaus ¥ Joyce IIXAIFETH -2 Lab, SHREBIZHITS
KOOGS Joyce DRIZHT 2 RILLOFAIIZ L 5 2 b T 52— HROBTFROER
BEELTWS, Stanislaus &hif, RIEE—FOKRELERTBL, LEDKH
R TOEDT, FCREE D3V ARS TREFELTVAERS, RLTH
HEIRL P SBRBEFEL L > 2L W) ZETH D, WEPBMULIHILLLD
12— T, %1 Joyce »' Nora tWIHIKMELHENIZHERIBHIL, 2hy
Joyce DHHDEEIIE D TIEBEVH EXHFR TP 5 2BETH - o L LEFHR

LIZERDZDREE 5 LBEI DV TETFIZAL LAH- 202 ThHB, 4

‘ A Portrait 12#\ T, Stephen Dedalus &> the son-artist (Zxf LA
(96 5\ IZHEMEER % 52 5813, X Simon Dedalus &5 &0 1f, Stephen
O¥KTH% Wells, Heron  Father Dolan, Cranly, Aunt Dante, Father
Arnall %TH5, ZH5DAMIE Catholicism &\ 3 KRNOIEEETHY, L
72h5T, a father-sop conflict % Joyce DS pattern ’(“%5&6!&5,‘
the son-artist T& 3 Stephen Dedalus #[EHT 5%, 2@ Catholicism

LW ERREMREL, FNERYT S a symbolic father (or symbolic fathers)
vz kI,

a father-son conflict ¢ pattern AKX, F3F20 pattern #EH I 3
FHIRERICHBEICS 5 b5 imagery 2 EE L LT NIIHHICT S LI TE
Zwv, Joyce XLFIZHLLNAHREEES imagery BIHIZLTIHELA2 L, 2
hit A Portrait ¢ Chapterl, Sectionl IZFNTEHELAB TR IR TV,

ZOELEOESME, A Portrait A% 5T Joyce DAMESEADEABTHY, %
DCERPNOHFEETH B, ZTICEBHEN 5% imagery & A Portrait 0%
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HOHFUZ, HEVIEFEEEMY LASHOPIZ, D0, ofEROTIZES 2
situation DF L THL LN TAHVWIZEB LA, ZREFEELTAHB EEIREVE
W& b TRPBRENT VB Z L PSPk TL B DE D LD
imagery WA (harmony) & 44 (synthesis) 12koT Joyce THEDAMA
FHTEBZDTH 5,

% ZT A Portrait DEEND T —>, oD% 1 Chapterl, Sectionl #% Stephen
DBHERIGOZHIZ LD > TR, Z2212h5bnbFEL imagery %
%;??5 L, a father-son couflict D EEEEZ THZV,

(1) A Portrait, Chapter 1, Sectionl, line 1~6

Once upon a time and a very good time it was there was a moo-
cow.coming down along the road and this moocow that was coming
down along the road met a nicens little boy named baby tuckoo...

His father told him that story: his father looked at him through
a glass: he had a hairy face.5 ’

Z0) Sectionl I(ifie Ro LEEIEER S 2WBO imagery FRENT L
%o % LB imagery 1AV T 330 e LT, BBICEBEN S Lt (Cathol
icism o) HE#ETH 2 Dante %14<) ¢ imagery 455, HRMD Stephen
DR, BEICETAHAE, U, BE, BEL VS 2ROBEELY, ATHE
Bh, Rie Vo ZMMEDEREE ) 22T, ZOROEEE FEROBHA LA
F52&lE, A Portrait @, & IZHIC—TERRL rhythm 25722 T35,
“FED 4 FH L moocow & tackoo E5%e (Stephen DHRMOER) ohaw
DEEE, BROBRE O AT, BRZhEEIBL Us Ewﬁbb!ﬁiﬁé)gﬁﬁ%E
bh, FROEEII—FET 3, ZZTEEL imagery LB FD%ET “baby tuckoo”
ERBO “a hairy face” TH 5, KL% Stephen DFEREA, FEO ARM
T ARAEEL, B TokEh 301%, WEZFES “a hairy face” %
o2 Biot L Thd s, — A0 storyteller & LT, ZOXHIFAESE (a
creator) TH5, “a hairy face” 2357227 a creative father &
Finnegans Wake @ “the Lessens episode” MDEHIZE HHT 5,

With his broad

and hairy face,
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to Ireland a
disgrace 6

“a hairy face” ZBTFIZL o TR BREMEIC LA L HEBTFORE
Thy, HEFIZEHIFTS creative fathers #iZ U¥, Mt~ Creator TH 3
% 4480 symbol mark & %, the son-artist & LT® Stephen ® lifework -
13, ZOXDOED creativity I23ED&, DWIZZhi EBL, HS5 creator 25,
ALTARLLEZERVWTHS, 2NIIELEXTHYFTHLA LTS Stephen O
#RIzbH5bNT WS, (Stephen—Christ @ pattern 122>V, MEkLE
PR FRFEREARIT TRCEMES 1 B, 8RR Uysses 12BT 2 %
RO - FeRDOTy BV TEXEMEE IS, WBBOMR "Water 12F
Oh3BORM—Ulysses 1ZHT 3 —ZEZND2 ) THELIBNTHSB,)

DL BENEER B L, Joyce D “a father-son conflict” |ZBF Stephen
Dedalus &% Simon Dedalus & DEREL WS L VIR~ 2 E8F Stephen &
FH KB (Simon Dedalus %2 &8 T Catholic Fathers D74 N5 v K
O creative fathers, PWTIEK % 2% the Creator) DMDEHTHS L W
&I, T HITE, EMRE, AHELVIMECRBELTOLOTESS %
W,

Ulysses 125\\T Stephen [bis 2BH CRIEDEARAES H, WFhes L
D RBUH S TLUE 5, BUCHEAANE L2sHE, EEBD S 512 Douglas Hyde
PHERLTVW2SDTHY, BB IZfES 72 epigram & Augustine » 55|F L
EHOTHY, KA Mulligan ~OBXE Meredith 25 LA DTH S, 1»
FROBES, BFIEAEON I, ROBHEUBTE 5,

“a hairy face” #° a creative father ¢ symbol THADIZxtL, “baby
tuckoo” EZNEMIATAHEEEZHSHLLTWVWEEITHS, “baby tuckoo” I,
HEFFIC LB L, MAhEEZBORNDBAETHS “a cuckoo” EIRL TS,

As the very first sentence of A Portrait informs us, he is not
truly of the. family into which he was born—there he is ‘baby tuckoo’
the cuckoo’s fledgling in the cowbird’s nest. 7

A Portrait 12B\WT Stephen OIXFEDFEIK LA S XFIERI2H5H
LTwzw, L2LEIHZ2I65 T8, Ulysses TR EWIHEIL, BFLWw)
MNEORIZEDOHN ZBEE T 2P D22 L 2R RURTE > T3S, Ulysses
T Bloom X743 EPBTIIH LERHD I BRI E2BITILE80THAI L%y
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IEAT RV ERETWVWS,

Frightening them [children] with masks too. Throwing them
up in the air to catch them. I’'ll murder you. .Is‘it only half -
fun? 8

Z 0% Bloom it Stephen %k 2BFDERDE LTRE LML, Stephen
ML L A E IS S B WRRICEVDICES T 5%, Stephen I EHCHRENHIT
5h3Z & kBT 5, '

(2) A Porirait, Chapter1, Sectionl, [ine 7~12

He was baby tuckoo. The moo’cow came down the road
where Betty Byrne lived: she sold lemon platt.
0, the wild rose blossoms
On the liitle green place.
He sang that song. That was his song.
O, the green wothe botheth. 9

B Lvy “a hairy face” ﬁ*%of:ﬁCU)H:'u?ﬂlCctaTZ"H{@’%ﬁllﬁﬁoT\ﬂfc Stephen
HEODWTHROBFEICBE RN T 8o XMLk - THROBHEE LV ET, 22
CEEL imagery ¥ “red rose” I2ift 5 “green rose” Th 3, EEOMIZBE
CHRVENT | LI RAEIFE L7 reality 12xf L, Stephen 13 HROE/ST | %
Ty Zbizko TIEES® imagination OHFH% create LE ) & LTW5,
“That was his song” &\ Bfrlz the son-artist & LT® Stephen DAl
DEUH, T2 a creative father |23 ¥ 2B B 5N 2, 7 Joyce
DEMER, HITRHBD Finnegans Wake 7, HHIZS &5 ¢ SBOAE 1212 AT
BEZEABHBTLT, ZZIZbEMICkSEHD analogy FEZ SR A,

“O, the green wothe botheth.” 1XHIZFD X i‘bggb’@ﬁa)gﬁt LT
EEnBIErYTEL, %fa‘ﬁﬁ_‘B “O, the green was possessed.” LRIRTXx 7%
WTHE3097 TANVT Y F"C’) creative fathers Z8l&E L, ¥4M 510k -T
*EEﬂT‘/‘%%ffﬁﬁ"ﬂﬂiﬁﬁ@%%& L7z IBREKAD SELIEHP LMD L » TV
% (“red” L33 color imagery #Hf +3) » ¥V, the son-artist & LT
@ Stephen | Zh % RUMZ, BT imagination » 54N H 5 2 (“green”
imagery BT 3) #AE LB FEE S BV, “the green was possessed”
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L1d Tthe green (& YDA N7- Stephen, ZEERLTWVWADTIERZFNA?

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 nation-
ality, language, religion. I shall try to fly by those nets. 10

FHITL 2 analogy 25 NEENENEIL, BEXELT, ZRPEEONEOE
W25z AEBIMERL S L0 5 Stephen DROFEIL > THATH S,

Words. Was it their colours? He allowed them to glow and
fade, hue after hue: sunrise gold, the russet and green of apple
orchards, azure of waves, the grey-fringed fleece of clouds.

No, it was not their colours: it was the poi.se and balance of the
period itself. Did he then love the rhythmic rise and fall of words
better than their associations of legend and colour? Or was it
that, being as weak of sight as he was shy of mind, he drew less
pleasure from the reflection of the glowing sensible world through
the prism of a language many-coloured and richly storied than from
the contemplation of an inner world of individual emotions mirrored

perfectly in a lucid supple periodic prose? 11

Z D “the red rose” & “the .green rose” ¢) imagery l¥, Clongowes KT
DEH ORIV E 2N 35, ;

Stephen tried his best, .but the sum was too hard and he felt
confused. The little silk badge with the white rose on it that was

pinned on the breast of his jacket began to flutter. He was no

. good at sums, but he tried his best so that York might'not lose.
Father Arnall’s face looked very black, but he was not in a wax:
he was laughing. Then Jack Lawton cracked his fingers and Father
Arnall looked at his copybook and said: )

Right. Bravo Lancaster! The red rose wins. Come on now,
York, ! Forge ahead!

Jack Lawton looked over from his side. The little silk badge
with the red rose on it looked very rich because he had a blue
sailor top on it. Stephen felt his own face red too, thinking of
all the bets about who would get first place in elements, Jack
Lawton or he. Some weeks Jack Lawton got the card for the first
and some weeks he got the card for the first. - His white silk badge
fluttered and fluttered as he worked at the next sum and Father

Arnall’s voice. Then all his eagerness passed away and he felt
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his face quite cool. He thought his face mustbe white because he
felt so cool. He could not get out the answer for the sum but it
did not matter. White roses and red roses: those were beautiful
colours to think of. And the cards for first place and second place
and third place were beautiful colours too: pink and cream and
lavender. Lavender and cream and pink roses were beautiful to
think of. Perhaps a wild rose might be like those colours and he
remembered the song about the wild rose blossoms on the little

green place. ~But you could not have a green rose. But perhaps

somewhere in the world you could. 12

Stephen @ rival T& 5 Jack Lawton m#FiF T\ 5 “the red rose” | Father
Arnall OE#EH B, Jack Lawton-Father Arnall MOBF, 207403
> Fo reality #° Stephen ¢ imagination #&» L TWV3& ) Thb, “Father
Arnall’s face looked very black,...” [ZBHEHIZEIFTE XD “a hairy face” &
AEUDOWT, KO maturity HZha EBEA LTS the son-artist TH 5
Stephen #&» LTW3 L5 Th5b, Stephen #HEIF T3S “the white rose”
137%» immaturity & Jack Lawton-Father Arnall #RX%E$ 374 )l/'}? N%)
reality 1244 2BMBE S 5b LTV 5, 2RIz “Hutter” 133 BHD ) >
ALILE>THHENT WS, #/5 Stephen ARHOTVWZ DI, VLB ET
imagination QHFTH 3 Z & A" “But you could not have a green rose.
But perhaps somewhere in the world you could.” IZJ:OTBEE’G‘ZﬁéO
Z @ green-red ¢ color imagery ($5EEE Dubliners hd—% The Sisters
EEOTERALZHMREBREE 2 T3,

It was always I who emptied the packet into his black sniff-box
for his hands trembled too much to allow him to do this without
spilling half the snuff about the floor. Even as he raised his large
trembling hand to his nose littie clouds of smoke dribbled through
his fingers over the front of his coat. It may have been these
constant showers of snuff which gave his ancient priestly garments

their green faded look for the red handkerchief, blackened, as it

always was, with the snuff-stains of a week, with which he tried

to brush away the fallen grains, was qutie inefficacious. 13

BIR L REH 72 green DIERK & BT A7HZKIZ/272% v the red handkerchief—
ROV B WSES AN EHC a Catholic Father ¢, 3 HX° imag-
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inative power & creative power %%k 7% Th 3, Dubliners DRTWEHFT7 4
CANT Y EOREE, MR paralysis 257 —<IZLAZDTHEI LN S D,

the son-artist & LT¢ Stephen ¢, creative fathers |Zx¥ 3HBDiED
IWHZBEDTH B,

(3) A Portrait, Chapterl, Sectionl, line 13~20

" When you wetthe bed first it is warm then it gets cold. His
mother put onthe oilsheet. - That had the queer smell.
His mother had a nicer smell than his father. She played on
the piano the sailor’s hornpipe for him to dance. He danced:
Tralala lala,
Tralala irallady,
Tralala lala,
Tralala lala. 14

2O T Stephen DEFRERIGIZL 2 58NEB 5, Stephen OHURIE, LD
BT 2 BEOREN S 522 L a5 5bLTVERITHSE, 20 “water”
imagery AR L WD image &S LWEED image DfIZh A Z & IcEH L -
Vi, ZZTEELDIT “warm and cold” imagery T# 53, Stephen D&M
F+ Tl coldness |& whiteness, paleness, dampness &FiUDWT, BEET
HOMELIHITELE, ZONITHEE 3 BENERE TS5 Stephen DHHD
image ZBERLTW3, =& ZITEREDFIL, BT, Lo,

he (Stephen) felt his forehead warm and damp against the
prefect’s cold damp hand. That was the way a rat felt, slimy
and damp and cold. 15

Stephen |3 Ei#e% %13 20RO A %5818 LT “it made shivery to think of
it and cold” 16 LIBT3, a flogger TH5 Mr. Gleeson MF|F “clean
white wrists and fattish white hands” 17 T#% 3%, Clongowes KD » > TD
BWE (a marshal) OTENEIE, “He wore the white cloak of a marshal;
his face was pale and strange” 18 “(“(f)éo' SFephen MREE Zh L2z
TEDEWEL M2 5 Father Dolan 03— “Father Dolan’s white—‘gfey
not young face, his baldry white-grey head with bluff at the side of it,

the steel rims of his spectacles and his non-coloured eyes looking
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through the glasses” 19 T&% %, Stephen #' Father Dolan MDD E}izDW
THE#RT 5 Clongowes XD FE Father Conmee MFIF “a cool moist paln® 20
Th3, Zh 5 Stephen I2& 5T Fathers THBE3A4D3E > paleness-
whiteness-dampness ) imagery |11% 5 A ETEEE (reality) 1285445 TWw3,
Clongowes D& HDZE5IF “pale and chilly” 21 TH Y, 223 “pale and
cold” 22 Th %, Clongowes ROBENHEIL— )

He sat looking at the two prints of butter on his plate but
could not eat the damp bread. The tablecloth was damp and limp.

But he drank off the hot weak tea which the clumsy scullion, girt
with a white apron, poured into his cup. He wondered whether the
scullion’s apron was damp too or whether all white things were cold
and damp. Nasty Roche and Saurin drank cocoa that their people
sent them in tins. They said they could not drink the tea; that

it was hogwash. Their fathefs were magistrates, the fellows said. 23

Clongowes BODEDE FIZF X3 VDT AHEG 2 HFHIZLH 5 IFV,

And the air in the corridor chilled him too. It was queer

and wettish. 24

—7, “Warm and nice” imagery‘li Stephen DEEOXNRETH AR LD
5¢. LAd 0 “Warm and nice” imagery 13, FROBHERIGE & 0ET
“cold and damp” imagery M ¢, &F 5T, ZhEAHETENELT
Stephen DEFIZDIT > TW L, kL 2iE, ROV —VIZZDHFHTH S,

It would be nice to lie on the hearthrug before the fire, leaning
his head upon his hands, and think on those sentences. He shivered
as if he had cold slimy water next his skin. That was mean of
Wells to shoulder him into the square ditch because he would not
swop his little snuffbox for Wells’ seasoned hacking chestnut, the
congqueror of forty. How cold and slimy the water had been!

A fellow had once seen a big rat jump into the scum. Mother was
sitting at the fire with Dante waiting for Brigid to bring in the
tea. She had her feet on the fender and her jewelly slippers were

so hot and they had such a lovely warm smell! 25

g 140r, “When you wet the bed first it is warm then it gets
cold” i, “Warm” and “cold” W HHRT 3220 imagery AAFI ST
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0wy EcERIZET 5, Stéphen |t the son-artist & LT creative and
imaginative power %7 ', 2B ELRIALTW LA, B, ioxf$ 2%

RRBEETTRTEREY, it ->T ) ik, £ May Dedalus 29 T%
¢, FEileen #1ZU® & T 3HREBR A 5DLKE, Z1iZ Virgin Mary 280 7%
a symbolic mother T& 3. (Stephen ORZIIUW, HEBHNH LT XTD
A Virgin Maryvﬂ) image B UTWVWA I L, F/2, wikeOTHHEME
BEOBE L% > TV BAIIDWTIE, X BB B FRARERERTERRIT
O TEXFHE, £1 5L 0E 3B IBHOMRIIENTHLIBNTVS,)
Joyce (Stephen) OfHELE, FEOHEONRTHBIEL) TLL, RHTHE
Catholicism \ZJRKT 2B LIZEET S L AL 45, Stephen 122 5T T8
LREOHENLEE TH S Father God 123 LBORLL LT? image 28 72
BETHY, —HCIBI TR h—HEBI AL, O incestual LEOMHR
ECh BN, £7-—F T Ulysses 125135 the cold Dublin Bay »a#24 3812 Fath-
ers LM “cold” imegery & & OB L 5B, Ulysses T, BOBMOETH
> TXh Mo/ Stephen »° Sandymount DIFEE TV SRHIZEMIEII -
THESE L, 20BVBEFL50IE3 02 HHE 2D THRO TV 3BEAS H 5,
Stephen DEHOEIZLHRID “Warm” imagery % 727227 L WA OB
Bhor-DThH 9. 72, Zhix “Warm and cold wat.er” RT3 I B
[ G al Stephen @ ambivalent EBEEHLDLTVWAEITH S,

(4) A Portraiz, Chapterl, Sectionl line 21~26

Uncle Charles and Dante clapped. They were older than his
father and mother but uncle Charles was older than Dante.

Dante had two brushes in her press. The brush with the maroon
velvet back was for Michael Davitt and the brush with the green
velvet back was for Parnell. Dante gave him a cachou every time
he brought her a piece of tissue paper. 26

Stephen OFHEIGIZE 512/ LT S5BA, 2L TZ2 “CilﬁJEALZﬁH
ERTOC, Dante &5 KMOBEIIEA 2 Joyce DEREHFNTIS
Herbert Gorman L:;J:é& Joyce 26 FDEEIZ Joyce WITR - THREKRKEK
Bf Mrs. Conway 2’2 DEF7FNV5 LW, fE&H Joyce FiZ® - THK-FiBOESE
L EROME A ROBITEE BAT W 3, '
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Bray’s only importance to the life of James Joyce rests in the
fact that it was here he achieved the observant facﬁ]ties of a
naturally-curious boy and it was from here that he first went to
school. Unreasoning infancy was left behind at Bray. It was here,
too, that the weakness of his eyes became manifest, and glasses,
that shameful curse of the small lad, were forced upon him. It
was here, again, that the fanatically-bigoted Mrs. Conway came to
live with the Joyce family and the boy observed with some interest )
her lamp of culza oil before the statue of the Immaculate Conception,
her green and maroon brushes named for Charles Stewart parnell
and Michael Davitt and her vague attempts to teach him where the
Mozambique Channel was and which was the longest river in America.
Mrs. Conway, forever famous as the Dante of A Portrait of the
Artist as a Young Man and the Mrs. Riordan of Ulysses, was origin-
ally a Miss Hearn from Cork. She had entered a convent in her
youth but had ventured back into the world before she had taken her
final vows. Being blessed with an excellent income it was not )
long before an almost painfully polite Mr. Conway cast an admiring
eye upon her and persuaded her into matrimony. For some time life
proceeded in an auspicious manner. Mr. Conway was punctilious in
his attentions and always insisted that Mrs. Conway, lulled, of
course, into a purring security, take the choicest morsels at dinner
before any other lady was seated. Then one day Mr. Conway Abrupt-
ly disappeared and with him disappeared Mrs. Conway’s money.

The result was a fiercely-religious bitter-minded woman forever

- suspicious of men and intolenent of all departures from the Roman
Catholic moral code for middle-class families. Mrs. Conway came
to the Joyce family in the early autumn of 1888 as a sort of original
governess to James Augustine but by that time John Stanislaus had
decided what to do with his eldest son. He would send him to the

best Jesuit school for boys in the island. 27 ‘

B % B o 22 PRI S 0 B 11 5 188 HTR U RE RO REED BB 21
502 ® ‘catholic EMAEEMNL LY, ZOBEEIRAMIIE -T2 8T E
1'575%!&‘5‘0 # ¢ Christmas scene |Z¥1} 558 & BIAmE TH 5 54k Dante
AEFTRY % Catholic Fathers IETH Y, WS/ HWIML 2T A VT v FEEE
HOTE Parnell (23 3 HLOMEL 3 550 ThH S, Dante Hf>T 0
522077 “the brush with the maroon velvet back for Michael Davitt”
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L “the brush with the green velvet back for Parnell” (3320 “green
rose” & “red rose"’ &yi&’o%o’(lﬂéo Dante 13X 4" C Parnell 12817
the green velvet back #|3 & & STLE 5%, ZZlizg Catholic Fathers i
HEENAETANT Y KD reality A0 conformist 7% Dante D%E|&, Zh
12%t374 % Stephen H5 ¢ imagination OHF (“green” imagery »HEH) 0
%55 5, Stephen & Parnell I3, & 1274 V5 ¥ Fi&, Catholic Fathers
EAEED I ARMATFMINTOE L0 5 AT, Z0EAERA LTS,
(“betrayal” ¥ Joyce X¥ENEELHRL L - THY, THIIDVTYE, MK
SRR RSB R T OLT (ELEFEE 25, TIEHOMER TJoyce & Ibsen-
%@ﬂ%ﬁqﬂ’ﬂgﬁgfj ZEWTEHRLTSH %,) 226 H T “Dante gave him a
cachou every time he brought her a piece of tissue paper” D4 IZiEH
L7\, Zhit a reward for conformity #55bLTWVEEITH 5,
X5z k3 analogy #1ET D& LT “tissue” & “cashou” ' 3,
“tissue” |X “complicated series, set, network or web, of false words
or things” & WIEEAHY, “cachon” FPODEWKEZMTHAETFL VI LA
5, Stephen HAMUBAALFETANT Y FD3D0 net (FIHI0LRET S, &
{12 .language) ~NOFRAZHENTWVWBE EITH B,

(5) A Portrait, Chapter1, Section, p8 line 1~15

The Vances lived in number seven. They had a different father
and mother. They were Eileen’s father and mother. When they weve
grown up he was going to marry Eileen. He hid under the table.
His mother said:

— O, Stephen will apologize.

Dante said:
" — 0, if not, the eagles will come and pull out his eyes.

Pull out his eyes,
Apologize,
Apologize,
Pull out his eyés.
Apologize,
Pull out his eyes,
Pull out his eyes,
Apologize. 28
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“The Vances lived in number seven. They had a different father and

mother” LW EE, DEOR L innocence AT TW5, H2XHD “They”
1%, Stephen #* “The Vances” &ﬁf)‘%éfiﬁ%@&i ﬁ%@k%i, “father and
mmuf’&Eﬁ@&t%szézk&ﬁﬁbfméoSmmmluﬁf&%&wésuml
BEROLMAS > TV AVE I THY, ©HTIE Eileen &M+ 2 &0 HOE
B, Mo THZOBRPIBLENSZVEEEINTVREZLEEDN 25 TY
%o L LAHDS, {0 Protestant i Eileen k OFEIEES A H2 &, RHAR
& Dante PR IR FHGT 5, WHELDORKD S Stephen IZFEAN TS
137255, Stephen #EHIEZLIFHENZ LA ? FZfil#k Stephen XS5 21T
B5%WDH?  Stephen #FMT 5E L3, RIXVIEVERT a symbolic
father Tl3%#% 3% ? Eileen 7 Protestant T# 5 Z & |t Protestant ¥
50w Dante T2V THL, HEHRKT S Catholic Fathers &Y %2535 2
LizEb uin, LALEAL EIZZO “marriage” &0 EEFBIRLTWAS
& 51z, the son-artist ¢ maturity, sexuality DEEIZXT 5 a symbolic
father MWEIREHBHFH5bENTWE LI THB, £/-ZNix Virgin Mary O
image %3EIf 27 Eileen %13 L&+ %M (REAY) L0 inecstual T
sinful ZEEOEEH T4 VT ¥ FOBOEIZRK T 2ADEIC S LDV ZALED
HEHIERT L 2L IHTS R, 0BV EH5bLTWEEITEHS, “the
eagle” IXADOREA L V) IOV TIE, WEITOLEL» 5, KI2ETL220
S (THOCSME, S 1S, PRUEIE)ITHR L TVWAIN<, Oedipus Complex
KMo TVWAEBFOEIILIELIES S b3 CURBM) oRETary, 230 T,
(God, Catholic Fathers, Simon Dedalus) ZRLTW3 & W2 kI,
“Pull out his eyes....” QHEfTIE, B2 5 Jingle LET3501E, -8 A%
LERFP L ENTWE L) TH B, FMRZOEORBEPIBHEENHICH S L E
ATW3, |2, IBHEE THE, 0FE30%, 39 101k T3 77, 17T8Th 5,
ZD2OoNBWENMEHT L, Joyce ® the father-son conflict & DRIFEEEEE L
TH,

(1) [BHEE TKE, $303 18 -~17H,
30 Sayings of Agur son of Jakeh from Massa:

1 This is the great man’s very word: I am weary, O God,

I am weary and worn out;
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10

11

12

13

14

15

I am a dumb brute, scarcely a man,

without a man’s powers of understanding;

I have not learnt wisdom

nor have I received knowledge from the Holy One.
Who has ever gone up to heaven and come down again?
Who has cupped the wind in the hollow of his hands? .

Who has bound up the waters in the fold of his garment?

Who has fixed the boundaries of the earth?

What is his name or his son’s name, if yoﬁ know it?
God’s every promise has stood the test:

he is a shield to all who seek refuge with him.
Add nothing to his Words,

or he will expose you for a liar.

Two things I ask of thee;

do not withhold them from me before I die.

Put fraud and lying far from me;

give me neither poverty nor wealth,

provide me only with the food I need.

If I have too much, I shall deny thee

and say, ‘Who is the LORD?’

If 1 am reduced to poverty, I shall steal

and blacken the name of my God.

Never disparage a slave to his master,

or he will speak ill of you, and you will pay for it.
There is a sort of people who defame their fathers
and do not speak well of their own mothers;

a sort who are pure in their own eyes

and yet are not cleansed of their filth;

a sort-how haughty are their looks,

how disdainful their glances!

A sort whose teeth are swords,

their jaws are set with knives,

they eat the wretched out of the country

and the needy out of house and home.

The leech has two daughters;

‘Give’, says one, and ‘Give’, says the other.
Three things there are which will never be satisfied.
four which never say, ‘Enough!’

The grave and a barren womb.
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a land thirsty for water
and fire that never says, ‘Enough!’

17 The eye that mocks a father or scorns a mother’s old age

will be plucked out by magpies

or eaten by the vulture’s young. 29

18i& Y 6E Z TlE, Creator TH B (#) DHMMERE (E) DA
L. BT (Agur —AR) 13K creativity #RA BN EF 5 ET mature LT
WL ZEATARETH S0 ) I e @A h T3, Agur FESIMBLMS 4
WEERT B, E5IHEIREIMELR S TVRIDAEEHME AWV E W), ERE
CRATY > THRBMOA LIRS BRI RIzd 25 LEAMER > TV 5 LR
3, LALEERSSL 2 Zhid, ARESESOREFIDNCORELRRT
BIENTEBELEV) ZEAREIBRFOSETH S, NIRKIZEEEZ L, #E5F]
¥BATILITELY, LRIV, AIEZEDNAFZDI L KT I LA TCE 3,
(A%) S5 RERIBPHELETTIZE L THESEMOEEL )T
LERB BV, bhbIUEZOREFPHMOMEASAL & ROIBL ABIRD L0 ) R
FEBAMIZES L W) T EESIZHET S, 2R AR #EHOME LR
BZENTERNVWEWS I THBEDRBIET S, 2LTZhEEMP2z0ES:
ABIcRAICRE s 8 awew) MREOSE, THEELRBICIBET 5, SHi~6H
AE, (W) oAz o TESVESERE LR LCBVHEE I TR LS T
HohE, A (BF) W (R) OFECMAr&23Mz 5280k THEERS
ZERTERV, THABIONECE (2002 2) ARBENE, ZhIE I 7,
BOEREITEIL, ALL3 %L, BHRILEVWIETHEY, BREOLIPEH
Sha, UEHSUEIE (EXFb5) KAEC Y22 sh, BFOM2400FD
EARFBRT WS, 2F00KM (115), BERE (128), H@ (138), 2L
CHRILBELITH (45) 2N Th 5B, KiZ, SRRNHD 4 >0F», 158 ~16
IIRENTW3, &RF, TEDR, Kichb<H, 2LTKk, Zh508DIEAD
NEBLLTLES Y, HICEAOEILE BRI LV, ZOFTRICERSATWS
LD sexual KO T TH 5, 2 UTITEITIE (T, BULLBINT 5
Rifi& 2 DFIRINT VS, ZOEPTIE Duay Version Tix “The eye that
mocketh at his father and that despieth the labor of his mother in bear-
ing him, let the raven of the brooks pick it out, and the young eagles

eat it &&o'(bl‘éo ZDEsH A Portrait @ Chapter1, Soctionl D
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RO (31/28) DHATIIEL S5 », ZOBRBOEKIIZEIATVEEFOR
R BEGE, 20400BOMIE, Stephen HMIZROMNLTESbbLTH
0, &<z sexuality |ZBMED & 3 ARDED Stephen DEMEIE~DEIHTH Y
ZOWKOEY, BEOPTHRESNT VS I LEEREY, 2 LTLToBEDM
(&< CHIBROM) BB AT 2 REOBIES S, Z0ROF2ESRSA,

% DE1H" the eagles IZBAFR LT W 5B Z L IXBHIE Y, A Portrait 12HF3
Stephen AJLL 225 E5KIB & DME—~EDZEDNREIMBOETORIZD ZH - Tl
haP R b I

(2)  Tavi, 17

1

oo

10

11

12

13

My mind is distraught, my days are numbered,
and the g;ave is waiting for me,

Wherever I turn, men taunt me,

and my day is darkened by their sneers.

Be thou my surety with thyself,

for who else can pledge himself for me?

Thou wilt not let those men triumph,

whose minds thou hast sunk in ignorance;

if such a man denounces his friends to their ruin,

his sons’eyes shall grow dim.

I am held up as a byword in every land,
a portent for all to see;

my eyes are dim with grief,

my limbs wasted to a shadow.

Honest men are bewildered at this,

and the innocent are indignant at my plight.

In spite of all, the righteous man maintains his course,
and he whose hands are clean grows strong again.
But come on, one and all, try again!

I shall not find a wise man among you.

My days die away like an echo;

my heart-strings are snapped.

Day is turned into night,

andvmorning light is darkened before me.

If I measure Sheol for my house,

If T spread my couch in the darkness,
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14 if I call the grave my father
and the worm my mother or my sister,

15 where, then, will my hope be,
and who will take account of my piety?

16 I cannot take them down to Sheol with me,
nor can they descend with me into the earth. 30

7 (BT) 2ELHIRELM () 13, BEEEROMTIEEL, EBEXoM
BRI L LR LI DBV B0 205 3 7O B 5 bR TV 5, Zhiz
EAEE2WHORELRD 2 & TR, LLVHEOKBERIRD L 2 MOMS
DEHIZBbNTYH, RUTEREEOMOMBTIIHY) 2 2, BEIEEOHIL,
PATEOREICRE L THOEBELZRASIAI LIV EN, 2WIEEDHLD
NS 5BV, ERERIZEWT, 3 7O0IBRICEENRELTVS X5 18D
hathe, BRENERLZTR LT NIEREEOH LD, #IZBT 2 EOEE
PAVEL>TWEZLRBHREL LRV, Z LTI TEAPENDS T VIHER
L3RI aMEEY, EHEBEEOMIIA>T, Z2OFRLBLIRIZDTH S, L
PU, 203 7OERIZACE S CRAMOBE W I RECH Y, HOMPLRIET 5
MAQEG, HBLWLUE NT, BRFICHEH S 2L 2E—DMEFL LT3,
BRI EICIM L TEE, 30& (BIRIX29) iod b o i, BoMionT 3 A8%
REROEERERL TR LI THE, ZhiIMoiELELT, oHELE LW
HRCHZ, STz T3 75, 178D 5Hi~7 5 (5IMA30) 1XRSV (Revised
Standard Version) TIZRD L IIZ% » T3,

5% — He who informs against his friends to get a share of their
property the eyes of his children will fail.

6 &7 — He has made me a byword of the peoples, and I am one

before whom men spit.
785 — My eye has grown dim from grief, and all my members are
like a shadow.

S5EiE, RAEIFMIIANDS - TRAILAHIRTZERLL ) LA ZENSELE
AT TWA LSz h3, 20 TEYYD, (betrayal) X A Porirait
TEELEF—T7¢%-THY, $#IZ Stephen & Parnell ##U01F % DIk Catholic
Fathers 12k 2B ThH 5, 6D “spit” 1&, FA YRTIE “phi” (Rve

Wy 122 &) T, Z2ORUFELHobNTVS, ZDO5EI~THIE A Portrait
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@ Christmas scene |2#13 5% Parnel k& Catholic' Fathers Jk& Da@m%Ic %
LT 3EBbbnd, FIZIERDFIFIE, ZOBREQEFO parody Tiiwnd

I

Mr Casey opéned his eyes, sighed and went on:

—It was down in Arklow one day. We were down there at a
meeting and after the meeting was over we had to make our way
to the railway station through the crowd. Such booing and baaing,
man, you never heard. They called us all the names in the world.
Well there was one old lady, and a drunken old harridan she was
surely, that paid all her attention to me. She kept dancing along
beside me in the mud bawling and screaming into my face: ‘
Priest-hunter ! The Paris Funds! Mr Fox! Kitty O’Shea!
— And what did you do, John? asked Mr Dedalus.
—1I let her bawl away, said Mr Casey. It was a cold day and to
keep up my heart I had {saving your presence, ma'am) a quid of
Tullamore in my mouth and sure I couldn’t say a word in any case
. because my mouth was full of tobacco juice.
— Well, John?
— Well. I let her bawl away, to her heart’s content, Kitty O’Shea
and the rest of it till at last she called that lady a name that
I wen’t sully this Christmas board nor your ears, ma’am, nor my
own lips by repeating. »

He paused. Mr Dedalus, lifting his head from the bone, asked:
— And what did you do, John?
—Do! said Mr Casey. She stuck her ugly old face up at me when
she said it and I had my mouth full of tobacco juice. I bent down
to her and Phth! says I to her like that.

He turned aside and made the act of spitting.
— Phth! says I to her like that, right into her eye.

He clapped his hand to his eye and gave a hoarse scream of pain.
— O Jesus, Mary and Joseph! says she. I'm blinded! I'm blinded and drownded!

He stopped in a fit of coughing and laughter, repeating:
— DI'm blinded entirely. ‘

Mr Dedalus laughed loudly and lay back in his chair while pncle
Charles swayed his head to and fro.

Dante looked terribl}; angry and fepeated while they laughed:
— Very nice! Ha! Very nice!

It was not nice about the spit in the woman's eye. 31
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&T% > —E A Portrait O Chapter1, Sectionl DEHEDEL (FIA28) 1238
Y5 T, “Pull out his eyes” TIdUF 22D jingle OFHEIBEIRE KA TH
%, Z0 jingle 2 VP2 LEZFLTHSZ L, E<IZHIDH 13 pap (father)
& apple ThH3, apple FEEDOHIZZ AV ENTVRSA, FATHRIC “the apple
of eyes” IZEHHRL 72\, “the apple of eyes” (3 A Portrait 123 LIFLIEH 5
bhzd, flz1E Christmas scene T Dante (I, the apple of eyes=theapple
of God’s eyes =the most precious one for God%priest k.ﬁi*ﬁ LTw3,

—If we area priest-ridden race we ought to be proud of it! They
are the apple of God’s eye. Touch them not, says Christ, for they
are the apple of my eye. 32 :

the apple of eyes &3, BEEIZH VT4 5% & Communion 12X Ti#< &l
UabahizgfeRans, }

X7, the apple of eyes P& 5 hbh2BEQEMIT (VES, 7, 2,

(2) Tk, 17%, 845, (3) MHdpaD, 32, 10FIOAF3IENMTHS, ZD—D—>
2H7=57T, Joyce O the father-son conflict & DEBHEIZOWTERLTA L

Jo

(1) TEE, TE--BE () VI RFIAVA (BF) ~NOFE

1 My son, keep my words,
store up my commands in your mind.
2 Keep my commands if you would live,

and treasure my teaching as the apple of your eye.

3 Wear them like a ring on your finger;
write them on the tablet of your memory.
4 Call Wisdom your sister,
greet Understanding as a familiar friend;
5 then they will save you from the adulteress,
from the loose woman with her seductive words.
6 I glanced out of the window of my house,
I looked down through the lattice,
7 and I saw along simple youths,
there amongst the boys I noticed
a lad, a foolish lad,

8 passing along the street, at the corner,
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10

12
13
14
15
16
17
18
19
20
21

22

23

24
25

26

stepping out in the direction of her house
at twilight, as the day faded,

at dusk as the night grew dark;

suddenly a woman came to meet him,

dressed like a prostitite, full of wiles,
flighty and inconstant,

a woman never content to stay at home,
lying in wait every corner,

now in the street, now in the public squares.
She caught hold of him and kissed him;
brazenly she accosted him and said,

‘I have had a sacrifice, an offering, to make
and I have paid my vows today;

that is why I have come out to meet you,

to watch for you and find you.

I have spread coverings on my bed

of coloured linen from Egypt.

I have sprinkled my bed with myrrh,

my clothes with aloes and cassia.

Come! Let us drown ourselves in pleasure,
let us spend a whole night of love;

for the man of the house is away,

he has gone on a long journey,

he has taken a bag of silver with him;

until’ the moon is full he will not be home’
Persuasively she led him on,

she pressed him with seductive words.

Like a simple fool he followed her,

like an ox on its way to the slaughter-house,
like an antelope bounding into the noose,
like a bird hurrying into the trap;

he did not know that he was risking his life
unt‘i'l the arrow pierced his vitals.

But now, my son, listen to me,

attend to what I say.

Do not let-your heart entice you into her ways,
do not stray down her paths;

many has she pierced and laid low,

and her victims are without number.
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27 Her house is the entrance to Sheol,
‘which leads down to the halls of death. 33

ZOEFE, BELOLEBLS ERDIABL (BALEK) LOMOPERIIS
WTDIIFETH 3, R (BE) PSETF ([ AFTNVA) ~OEES, TEfle &L
HZWBEL, ZhoRMBIINTANMENFH & LTHV B, BIHEERE L EEEIHE
BRCHR UGN B, BYEROBRE, HKICHRHEI 2525/ BRABRICHE- T
WHBRPEBERAHE L TH5h X, DVITREEDFIEANEEATOL,
kL LTREIATVWE 2L, —Z2 LTEZMPFZOINEOEDOHRLTH LD
Bt LR (B) OMEHIONTWAS, HEIEFERI ZEHFTELT
BB, tWHIEThd, HEZOMIIEFIHEDELLIIDVWTOECER, §
LhBHMBIRAEOHEVIIEVTBOE—DIETH S, 4HIZVbhTWEZ L
GUB LB L, POREFEZONHRE LTRI AL, ) Thd, W% 5,
LY FOMEXFEILFVT GR) BEEE» 5 bTHETH S, ROTTIE, BT
BB RHED @LVWE) LIERERUELRTVE, 20EI IZRENBEATVED
AUOTIKE @) THA VYRR LE) BB, ZORBLERTS
ZEDTEBELOEBNOBTINI ETh B, BRIMES TN T 2 BEORBET
B0, LEEBEIRBEINTIFICHA LI, MEE (BELEK) »S5HEST
BHETH B, (BELRKYIF, LI LELBLE, FhMhl?0BERXEOTE
FERULELDOTHS, 6HP 51T, BMEEZEP LI LELRIK> THRT S
LHRINIZH AN TV B D, BIFOREFHPSH CEHEOR 4 TEBIZHLNh S, H
D—E A R AT E S S T3, ZhiE Joyce O Dubliners 128133 50D
& (Araby OFHD) PRD B3 LMEOTHENER L B Y, A Portrait 2BV TH,
" Stephen PELKD S "Monte Cristo {1, & Mercedes & DLIDEEVDIFATE
BY, BBCIIENFOCENELEME LY, Ulysses TIF, Stephen 2B
FNBEEBLEL D, BEEOZOBHEICIENT, HEILXOFYUOENZEL 5720
PAEELTHVULAZIZT &2V, (RES0E) BT 5 Zh50IFENRRE
DEE, HREAF Y OBBORMEEDTEDEEL S, BELBIAATIL
OFIIHT B BHAITMEE LTH Y, 2hiaBmcZokiBEOERMALE LT

Crx, BB EOOBNOEEE LICBEVEINTV D E LBRE L HEE
BB, 5, BELLIIE, TRESNABEEO—DOORL LTEREEBYIEE
ATVAEVI RIBSEHTEEDICROI L2 FET S, $4bb, 16~18FICR
Eh3 (B) ~ofE=ll, ERSBOBROVLOOEERTH - Ea AR 2
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B3 a8 L UL T3, wFhicedk, 2203, BESBEOMNEF 7428
UL 2T INIRGER I T 3ROH S 5 bNT V3,

RERIEEEA) LW ZDXDEHEIR, bhbhit BANEES - ABOE
HISENS EFe 20ORITERTH 5, HKIZZORIBFOMIBROL S 125 5
TVW3, LAbHRIIEL 3 HBENEULETH B, AL, VhIEZORMMETH S
M (F) LR A EEFE T T VB (RHISBK) Thh, 7 LTESRME
LOFBOVEVOBHEZ T EL VO TR AV, I IZTCE Y OBHEETIES
BH, L LELFELORICERE ¥ 5h T3 T XTOADRETE b5, 215
~ 23 A OFEBIEIRT 5 2 L AT AR EBRET 5. ZOBVATERL
(Brhr D, BESAOBITITL L1 LAaEDF ST (228) o (Fhitk-T
BIXEFORERI L85 THS ) (238) o AUOWEEO—EBE LT kM
CHIKESIE, ThIREIR-TET, 20EEL—F LTHOETHZ320K%
Bt L5 B%T 2, ChPEEVZOREEIDELAZVOEDDETH S, L
HUZ I -0, b5 VIEESECHETIE AV, bRbIUEZ 2 CAKMHE R A
HEEIZLTVWBRDTIELV, E512Zh60IFEFDZ ORI, L2 Z20OREK
E, HAMLIERFEARLLTE, A RTINIEPEbIEELEN D STEIT
boi LA S ABTEEOHELKRET 2, ZORIEBELIEAN LB,
Bk LTFEZ BV /-
2UE~2THIE, BRETH DA, BEIFUFHRICL L3, MROHZZTFD
hERFELHTEDY (PORKOEIE>TIEESEV) (258) . 20K
@WENEZEEV) o 2OKOFRE @RI GETH 5), HRISMBITE
FTARTECH D, MED (F) (9F1H) FHOMTHS, BERINLDT —
v H, WEIkoTHLSNAFMEOHIZEREATVS &) ZHIIHT 2 B
e LEnThd, 2 LTZORFDED, BILEAREAREF LN T, Lo
THIZVZVEE S BAENBLE (B 1) b3 VIEIRMOEEN LHIEH
DHIGELBDTH B,

Ak (=MAK) A, MOMBIIHLTZ60THY, 2TCHOEOHIZET S0 T
H5 2 &1z, A Portrait ¢ Stephen AL ILL §?¥U)¥7’J“V£f DREFHD
WAL B L TWA L BERSES, 2 Z0AOESF—IE (BRF) ~OEIZEY
Brw3zri, RIBALAI TRITELBENH S, $/2 A Portrait & DRIE
MrE2 3% 51E, Father God-Catholic Fathers 0% (=MomE) LB
&. Stephen-Parnell MPI& DFENE &V I K BRAIFET 5, (Stephen DA,
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Eileen, Virgin Mary, the harlot {Zxf% 3 incestual %, »3\3 sinful 2%
B 2AlE AN L8 k512, Parnell & Mrs. O'Shea MOBI%IX, FdonEE
Mok B (B7EH) & (innocent ZEY) ORZREERIHE S,

(2) %8, 17% oo FEF (BF) X0# () ~OFHE

1 Hear, LORD, my plea for justice,
give my cry a hearing,
listen to my prayer,
for it is innocent of all deceit.
2 Let judgement in my cause issue from thy lips,
let thine eyes be fixed on justice.
3 Thou hast tested my heart and watched me all night long;
thou hast assayed me and found in me no minﬂ to evil.
I will not speak of the deeds of men; '
I have taken good note of all thy sayings.
5 1 have not strayed from the course of duty;
I have followed thy path and never stumbied.
6 I call upon thee; O God, for thou wilt answer me.
Bend down thy ear to me, listen to my words.
7 Show me how marvellous thy true love can be,
who with thy hand dost save
all who seek sanctuary from their enemies.

8 Keep me like the apple of thine eye;

hide me in the shadow of thy wings

9 - from the wicked who obstruct me,

from deadly foes who throng round me.

10 They have stifled all compassion;
their mouths are full of pride;
11 they press me hard, now they hem me in,
on the watch to bring me to the ground.
12 The enemy is like a lion eager for prey,
like a young lion crouching in ambush.
13 Arise, LORD, meet him face to face and bring him down.
Save my life from the wicked; ‘ ‘
14 make an end of them with thy sword.
With thy hand, O LORD, make an end of them;
thrust them out of this world in the prime of their life,

gorged as they are with thy good things,
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blest with many sons
and leavihg their children wealth in plenty,
15 But my plea is just: I shall see thy face,
and be blest with a vision of thee when I awake. 3¢

ZOEANCY, BOBILAEXIHELADBICEEZELOMAIH B, FEF (B
F) oM () ~NOFETH Y, BOE (Mo 1> TEETWEY, AD
B> THEELEPLDFBEZITVELS, REBBONIZE T, OB
ERITHRLOE VI BOTH S, BHEO2E (148~156) 12250 (A2 %)
PEFIENTWE, MUEIXADEIZE % B3ETC, ZhETHRALEEDIZS - 200<,
R4 AT TVHEREE, $22h VBT 3MMEF - 72208 Ic B hTY
5, I5HIIRIZH-THEESE, THLLMORIILIEELZLITEIENZ LR
NERTV3,

THE (8Ei~O%) WEHICEWT %, “thy wings” &5 E#X Father
(God) = the eagle M/%% — v M XH 3, £/~ 9HD “from the wicked
who obstruct me, fro‘m deadly foes who throng round me” | Joyce O
Dubliners W) Araby & W IHEEOHIIH 5 ROBHEEEREE S,

Her image accompanied me even in places the most hostile to
- romance. On Saturday evenings when my aunt went marketing I had
to go to carry some of the parcels. We walked through the flaring
streets, jostled by drunken men and bargaining women, amid the
curses of labourers, the shrill litanies of shop-boys who stood on
guard by the barrels of pigs’ cheeks, the nasal chanting of street- .
singers, who sang a “come-all-you” about O’Donovan Rossa, or a
ballad about the troubles in our native land. These noises
converged in a single sensation of life for me: I imagined that I
bore my chalice safely through a throng of foes. Her name sprang

to my lips at mements in strange prayers and praises which I myeslf
did not understand. 35

TEHD > 5 “a throng of foes” X LD EHFDOEZE “deadly foes who
throng round me” ¢ &, RESLIBUTWS, £33 9 —2DTFHE (51H350)
“chalice” IZEBELBHEED > T3 L) T, Araby DRI H BHEE The Sisters
DHIzIE b 35— “chalice” #'h B bNE,

“He was too scrupulous always,” she said. “The duties of the
priesthood was too much for him.  And then his life was, you might
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say, crossed.”

“Yes,” said my aunt. “He was a disappointed man. You could
see that”...........

“It was that chalice he broke... That was the beginning of it.
Of course, -they say it was all right, that it contained nothing, I
mean. But still... They say it was the boy’s fault. But poor
James was so nervous, God be mercifui to him!”

“And was that it ?” said my aunt. “I heard something...”

Eliza nodded.

“That affected his mind,” she said. “After that he began to
mope by himself, talking to no one and wandering about by himself.
So one night he was wanted for to go on a call and they couldn’t
find him anywhere. They looked highrup and low down; and still
they couldn’t see a sight of him anywhere. So then the clerk sug-
gestedto try the chapel. So then they got the keys and opened the
chapel and the clerk and Father ORourke and another priest that
was there brought in a light for to look for him... And what do
you think but there he was, sitting up by himself in the dark in

his confession-box, wide-awake and laughing-like softly to himself?”

She stopped suddenly as if to listen. I too listened; but there
was no sound in the house: and I knewthat the old priest was lying
still in his coffin as we had seen him, solemn and truculent in
death, an idle chalice on his breast.

Eliza resumed:

“Wide-awake and laughing-like to himself... So then, of course,
when they saw that, that made them think that there was something
gone wrong with him...” 36

chalice (375, BEAEEOBRCAVWLSRSEDOT, YR Loll, 20k
E () OB (Logos) D35> TWARYARETHS, ZREIHLTLE
7= Father James Flynn 34 & 2 5DEFEEIEI22 250, EOHEIzE
DHEIZEST, 20T (M) PHEsNIE261F, 3BEXRELZ LI THIEN
T 7%\, “an idle chalice” (FED B WER) 2T EH L »  THEm %
Flgh 2 - EFEOhIZH#/Zb 5 Father Flynn — 2L 4 8BT 500 E
W4 (Father Flynn (3012 & > C—HD a symbolic father) |3, chalice
DNEZE, #MomE, BOBIZKIMT S the son-artist OFLPIFEHL TV S,
SEPZOFEROEET, FROREETIHMDEIV TS Father Flynn OFE
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Tames Joyce Rig —NEFOEEL DT —

DEERSF 2 A5 paralysis LAha—21y FEITZI255 gnomon £ WH F
L b, BBEMEIITTL S simony LWV, AEELORLE, Z0AAPRBEVD
DIz ambivalent ZEN%E BT 2BEH»H 2 A°, paralysis ¥ gnomon (F4TPY
A B

IHO—HIZTEBHRUEE &0 0200 D5, 5@@;:5 DEFCG
DEREOZLERY)DES, 2EVARTLEZ30EMEITWS,) & simony &7
AN5 2 FORE BTEEN, WA ZRRIREEIZ 537, Wh®3 creative power,
imagin‘ati've power, sexual power IZRIFTWARILPERLTWBR LWL LI,
gnomon (nbumoen) %, FEiZ LS analogy »5, no man (BHEENIZKRIT2H)
ZEE X, simohy M, ZOLEDEI LB E b3 Stephen Dedalus 0
#X Simon Dedalus Z#BME¢3 2 LIXBKD S35 2L Th 3,

5IM351E, FIM36IcxL T %, K (Father Flynn) %4\, UM LAL
EH, KOEREDALTHEHBLARETOEEN H5, 221213 a creative
" father I2#f4 3 a creative son DRV ALS5NZ, DEHLS5HNIE, Father
Flynn ¢) “chalice” A 22 CRIBIRBED ZEHEA A > T\ 7 “an idle chalice” ©
HolDIZKM LT, PHED “chalice” 1%, Catholicism DHFEL» 5 &L, o
grace 25 fall 3 2L 2BWT 3UBDES, AOBEICA-T, 22h5%0
EBHERAIFIC, ZNIBIEFNBZ LB HLOHPLSENBSEIT creative 2 ELE
ERD 7 chalice #BIRLTW A L WE &9, BIAMOEDOTEE “deadly foes
who throng round me” #FHOENDFRE CFHLLOWMTH 301K L, =0
DEDE “a throng of foes” Xy, EHAI%L, B2 VHE L SHEL BT
ARE, DXV EMEOMEMT LTS, #1Ud A Portrait ¢ Stephen #'%k
NAs+3% net (£<12 the net of language) (31MH10) DZETH B,
BB RO E WS EOECEFHOBTHS 2 EIFF LIV EVH, =
OFIRER (5IMX35, 36) 4 THE, OREIHSBOMAFLTHLY LH B
FORNOFHEELVIERE L LT VB Z L SAEEETH 5, '

“Araby” & HBENEEAL LOBEHTHEY, ZANEOBE, A X
=&, PEOETBLRIIT S Virgin Mary 1ZBIF3 0108847 2,
%@iﬁt:lfﬁt&ﬁ%ﬁ the son-artist & LTHIZAENDEADFLZUL &N
BUPEQLOEREHEbLTWVWEL) TH B,

(3) TERENED, 322 1 M5 ~31HH, - kDA AT INALRIZEIFSEE
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12

13

Give ear to what I say, O heavens,

earth, listen to my words;

my teaching shall fall like drops of rain,

my words shall distil like dew,
like fine rain upon the grass

and like the showers on young plants.

When I call aloud the name of the LLORD,

you shall respond, ‘Great is our God,
the creator whose work is perfect,
and all his ways are just,

a faithful god, who does no wrong,
righteous and true is He!’

Perverse and crooked generation

whose faults have proved you no children of his,

is this how you repay the LORD,

you brutish and stupid people?

Is he not your father who formed you?
Did he not make you and establish you?
Remember the days of old, '
think of the generations long ago;

ask your father to recount it

and your elders to tell you the tale.

When the Most High parcelled out the nations,

when he dispersed all mankind,

he laid down the boundaries of every people

according to the number of the sons of

God ;

but the LORD’s share was his own people,

Jacob was his allotted portion.

He found him in a desert land,v

in a waste and howling void.

He protected him.

he guarded him as the apple of his eye,

as an eagle watches over its nest,

hovers above its young,

spreads its pinions and takes them up,

and carries them upon its wings.

The LORD alone led him,
no alien god at his side.
He made him ride on the heights of the
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James Joyce i —NETFOEELZ2D-T—

and fed him on the harvest of the fields;

he satisfied him wvith honey from the crags

and oil from the flinty rock,

curds from the cattle, milk from the ewes,

the fat of lambs’ kidneys,

of rams, the breed of Bashan, and of goats,

with the finest flour of wheat;

and he drank wine from the blood of the grape.
Jacob ate and was well fed,

Jeshurun grew fat and unruly,

he grew fat, he grew bloated and sleek.
He forsook God who made him

and dishonoured the Rock of his salvation.

They roused his jealousy with foreign gods

and provoked him with abominable practices.

They sacrificed to foreign demons that are no gods,
gods who were strangers to them;

they took up with new gods from their neighbours,
gods whom your fathers did not acknowledge.

You forsook the creator who begot you

and cared nothing for God who broughtA you to birth.
The LORD saw and spurned them;

his own sons and daughters provoked him.

‘T will hide my face from them, he said;

‘let me see what their end will be,

for they are a mutinous generation,

sons who are not to be trusted.

They roused my jealousy with a god of no account,
with their false gods they provoked me;

so I will rouse their jealousy with a people of no account,
with a brutish nation I will provoke them.

For fire is kindled by my anger,

it burns to the depths of Sheol;

it devours eatth and its harvest

and sets fire to the very roots of the mountains.

I will heap on them one disaster after another,

I will use up all my arrows on them:

pangs of hunger, ravages of plague,

and bitter pestilence.

o973



I will harry them with the fangs of wild beasts
and the poison of creatures that crawl in the dust.
25 The sword will make orphans in the streets
and widows in théir own homes ;
it will take toll of young man and maid,
of babes in arms and old men.
26 1 had resolved to strike them down
and to destroy all memory of them,
27 but I feared that I should be provoked by their foes,
that their enemies would take the counsel,
and say, “It was not the LORD,
it was we who raised the hand that did this”
28 They are a nation that lacks good counsel,
devoid of understanding. )
29 If only they had the wisdom to understand this
and give thought to their end!
30 ' How could one man pursue a thousand of them,
how could two put ten thousand to flight,
if their Rock had not sold them to their enemies,
if the LORD had not handed them over?
3l For the enemy have no Rock like ours,

in themselves they are mere fools. 37

FHEL1085 ~11%12 & 0 the eagle = the Creator th 2 Z L FBHETH 5, 12
Hi~18FiE, B (A1b, MEITF—7 LU C) PEomEIIELS, 2EVERE
TALE-HE R, 198 ~258i, ZOEETEICHTIMORY & AMOIEAEN
L, 2600, ABoME (A0E) FHomE (Bol) Tiks ickifzwy
Z L P “Rock” MMIZICE > TEMENTWS, ZITEHTNEIE, BBIZLIHE
{1747 “foreign gods” EMEFEUDVTWVWBEILTHB, “foreign gods” &
X Joyce MIEGIZHTIIHTEZL LB LIE, FHEDOKL 2%, 74TV FD
Catholicism 2% % Father God, Catholic Fathers &XfiL¥ 2ADEIZH T
BHERRLTWE EVZ LI,

%413, “the apple of eyes” 2 BLUL3IDOEENHHFZFALLY, 2hth
N2 ORLEELEE, Joyce DBEEEET S, (D0 THEE, THIT sex
(ANEOHIE, HOE) &, (20 T35, 17813 religion (MomE, FBo#) %,
(3) THIfE, 3281k Art 23> T3 EVWZ kI, sex-art-religion, 203
1% the father-son confl'ict’k L1z, Joyce M%& lifework IZIRIERYZ FIREE
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