Classic Poetry Series

James Joyce
- poems -

Publication Date:
2012

Publisher:
Poemhunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

James Joyce(2 February 1882 – 13 January 1941)
James Augustine Aloysius Joyce was an Irish novelist and poet, considered to be
one of the most influential writers in the modernist avant-garde of the early 20th
century. Joyce is best known for Ulysses (1922), a landmark work in which the
episodes of Homer's Odyssey are paralleled in an array of contrasting literary
styles, perhaps most prominently the stream of consciousness technique he
perfected. Other major works are the short-story collection Dubliners (1914),
and the novels A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man (1916) and Finnegans
Wake (1939). His complete oeuvre includes three books of poetry, a play,
occasional journalism, and his published letters.
Joyce was born to a middle class family in Dublin, where he excelled as a student
at the Jesuit schools Clongowes and Belvedere, then at University College Dublin.
In his early twenties he emigrated permanently to continental Europe, living in
Trieste, Paris and Zurich. Though most of his adult life was spent abroad, Joyce's
fictional universe does not extend beyond Dublin, and is populated largely by
characters who closely resemble family members, enemies and friends from his
time there; Ulysses in particular is set with precision in the streets and alleyways
of the city. Shortly after the publication of Ulysses he elucidated this
preoccupation somewhat, saying, “For myself, I always write about Dublin,
because if I can get to the heart of Dublin I can get to the heart of all the cities
of the world. In the particular is contained the universal.”
<b>Biography</b>
<b>1882–1904: Dublin</b>
James Augustine Aloysius Joyce was born on 2 February 1882 to John Stanislaus
Joyce and Mary Jane Murray in the Dublin suburb of Rathgar. He was the eldest
of ten surviving children; two of his siblings died of typhoid. His father's family,
originally from Fermoy in Cork, had once owned a small salt and lime works.
Joyce's father and paternal grandfather both married into wealthy families,
though the family's purported ancestor, Seán Mór Seoighe (fl. 1680) was a
stonemason from Connemara. In 1887, his father was appointed rate collector
(i.e., a collector of local property taxes) by Dublin Corporation; the family
subsequently moved to the fashionable adjacent small town of Bray 12 miles (19
km) from Dublin. Around this time Joyce was attacked by a dog, which
engendered in him a lifelong cynophobia. He also suffered from keraunophobia,
as an overly superstitious aunt had described thunderstorms to him as a sign of
God's wrath.
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In 1891, Joyce wrote a poem, Et Tu Healy on the death of Charles Stewart
Parnell. His father was angry at the treatment of Parnell by the Catholic church
and at the resulting failure to secure Home Rule for Ireland. The elder Joyce had
the poem printed and even sent a part to the Vatican Library. In November of
that same year, John Joyce was entered in Stubbs Gazette (an official register of
bankruptcies) and suspended from work. In 1893, John Joyce was dismissed with
a pension, beginning the family's slide into poverty caused mainly by John's
drinking and general financial mismanagement.
James Joyce had begun his education at Clongowes Wood College, a Jesuit
boarding school near Clane, County Kildare, in 1888 but had to leave in 1892
when his father could no longer pay the fees. Joyce then studied at home and
briefly at the Christian Brothers O'Connell School on North Richmond Street,
Dublin, before he was offered a place in the Jesuits', Dublin school, Belvedere
College, in 1893. In 1895, Joyce, now aged 13, was elected to join the Sodality
of Our Lady by his peers at Belvedere; students were elected to the Sodality on
account of their leadership qualities and members of the Sodality, by their
positive attitudes and acts of piety, were meant to elicit religious fervour and
enthusiasm for studies amongst the student body; most Jesuit Schools and
Universities had a Sodality until the 1950s, when families and parishes became
the focal point of the Ignatian lay movement, now called the Christian Life
Community. By the age of 16, however, Joyce appears to have made a break
with his Catholic roots, even though the philosophy of Thomas Aquinas continued
to have a strong influence on him for most of his life.
He enrolled at the recently established University College Dublin (UCD) in 1898,
studying English, French, and Italian. He also became active in theatrical and
literary circles in the city. In 1900 his review of Henrik Ibsen's New Drama was
published in Fortnightly Review; it was his first publication and he received a
note of thanks from the Norwegian dramatist himself. Joyce wrote a number of
other articles and at least two plays (since lost) during this period. Many of the
friends he made at University College Dublin would appear as characters in
Joyce's written works.
In 1901, the National Census of Ireland lists James Joyce (19) as a scholar living
with his mother and father, six sisters and three brothers at Royal Terrace,
Clontarf, Dublin.
After graduating from UCD in 1903, Joyce left for Paris to study medicine, but he
soon abandoned this after finding the technical lectures in French too difficult. He
stayed on for a few months, appealing for finance his family could ill afford and
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reading late in the Bibliothèque Sainte-Geneviève. When his mother was
diagnosed with cancer, his father sent a telegraph which read, "NOTHER DYING
COME HOME FATHER". Joyce returned to Ireland. Fearing for her son's impiety,
his mother tried unsuccessfully to get Joyce to make his confession and to take
communion. She finally passed into a coma and died on 13 August, James and
Stanislaus having refused to kneel with other members of the family praying at
her bedside. After her death he continued to drink heavily, and conditions at
home grew quite appalling. He scraped a living reviewing books, teaching and
singing—he was an accomplished tenor, and won the bronze medal in the 1904
Feis Ceoil.
On 7 January 1904 he attempted to publish A Portrait of the Artist, an essaystory dealing with aesthetics, only to have it rejected from the free-thinking
magazine Dana. He decided, on his twenty-second birthday, to revise the story
into a novel he called Stephen Hero. It was a fictional rendering of Joyce's youth,
but he eventually grew frustrated with its direction and abandoned this work. It
was never published in this form, but years later, in Trieste, Joyce completely
rewrote it as A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man. The unfinished Stephen
Hero was published after his death.
The same year he met Nora Barnacle, a young woman from Connemara, County
Galway who was working as a chambermaid. On 16 June 1904, they first stepped
out together, an event which would be commemorated by providing the date for
the action of Ulysses.
Joyce remained in Dublin for some time longer, drinking heavily. After one of
these drinking binges, he got into a fight over a misunderstanding with a man in
Phoenix Park; he was picked up and dusted off by a minor acquaintance of his
father's, Alfred H. Hunter, who brought him into his home to tend to his injuries.
Hunter was rumoured to be a Jew and to have an unfaithful wife, and would
serve as one of the models for Leopold Bloom, the protagonist of Ulysses. He
took up with medical student Oliver St John Gogarty, who formed the basis for
the character Buck Mulligan in Ulysses. After staying in Gogarty's Martello Tower
in Sandycove for six nights, he left in the middle of the night following an
altercation which involved Gogarty firing a pistol at some pans hanging directly
over Joyce's bed. He walked all the way back to Dublin to stay with relatives for
the night, and sent a friend to the tower the next day to pack his trunk. Shortly
thereafter he eloped to the continent with Nora.
<b>1904–20: Trieste and Zurich</b>
Joyce and Nora went into self-imposed exile, moving first to Zurich, where he
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had supposedly acquired a post to teach English at the Berlitz Language School
through an agent in England. It turned out that the English agent had been
swindled, but the director of the school sent him on to Trieste, which was part of
Austria-Hungary until World War I (today part of Italy). Once again, he found
there was no position for him, but with the help of Almidano Artifoni, director of
the Trieste Berlitz school, he finally secured a teaching position in Pola, then also
part of Austria-Hungary (today part of Croatia). He stayed there, teaching
English mainly to Austro-Hungarian naval officers stationed at the Pola base,
from October 1904 until March 1905, when the Austrians—having discovered an
espionage ring in the city—expelled all aliens. With Artifoni's help, he moved
back to Trieste and began teaching English there. He would remain in Trieste for
most of the next ten years.
Later that year Nora gave birth to their first child, George. Joyce then managed
to talk his brother, Stanislaus, into joining him in Trieste, and secured him a
position teaching at the school. Joyce's ostensible reasons were desire for
Stanislaus's company and the hope of offering him a more interesting life than
that of his simple clerking job in Dublin. In truth, though, Joyce hoped to
augment his family's meagre income with his brother's earnings. Stanislaus and
Joyce had strained relations throughout the time they lived together in Trieste,
with most arguments centring on Joyce's drinking habits and frivolity with
money.
With the chronic wanderlust of Joyce's early years, he became frustrated with life
in Trieste and moved to Rome in late 1906, having secured employment in a
bank. He intensely disliked Rome, and moved back to Trieste in early 1907. His
daughter Lucia was born in the summer of the same year.
Joyce returned to Dublin in mid-1909 with George, in order to visit his father and
work on getting Dubliners published. He visited Nora's family in Galway, meeting
them for the first time (a successful visit, to his relief). He also launched Ireland's
first cinema, the Volta Cinematograph, with backing from his Italian friends.
While preparing to return to Trieste he decided to take one of his sisters, Eva,
back with him to help Nora run the home. He spent only a month in Trieste
before returning to Dublin, this time as a representative of some cinema owners
hoping to set up a regular cinema in Dublin. The venture was successful (but
quickly fell apart in Joyce's absence), and he returned to Trieste in January 1910
with another sister, Eileen, in tow. Eva became very homesick for Dublin and
returned there a few years later, but Eileen spent the rest of her life on the
continent, eventually marrying Czech bank cashier Frantisek Schaurek.
Joyce returned to Dublin again briefly in mid-1912 during his years-long fight
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with his Dublin publisher, George Roberts, over the publication of Dubliners. His
trip was once again fruitless, and on his return he wrote the poem "Gas from a
Burner" as an invective against Roberts. After this trip, he never again came
closer to Dublin than London, despite many pleas from his father and invitations
from fellow Irish writer William Butler Yeats.
One of his students in Trieste was Ettore Schmitz, better known by the
pseudonym Italo Svevo. They met in 1907 and became lasting friends and
mutual critics. Schmitz was a Catholic of Jewish origin and became the primary
model for Leopold Bloom; most of the details about the Jewish faith in Ulysses
came from Schmitz's responses to queries from Joyce. While living in Trieste,
Joyce was first beset with eye problems that ultimately required over a dozen
surgeries.
Joyce concocted a number of money-making schemes during this period,
including an attempt to become a cinema magnate in Dublin. He also frequently
discussed but ultimately abandoned a plan to import Irish tweeds to Trieste.
Correspondence relating to that venture with the Irish Woollen Mills are displayed
in the windows of their premises on Aston's Quay in Dublin. His skill at borrowing
money saved him from indigence. What income he had came partially from his
position at the Berlitz school and partially from teaching private students.
In 1915, after most of his students were conscripted in Trieste for World War I,
he moved to Zurich. Two influential private students, Baron Ambrogio Ralli and
Count Francesco Sordina, petitioned officials for an exit permit for the Joyces,
who in turn agreed not to take any action against the emperor of AustriaHungary during the war. There, he met one of his most enduring and important
friends, Frank Budgen, whose opinion Joyce constantly sought through the
writing of Ulysses and Finnegans Wake. It was also here where <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/ezra-pound/">Ezra Pound</a> brought him
to the attention of English feminist and publisher Harriet Shaw Weaver, who
would become Joyce's patron, providing him thousands of pounds over the next
25 years and relieving him of the burden of teaching in order to focus on his
writing. While in Zurich he wrote Exiles, published A Portrait..., and began
serious work on Ulysses. Zurich during the war was home to exiles and artists
from across Europe, and its bohemian, multilingual atmosphere suited him.
Nevertheless, after four years he was restless, and after the war he returned to
Trieste as he had originally planned. He found the city had changed, and some of
his old friends noted his maturing from teacher to full-time artist. His relations
with his brother (who had been interned in an Austrian prison camp for most of
the war due to his pro-Italian politics) were more strained than ever. Joyce
headed to Paris in 1920 at an invitation from Ezra Pound, supposedly for a week,
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but he ended up living there for the next twenty years.
<b>1920–41: Paris and Zurich</b>
Joyce set himself to finishing Ulysses in Paris, delighted to find that he was
gradually gaining fame as an avant-garde writer. A further grant from Miss Shaw
Weaver meant he could devote himself full-time to writing again, as well as
consort with other literary figures in the city. During this era, Joyce's eyes began
to give him more and more problems. He was treated by Dr Louis Borsch in
Paris, undergoing nine operations from him until Borsch's death in 1929.
Throughout the 1930s he travelled frequently to Switzerland for eye surgeries
and treatments for Lucia, who, according to the Joyces, suffered from
schizophrenia. Lucia was analysed by Carl Jung at the time, who after reading
Ulysses, concluded that her father had schizophrenia. Jung said she and her
father were two people heading to the bottom of a river, except that he was
diving and she was falling.
In Paris, Maria and Eugene Jolas nursed Joyce during his long years of writing
Finnegans Wake. Were it not for their support (along with Harriet Shaw Weaver's
constant financial support), there is a good possibility that his books might never
have been finished or published. In their literary magazine "Transition," the
Jolases published serially various sections of Joyce's novel under the title Work in
Progress. He returned to Zurich in late 1940, fleeing the Nazi occupation of
France.
On 11 January 1941, he underwent surgery for a perforated ulcer. While he at
first improved, he relapsed the following day, and despite several transfusions,
fell into a coma. He awoke at 2 a.m. on 13 January 1941, and asked for a nurse
to call his wife and son before losing consciousness again. They were still on their
way when he died 15 minutes later. He is buried in the Fluntern Cemetery near
Zurich Zoo.
Although two senior Irish diplomats were in Switzerland at the time, neither
attended Joyce's funeral, and the Irish government subsequently declined Nora's
offer to permit the repatriation of Joyce's remains. Nora, whom Joyce had
married in London in 1931, survived him by 10 years. She is buried now by his
side, as is their son George, who died in 1976. Ellmann reports that when the
arrangements for Joyce's burial were being made, a Catholic priest tried to
convince Nora that there should be a funeral Mass. She replied, "I couldn't do
that to him." Swiss tenor Max Meili sang Addio terra, addio cielo from
Monteverdi's L'Orfeo at the funeral service.
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<b>Joyce and Religion</b>
L. A. G. Strong, William T. Noon, Robert Boyle and others have argued that
Joyce, later in life, reconciled with the faith he rejected earlier in life and that his
parting with the faith was succeeded by a not so obvious reunion, and that
Ulysses and Finnegans Wake are essentially Catholic expressions. Likewise, Hugh
Kenner and <a href="http://www.poemhunter.com/thomas-stearns-eliot/">T.S.
Eliot</a> saw between the lines of Joyce’s work the outlook of a serious
Christian and that beneath the veneer of the work lies a remnant of Catholic
belief and attitude. Kevin Sullivan maintains that, rather than reconciling with the
faith, Joyce never left it. Critics holding this view insist that Stephen, the
protagonist of the semi-autobiographical A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man
as well as Ulysses, is not Joyce. Somewhat cryptically, in an interview after
completing Ulysses, in response to the question “When did you leave the Catholic
Church”, Joyce answered, “That’s for the Church to say.” Eamonn Hughes
maintains that Joyce takes a dialectic approach, both assenting and denying,
saying that Stephen’s much noted non serviam is qualified – “I will not serve that
which I no longer believe…”, and that the non serviam will always be balanced by
Stephen’s “I am a servant…” and Molly’s “yes”.
Umberto Eco compares Joyce to the ancient episcopi vagantes (stray bishops) in
the Middle Ages. They left a discipline, not a cultural heritage or a way of
thinking. Like them, the writer retains the sense of blasphemy held as a liturgical
ritual.
In any case we have different first-hand testimonies coming from Joyce himself,
his brother Stanislaus Joyce, and his wife:
My mind rejects the whole present social order and Christianity -home, the
recognised virtues, classes of life, and religious doctrines. […] Six years ago I left
the Catholic church, hating it most fervently. I found it impossible for me to
remain in it on account of the impulses of my nature. I made secret war upon it
when I was a student and declined to accept the positions it offered me. By doing
this I made myself a beggar but I retained my pride. Now I make open war upon
it by what I write and say and do.
My brother’s breakaway from Catholicism was due to other motives. He felt it
was imperative that he should save his real spiritual life from being overlaid and
crushed by a false one that he had outgrown. He believed that poets in the
measure of their gifts and personality were the repositories of the genuine
spiritual life of their race and the priests were usurpers. He detested falsity and
believed in individual freedom more thoroughly than any man I have ever known.
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[…] The interest that my brother always retained in the philosophy of the
Catholic Church sprang from the fact that he considered Catholic philosophy to
be the most coherent attempt to establish such an intelectual and material
stability.
When the arrangements for Joyce's burial were being made, a Catholic priest
tried to convince Nora Barnacle that there should be a funeral Mass for him.
Ellmann wrote she said: "I couldn't do that to him."
<b>Major Works</b>
<b>Dubliners</b>
Joyce's Irish experiences constitute an essential element of his writings, and
provide all of the settings for his fiction and much of its subject matter. His early
volume of short stories, Dubliners, is a penetrating analysis of the stagnation and
paralysis of Dublin society. The stories incorporate epiphanies, a word used
particularly by Joyce, by which he meant a sudden consciousness of the "soul" of
a thing. The final and most famous story in the collection, "The Dead", was
directed by John Huston as his last feature film in 1987.
<b>A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man</b>
A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man is a nearly complete rewrite of the
abandoned novel Stephen Hero. Joyce attempted to burn the original manuscript
in a fit of rage during an argument with Nora, though to his subsequent relief it
was rescued by his sister. A Künstlerroman, Portrait is a heavily autobiographical
coming-of-age novel depicting the childhood and adolescence of protagonist
Stephen Dedalus and his gradual growth into artistic self-consciousness. Some
hints of the techniques Joyce frequently employed in later works, such as stream
of consciousness, interior monologue, and references to a character's psychic
reality rather than to his external surroundings, are evident throughout this
novel. Joseph Strick directed a film of the book in 1977 starring Luke Johnston,
Bosco Hogan, T.P. McKenna and John Gielgud.
<b>Exiles and Poetry</b>
Despite early interest in the theatre, Joyce published only one play, Exiles, begun
shortly after the outbreak of World War I in 1914 and published in 1918. A study
of a husband and wife relationship, the play looks back to The Dead (the final
story in Dubliners) and forward to Ulysses, which Joyce began around the time of
the play's composition.
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Joyce also published a number of books of poetry. His first mature published
work was the satirical broadside "The Holy Office" (1904), in which he proclaimed
himself to be the superior of many prominent members of the Celtic revival. His
first full-length poetry collection Chamber Music (referring, Joyce explained, to
the sound of urine hitting the side of a chamber pot) consisted of 36 short lyrics.
This publication led to his inclusion in the Imagist Anthology, edited by Ezra
Pound, who was a champion of Joyce's work. Other poetry Joyce published in his
lifetime includes "Gas From A Burner" (1912), Pomes Penyeach (1927) and "Ecce
Puer" (written in 1932 to mark the birth of his grandson and the recent death of
his father). It was published by the Black Sun Press in Collected Poems (1936).
<b>Ulysses</b>
As he was completing work on Dubliners in 1906, Joyce considered adding
another story featuring a Jewish advertising canvasser called Leopold Bloom
under the title Ulysses. Although he did not pursue the idea further at the time,
he eventually commenced work on a novel using both the title and basic premise
in 1914. The writing was completed in October, 1921. Three more months were
devoted to working on the proofs of the book before Joyce halted work shortly
before his self-imposed deadline, his 40th birthday (2 February 1922).
Thanks to Ezra Pound, serial publication of the novel in the magazine The Little
Review began in 1918. This magazine was edited by Margaret Anderson and Jane
Heap, with the backing of John Quinn, a New York attorney with an interest in
contemporary experimental art and literature. Unfortunately, this publication
encountered censorship problems in the United States; serialisation was halted in
1920 when the editors were convicted of publishing obscenity. The novel was not
published in the United States until 1933.
Partly because of this controversy, Joyce found it difficult to get a publisher to
accept the book, but it was published in 1922 by Sylvia Beach from her wellknown Rive Gauche bookshop, Shakespeare and Company. An English edition
published the same year by Joyce's patron, Harriet Shaw Weaver, ran into
further difficulties with the United States authorities, and 500 copies that were
shipped to the States were seized and possibly destroyed. The following year,
John Rodker produced a print run of 500 more intended to replace the missing
copies, but these were burned by English customs at Folkestone. A further
consequence of the novel's ambiguous legal status as a banned book was that a
number of "bootleg" versions appeared, most notably a number of pirate
versions from the publisher Samuel Roth. In 1928, a court injunction against
Roth was obtained and he ceased publication.
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With the appearance of both Ulysses and T. S. Eliot's poem, The Waste Land,
1922 was a key year in the history of English-language literary modernism. In
Ulysses, Joyce employs stream of consciousness, parody, jokes, and virtually
every other established literary technique to present his characters. The action of
the novel, which takes place in a single day, 16 June 1904, sets the characters
and incidents of the Odyssey of Homer in modern Dublin and represents
Odysseus (Ulysses), Penelope and Telemachus in the characters of Leopold
Bloom, his wife Molly Bloom and Stephen Dedalus, parodically contrasted with
their lofty models. The book explores various areas of Dublin life, dwelling on its
squalor and monotony. Nevertheless, the book is also an affectionately detailed
study of the city, and Joyce claimed that if Dublin were to be destroyed in some
catastrophe it could be rebuilt, brick by brick, using his work as a model. In order
to achieve this level of accuracy, Joyce used the 1904 edition of Thom's
Directory—a work that listed the owners and/or tenants of every residential and
commercial property in the city. He also bombarded friends still living there with
requests for information and clarification.
The book consists of 18 chapters, each covering roughly one hour of the day,
beginning around 8 a.m. and ending some time after 2 a.m. the following
morning. Each chapter employs its own literary style, and parodies a specific
episode in Homer's Odyssey. Furthermore, each chapter is associated with a
specific colour, art or science, and bodily organ. This combination of
kaleidoscopic writing with an extreme formal schematic structure renders the
book a major contribution to the development of 20th-century modernist
literature. The use of classical mythology as an organising framework, the nearobsessive focus on external detail, and the occurrence of significant action within
the minds of characters have also contributed to the development of literary
modernism. Nevertheless, Joyce complained that, "I may have oversystematised
Ulysses," and played down the mythic correspondences by eliminating the
chapter titles that had been taken from Homer.
<b>Finnegans Wake</b>
Having completed work on Ulysses, Joyce was so exhausted that he did not write
a line of prose for a year. On 10 March 1923 he informed a patron, Harriet
Weaver: "Yesterday I wrote two pages—the first I have since the final Yes of
Ulysses. Having found a pen, with some difficulty I copied them out in a large
handwriting on a double sheet of foolscap so that I could read them. Il lupo
perde il pelo ma non il vizio, the Italians say. The wolf may lose his skin but not
his vice or the leopard cannot change his spots." Thus was born a text that
became known, first, as Work in Progress and later Finnegans Wake.
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By 1926 Joyce had completed the first two parts of the book. In that year, he
met Eugene and Maria Jolas who offered to serialise the book in their magazine
transition. For the next few years, Joyce worked rapidly on the new book, but in
the 1930s, progress slowed considerably. This was due to a number of factors,
including the death of his father in 1931, concern over the mental health of his
daughter Lucia and his own health problems, including failing eyesight. Much of
the work was done with the assistance of younger admirers, including <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/samuel-beckett/">Samuel Beckett</a>. For
some years, Joyce nursed the eccentric plan of turning over the book to his
friend <a href="http://www.poemhunter.com/james-stephens/">James
Stephens</a> to complete, on the grounds that Stephens was born in the same
hospital as Joyce exactly one week later, and shared the first name of both Joyce
and of Joyce's fictional alter-ego (this is one example of Joyce's numerous
superstitions).
Reaction to the work was mixed, including negative comment from early
supporters of Joyce's work, such as Pound and the author's brother Stanislaus
Joyce. In order to counteract this hostile reception, a book of essays by
supporters of the new work, including Beckett, <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/william-carlos-williams/">William Carlos
Williams</a> and others was organised and published in 1929 under the title
Our Exagmination Round His Factification for Incamination of Work in Progress.
At his 57th birthday party at the Jolases' home, Joyce revealed the final title of
the work and Finnegans Wake was published in book form on 4 May 1939. Later,
further negative comments surfaced from doctor and author Hervey Cleckley,
who questioned the significance others had placed on the work. In his book, The
Mask of Sanity, Cleckley refers to Finnegans Wake as "a 628-page collection of
erudite gibberish indistinguishable to most people from the familiar word salad
produced by hebephrenic patients on the back wards of any state hospital."
Joyce's method of stream of consciousness, literary allusions and free dream
associations was pushed to the limit in Finnegans Wake, which abandoned all
conventions of plot and character construction and is written in a peculiar and
obscure language, based mainly on complex multi-level puns. This approach is
similar to, but far more extensive than that used by <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/lewis-carroll/">Lewis Carroll</a> in
Jabberwocky. This has led many readers and critics to apply Joyce's oft-quoted
description in the Wake of Ulysses as his "usylessly unreadable Blue Book of
Eccles" to the Wake itself. However, readers have been able to reach a
consensus about the central cast of characters and general plot.
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Much of the wordplay in the book stems from the use of multilingual puns which
draw on a wide range of languages. The role played by Beckett and other
assistants included collating words from these languages on cards for Joyce to
use and, as Joyce's eyesight worsened, of writing the text from the author's
dictation.
The view of history propounded in this text is very strongly influenced by
Giambattista Vico, and the metaphysics of Giordano Bruno of Nola are important
to the interplay of the "characters." Vico propounded a cyclical view of history, in
which civilisation rose from chaos, passed through theocratic, aristocratic, and
democratic phases, and then lapsed back into chaos. The most obvious example
of the influence of Vico's cyclical theory of history is to be found in the opening
and closing words of the book. Finnegans Wake opens with the words "riverrun,
past Eve and Adam's, from swerve of shore to bend of bay, brings us by a
commodius vicus of recirculation back to Howth Castle and Environs." ("vicus" is
a pun on Vico) and ends "A way a lone a last a loved a long the." In other words,
the book ends with the beginning of a sentence and begins with the end of the
same sentence, turning the book into one great cycle. Indeed, Joyce said that
the ideal reader of the Wake would suffer from "ideal insomnia" and, on
completing the book, would turn to page one and start again, and so on in an
endless cycle of reading.
<b>Legacy</b>
Joyce's work has been subject to intense scrutiny by scholars of all types. He has
also been an important influence on writers and scholars as diverse as Samuel
Beckett, Jorge Luis Borges, Flann O'Brien, Máirtín Ó Cadhain, Salman Rushdie,
Robert Anton Wilson, John Updike, and Joseph Campbell. Ulysses has been called
"a demonstration and summation of the entire [Modernist] movement".
Some scholars, most notably Vladimir Nabokov, have mixed feelings on his work,
often championing some of his fiction while condemning other works. In
Nabokov's opinion, Ulysses was brilliant, Finnegans Wake horrible—an attitude
Jorge Luis Borges shared.
Joyce's influence is also evident in fields other than literature. The sentence
"Three quarks for Muster Mark!" in Joyce's Finnegans Wake is the source of the
word "quark", the name of one of the elementary particles, proposed by the
physicist, Murray Gell-Mann in 1963. The French philosopher Jacques Derrida has
written a book on the use of language in Ulysses, and the American philosopher
Donald Davidson has written similarly on Finnegans Wake in comparison with
Lewis Carroll. Psychoanalyst Jacques Lacan used Joyce's writings to explain his
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concept of the sinthome. According to Lacan, Joyce's writing is the
supplementary cord which kept Joyce from psychosis.
The work and life of Joyce is celebrated annually on 16 June, Bloomsday, in
Dublin and in an increasing number of cities worldwide.
In 1999, Time Magazine named Joyce one of the 100 Most Important People of
the 20th Century, and stated; "Joyce ... revolutionised 20th century fiction". In
1998, the Modern Library, U.S. publisher of Joyce's works, ranked Ulysses No. 1,
A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man No. 3, and Finnegans Wake No. 77, on its
list of the 100 best English-language novels of the 20th century.
On 1 January 2012 copyright restrictions expired on much of Joyce's work
published during his lifetime, putting his work into the public domain.
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A Flower Given To My Daughter
Frail the white rose and frail are
Her hands that gave
Whose soul is sere and paler
Than time's wan wave.
Rosefrail and fair -- yet frailest
A wonder wild
In gentle eyes thou veilest,
My blueveined child.
James Joyce

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

14

A Memory Of The Players In A Mirror At Midnight
They mouth love's language. Gnash
The thirteen teeth
Your lean jaws grin with. Lash
Your itch and quailing, nude greed of the flesh.
Love's breath in you is stale, worded or sung,
As sour as cat's breath,
Harsh of tongue.
This grey that stares
Lies not, stark skin and bone.
Leave greasy lips their kissing. None
Will choose her what you see to mouth upon.
Dire hunger holds his hour.
Pluck forth your heart, saltblood, a fruit of tears.
Pluck and devour!
James Joyce
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A Portrait Of The Artist As A Young Man
Are you not weary of ardent ways,
Lure of the fallen seraphim?
Tell no more of enchanted days.
Your eyes have set man's heart ablaze
And you have had your will of him.
Are you not weary of ardent ways?
Above the flame the smoke of praise
Goes up from ocean rim to rim.
Tell no more of enchanted days.
Our broken cries and mournful lays
Rise in one eucharistic hymn.
Are you not weary of ardent ways?
While sacrificing hands upraise
The chalice flowing to the brim,
Tell no more of enchanted days.
And still you hold our longing gaze
With languorous look and lavish limb!
Are you not weary of ardent ways?
Tell no more of enchanted days.
James Joyce
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A Prayer
Again!
<i>Come, give, yield all your strength to me!</i>
From far a low word breathes on the breaking brain
Its cruel calm, submission's misery,
Gentling her awe as to a soul predestined.
Cease, silent love! My doom!
Blind me with your dark nearness, O have mercy, beloved enemy of my will!
I dare not withstand the cold touch that I dread.
Draw from me still
My slow life! Bend deeper on me, threatening head,
Proud by my downfall, remembering, pitying
Him who is, him who was!
Again!
Together, folded by the night, they lay on earth. I hear
From far her low word breathe on my breaking brain.
<i>Come!</i> I yield. Bend deeper upon me! I am here.
Subduer, do not leave me! Only joy, only anguish,
Take me, save me, soothe me, O spare me!
James Joyce
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All Day I Hear The Noise Of Waters
All day I hear the noise of waters
Making moan,
Sad as the sea-bird is when, going
Forth alone,
He hears the winds cry to the water's
Monotone.
The grey winds, the cold winds are blowing
Where I go.
I hear the noise of many waters
Far below.
All day, all night, I hear them flowing
To and fro.
James Joyce
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Alone
The noon's greygolden meshes make
All night a veil,
The shorelamps in the sleeping lake
Laburnum tendrils trail.
The sly reeds whisper to the night
A name-- her nameAnd all my soul is a delight,
A swoon of shame.
James Joyce
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At That Hour
At that hour when all things have repose,
O lonely watcher of the skies,
Do you hear the night wind and the sighs
Of harps playing unto Love to unclose
The pale gates of sunrise?
When all things repose, do you alone
Awake to hear the sweet harps play
To Love before him on his way,
And the night wind answering in antiphon
Till night is overgone?
Play on, invisible harps, unto Love,
Whose way in heaven is aglow
At that hour when soft lights come and go,
Soft sweet music in the air above
And in the earth below.
James Joyce
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Bahnhofstrasse
The eyes that mock me sign the way
Whereto I pass at eve of day.
Grey way whose violet signals are
The trysting and the twining star.
Ah star of evil! star of pain!
Highhearted youth comes not again
Nor old heart's wisdom yet to know
The signs that mock me as I go.
James Joyce
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Be Not Sad
Be not sad because all men
Prefer a lying clamour before you:
Sweetheart, be at peace again -- Can they dishonour you?
They are sadder than all tears;
Their lives ascend as a continual sigh.
Proudly answer to their tears:
As they deny, deny.
James Joyce
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Because Your Voice Was At My Side
Because your voice was at my side
I gave him pain,
Because within my hand I held
Your hand again.
There is no word nor any sign
Can make amend -- He is a stranger to me now
Who was my friend.
James Joyce

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

23

Bid Adieu To Maidenhood
Bid adieu, adieu, adieu,
Bid adieu to girlish days,
Happy Love is come to woo
Thee and woo thy girlish ways—
The zone that doth become thee fair,
The snood upon thy yellow hair,
When thou hast heard his name upon
The bugles of the cherubim
Begin thou softly to unzone
Thy girlish bosom unto him
And softly to undo the snood
That is the sign of maidenhood.
James Joyce
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Bright Cap And Streamers
Bright cap and streamers,
He sings in the hollow:
Come follow, come follow,
All you that love.
Leave dreams to the dreamers
That will not after,
That song and laughter
Do nothing move.
With ribbons streaming
He sings the bolder;
In troop at his shoulder
The wild bees hum.
And the time of dreaming
Dreams is over -- As lover to lover,
Sweetheart, I come.
James Joyce
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Dear Heart, Why Will You Use Me So?
Dear heart, why will you use me so?
Dear eyes that gently me upbraid,
Still are you beautiful -- - but O,
How is your beauty raimented!
Through the clear mirror of your eyes,
Through the soft sigh of kiss to kiss,
Desolate winds assail with cries
The shadowy garden where love is.
And soon shall love dissolved be
When over us the wild winds blow -- But you, dear love, too dear to me,
Alas! why will you use me so?
James Joyce
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Ecce Puer
Of the dark past
A child is born;
With joy and grief
My heart is torn.
Calm in his cradle
The living lies.
May love and mercy
Unclose his eyes!
Young life is breathed
On the glass;
The world that was not
Comes to pass.
A child is sleeping:
An old man gone.
O, father forsaken,
Forgive your son!
James Joyce
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Flood
Goldbrown upon the sated flood
The rockvine clusters lift and sway;
Vast wings above the lambent waters brood
Of sullen day.
A waste of waters ruthlessly
Sways and uplifts its weedy mane
Where brooding day stares down upon the sea
In dull disdain.
Uplift and sway, O golden vine,
Your clustered fruits to love's full flood,
Lambent and vast and ruthless as is thine
Incertitude!
James Joyce
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From Dewy Dreams
From dewy dreams, my soul, arise,
From love's deep slumber and from death,
For lo! the treees are full of sighs
Whose leaves the morn admonisheth.
Eastward the gradual dawn prevails
Where softly-burning fires appear,
Making to tremble all those veils
Of grey and golden gossamer.
While sweetly, gently, secretly,
The flowery bells of morn are stirred
And the wise choirs of faery
Begin (innumerous!) to be heard.
James Joyce
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From 'Ulysses'
There's a ponderous pundit MacHugh
Who wears goggles of ebony hue.
As he mostly sees double
To wear them why trouble?
I can't see the Joe Miller. Can you?
James Joyce
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Gentle Lady, Do Not Sing
Gentle lady, do not sing
Sad songs about the end of love;
Lay aside sadness and sing
How love that passes is enough.
Sing about the long deep sleep
Of lovers that are dead, and how
In the grave all love shall sleep:
Love is aweary now.
James Joyce
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Go Seek Her Out
Go seek her out all courteously,
And say I come,
Wind of spices whose song is ever
Epithalamium.
O, hurry over the dark lands
And run upon the sea
For seas and lands shall not divide us
My love and me.
Now, wind, of your good courtesy
I pray you go,
And come into her little garden
And sing at her window;
Singing: The bridal wind is blowing
For Love is at his noon;
And soon will your true love be with you,
Soon, O soon.
James Joyce

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

32

He Who Hath Glory Lost
He who hath glory lost, nor hath
Found any soul to fellow his,
Among his foes in scorn and wrath
Holding to ancient nobleness,
That high unconsortable one --His love is his companion.
James Joyce

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

33

I Hear An Army Charging Upon The Land
I hear an army charging upon the land,
And the thunder of horses plunging, foam about their knees:
Arrogant, in black armour, behind them stand,
Disdaining the reins, with fluttering whips, the charioteers.
They cry unto the night their battle-name:
I moan in sleep when I hear afar their whirling laughter.
They cleave the gloom of dreams, a blinding flame,
Clanging, clanging upon the heart as upon an anvil.
They come shaking in triumph their long, green hair:
They come out of the sea and run shouting by the shore.
My heart, have you no wisdom thus to despair?
My love, my love, my love, why have you left me alone?
James Joyce
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I Would In That Sweet Bosom Be
I would in that sweet bosom be
(O sweet it is and fair it is!)
Where no rude wind might visit me.
Because of sad austerities
I would in that sweet bosom be.
I would be ever in that heart
(O soft I knock and soft entreat her!)
Where only peace might be my part.
Austerities were all the sweeter
So I were ever in that heart.
James Joyce
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In The Dark Pine-Wood
In the dark pine-wood
I would we lay,
In deep cool shadow
At noon of day.
How sweet to lie there,
Sweet to kiss,
Where the great pine-forest
Enaisled is!
Thy kiss descending
Sweeter were
With a soft tumult
Of thy hair.
O unto the pine-wood
At noon of day
Come with me now,
Sweet love, away.
James Joyce
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Lean Out Of The Window
Lean out of the window,
Goldenhair,
I hear you singing
A merry air.
My book was closed,
I read no more,
Watching the fire dance
On the floor.
I have left my book,
I have left my room,
For I heard you singing
Through the gloom.
Singing and singing
A merry air,
Lean out of the window,
Goldenhair.
James Joyce
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Lightly Come Or Lightly Go
Lightly come or lightly go:
Though thy heart presage thee woe,
Vales and many a wasted sun,
Oread let thy laughter run,
Till the irreverent mountain air
Ripple all thy flying hair.
Lightly, lightly -- - ever so:
Clouds that wrap the vales below
At the hour of evenstar
Lowliest attendants are;
Love and laughter song-confessed
When the heart is heaviest.
James Joyce
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Love Came To Us
Love came to us in time gone by
When one at twilight shyly played
And one in fear was standing nigh -- For Love at first is all afraid.
We were grave lovers. Love is past
That had his sweet hours many a one;
Welcome to us now at the last
The ways that we shall go upon.
James Joyce
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My Dove, My Beautiful One
My dove, my beautiful one,
Arise, arise!
The night-dew lies
Upon my lips and eyes.
The odorous winds are weaving
A music of sighs:
Arise, arise,
My dove, my beautiful one!
I wait by the cedar tree,
My sister, my love,
White breast of the dove,
My breast shall be your bed.
The pale dew lies
Like a veil on my head.
My fair one, my fair dove,
Arise, arise!
James Joyce
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My Love Is In A Light Attire
My love is in a light attire
Among the apple-trees,
Where the gay winds do most desire
To run in companies.
There, where the gay winds stay to woo
The young leaves as they pass,
My love goes slowly, bending to
Her shadow on the grass;
And where the sky's a pale blue cup
Over the laughing land,
My love goes lightly, holding up
Her dress with dainty hand.
James Joyce
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Night Piece
Gaunt in gloom,
The pale stars their torches,
Enshrouded, wave.
Ghostfires from heaven's far verges faint illume,
Arches on soaring arches,
Night's sindark nave.
Seraphim,
The lost hosts awaken
To service till
In moonless gloom each lapses muted, dim,
Raised when she has and shaken
Her thurible.
And long and loud,
To night's nave upsoaring,
A starknell tolls
As the bleak incense surges, cloud on cloud,
Voidward from the adoring
Waste of souls.
James Joyce

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

42

Now, O Now In This Brown Land
Now, O now, in this brown land
Where Love did so sweet music make
We two shall wander, hand in hand,
Forbearing for old friendship' sake,
Nor grieve because our love was gay
Which now is ended in this way.
A rogue in red and yellow dress
Is knocking, knocking at the tree;
And all around our loneliness
The wind is whistling merrily.
The leaves -- - they do not sigh at all
When the year takes them in the fall.
Now, O now, we hear no more
The vilanelle and roundelay!
Yet will we kiss, sweetheart, before
We take sad leave at close of day.
Grieve not, sweetheart, for anything -- The year, the year is gathering.
James Joyce
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O Cool Is The Valley Now
O cool is the valley now
And there, love, will we go
For many a choir is singing now
Where Love did sometime go.
And hear you not the thrushes calling,
Calling us away?
O cool and pleasant is the valley
And there, love, will we stay.
James Joyce
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O Sweetheart, Hear You
O Sweetheart, hear you
Your lover's tale;
A man shall have sorrow
When friends him fail.
For he shall know then
Friends be untrue
And a little ashes
Their words come to.
But one unto him
Will softly move
And softly woo him
In ways of love.
His hand is under
Her smooth round breast;
So he who has sorrow
Shall have rest.
James Joyce
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O, It Was Out By Donnycarney
O, it was out by Donnycarney
When the bat flew from tree to tree
My love and I did walk together;
And sweet were the words she said to me.
Along with us the summer wind
Went murmuring -- - O, happily! -- But softer than the breath of summer
Was the kiss she gave to me.
James Joyce
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Of That So Sweet Imprisonment
Of that so sweet imprisonment
My soul, dearest, is fain -- Soft arms that woo me to relent
And woo me to detain.
Ah, could they ever hold me there
Gladly were I a prisoner!
Dearest, through interwoven arms
By love made tremulous,
That night allures me where alarms
Nowise may trouble us;
But lseep to dreamier sleep be wed
Where soul with soul lies prisoned.
James Joyce
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On The Beach At Fontana
Wind whines and whines the shingle,
The crazy pierstakes groan;
A senile sea numbers each single
Slimesilvered stone.
From whining wind and colder
Grey sea I wrap him warm
And touch his trembling fineboned shoulder
And boyish arm.
Around us fear, descending
Darkness of fear above
And in my heart how deep unending
Ache of love!
James Joyce
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Rain Has Fallen All The Day
Rain has fallen all the day.
O come among the laden trees:
The leaves lie thick upon the way
Of memories.
Staying a little by the way
Of memories shall we depart.
Come, my beloved, where I may
Speak to your heart.
James Joyce
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She Weeps Over Rahoon
Rain on Rahoon falls softly, softly falling,
Where my dark lover lies.
Sad is his voice that calls me, sadly calling,
At grey moonrise.
Love, hear thou
How soft, how sad his voice is ever calling,
Ever unanswered, and the dark rain falling,
Then as now.
Dark too our hearts, O love, shall lie and cold
As his sad heart has lain
Under the moongrey nettles, the black mould
And muttering rain.
James Joyce
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Silently She's Combing
Silently she's combing,
Combing her long hair
Silently and graciously,
With many a pretty air.
The sun is in the willow leaves
And on the dappled grass,
And still she's combing her long hair
Before the looking-glass.
I pray you, cease to comb out,
Comb out your long hair,
For I have heard of witchery
Under a pretty air,
That makes as one thing to the lover
Staying and going hence,
All fair, with many a pretty air
And many a negligence.
James Joyce
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Simples
<i>O bella bionda,
Sei come l'onda!</i>

Of cool sweet dew and radiance mild
The moon a web of silence weaves
In the still garden where a child
Gathers the simple salad leaves.
A moondew stars her hanging hair
And moonlight kisses her young brow
And, gathering, she sings an air:
Fair as the wave is, fair, art thou!
Be mine, I pray, a waxen ear
To shield me from her childish croon
And mine a shielded heart for her
Who gathers simples of the moon.
James Joyce

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

52

Sleep Now, O Sleep Now
Sleep now, O sleep now,
O you unquiet heart!
A voice crying "Sleep now"
Is heard in my heart.
The voice of the winter
Is heard at the door.
O sleep, for the winter
Is crying "Sleep no more."
My kiss will give peace now
And quiet to your heart -- Sleep on in peace now,
O you unquiet heart!
James Joyce
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Song
My love is in a light attire
Among the apple trees,
Where the gay winds do most desire
To run in companies.
There, where the gay winds stay to woo
The young leaves as they pass,
My love goes slowly, bending to
Her shadow on the grass.
And where the sky’s a pale blue cup
Over the laughing land,
My love goes lightly, holding up
Her dress with dainty hand.
James Joyce
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Strings In The Earth And Air
Strings in the earth and air
Make music sweet;
Strings by the river where
The willows meet.
There's music along the river
For Love wanders there,
Pale flowers on his mantle,
Dark leaves on his hair.
All softly playing,
With head to the music bent,
And fingers straying
Upon an instrument.
James Joyce
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The Ballad Of Persse O'Reilly
Have you heard of one Humpty Dumpty
How he fell with a roll and a rumble
And curled up like Lord Olofa Crumple
By the butt of the Magazine Wall,
(Chorus) Of the Magazine Wall,
Hump, helmet and all?
He was one time our King of the Castle
Now he's kicked about like a rotten old parsnip.
And from Green street he'll be sent by order of His Worship
To the penal jail of Mountjoy
(Chorus) To the jail of Mountjoy!
Jail him and joy.
He was fafafather of all schemes for to bother us
Slow coaches and immaculate contraceptives for the populace,
Mare's milk for the sick, seven dry Sundays a week,
Openair love and religion's reform,
(Chorus) And religious reform,
Hideous in form.
Arrah, why, says you, couldn't he manage it?
I'll go bail, my fine dairyman darling,
Like the bumping bull of the Cassidys
All your butter is in your horns.
(Chorus) His butter is in his horns.
Butter his horns!
(Repeat) Hurrah there, Hosty, frosty Hosty, change that shirt
on ye,
Rhyme the rann, the king of all ranns!

Balbaccio, balbuccio!
We had chaw chaw chops, chairs, chewing gum, the chicken-pox
and china chambers
Universally provided by this soffsoaping salesman.
Small wonder He'll Cheat E'erawan our local lads nicknamed him.
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When Chimpden first took the floor
(Chorus) With his bucketshop store
Down Bargainweg, Lower.
So snug he was in his hotel premises sumptuous
But soon we'll bonfire all his trash, tricks and trumpery
And 'tis short till sheriff Clancy'll be winding up his unlimited
company
With the bailiff's bom at the door,
(Chorus) Bimbam at the door.
Then he'll bum no more.
Sweet bad luck on the waves washed to our island
The hooker of that hammerfast viking
And Gall's curse on the day when Eblana bay
Saw his black and tan man-o'-war.
(Chorus) Saw his man-o'-war
On the harbour bar.
Where from? roars Poolbeg. Cookingha'pence, he bawls
Donnez-moi scampitle, wick an wipin'fampiny
Fingal Mac Oscar Onesine Bargearse Boniface
Thok's min gammelhole Norveegickers moniker
Og as ay are at gammelhore Norveegickers cod.
(Chorus) A Norwegian camel old cod.
He is, begod.

Lift it, Hosty, lift it, ye devil, ye! up with the rann,
the rhyming rann!
It was during some fresh water garden pumping
Or, according to the Nursing Mirror, while admiring the monkeys
That our heavyweight heathen Humpharey
Made bold a maid to woo
(Chorus) Woohoo, what'll she doo!
The general lost her maidenloo!
He ought to blush for himself, the old hayheaded philosopher,
For to go and shove himself that way on top of her.
Begob, he's the crux of the catalogue
Of our antediluvial zoo,
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(Chorus) Messrs Billing and Coo.
Noah's larks, good as noo.
He was joulting by Wellinton's monument
Our rotorious hippopopotamuns
When some bugger let down the backtrap of the omnibus
And he caught his death of fusiliers,
(Chorus) With his rent in his rears.
Give him six years.
'Tis sore pity for his innocent poor children
But look out for his missus legitimate!
When that frew gets a grip of old Earwicker
Won't there be earwigs on the green?
(Chorus) Big earwigs on the green,
The largest ever you seen.
Suffoclose! Shikespower! Seudodanto! Anonymoses!
Then we'll have a free trade Gael's band and mass meeting
For to sod him the brave son of Scandiknavery.
And we'll bury him down in Oxmanstown
Along with the devil and the Danes,
(Chorus) With the deaf and dumb Danes,
And all their remains.
And not all the king's men nor his horses
Will resurrect his corpus
For there's no true spell in Connacht or hell
(bis) That's able to raise a Cain.
James Joyce
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The Twilight Turns
The twilight turns from amethyst
To deep and deeper blue,
The lamp fills with a pale green glow
The trees of the avenue.
The old piano plays an air,
Sedate and slow and gay;
She bends upon the yellow keys,
Her head inclines this way.
Shy thought and grave wide eyes and hands
That wander as they list -- The twilight turns to darker blue
With lights of amethyst.
James Joyce
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This Heart That Flutters Near My Heart
This heart that flutters near my heart
My hope and all my riches is,
Unhappy when we draw apart
And happy between kiss and kiss:
My hope and all my riches -- - yes! -- And all my happiness.
For there, as in some mossy nest
The wrens will divers treasures keep,
I laid those treasures I possessed
Ere that mine eyes had learned to weep.
Shall we not be as wise as they
Though love live but a day?
James Joyce
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Thou Leanest To The Shell Of Night
Thou leanest to the shell of night,
Dear lady, a divining ear.
In that soft choiring of delight
What sound hath made thy heart to fear?
Seemed it of rivers rushing forth
From the grey deserts of the north?
That mood of thine
Is his, if thou but scan it well,
Who a mad tale bequeaths to us
At ghosting hour conjurable -- And all for some strange name he read
In Purchas or in Holinshed.
James Joyce
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Though I Thy Mithridates Were
Though I thy Mithridates were,
Framed to defy the poison-dart,
Yet must thou fold me unaware
To know the rapture of thy heart,
And I but render and confess
The malice of thy tenderness.
For elegant and antique phrase,
Dearest, my lips wax all too wise;
Nor have I known a love whose praise
Our piping poets solemnize,
Neither a love where may not be
Ever so little falsity.
James Joyce
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Tilly
He travels after a winter sun,
Urging the cattle along a cold red road,
Calling to them, a voice they know,
He drives his beasts above Cabra.
The voice tells them home is warm.
They moo and make brute music with their hoofs.
He drives them with a flowering branch before him,
Smoke pluming their foreheads.
Boor, bond of the herd,
Tonight stretch full by the fire!
I bleed by the black stream
For my torn bough!
James Joyce

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

63

Tutto È Sciolto
A birdless heaven, seadusk, one lone star
Piercing the west,
As thou, fond heart, love's time, so faint, so far,
Rememberest.
The clear young eyes' soft look, the candid brow,
The fragrant hair,
Falling as through the silence falleth now
Dusk of the air.
Why then, remembering those shy
Sweet lures, repine
When the dear love she yielded with a sigh
Was all but thine?
James Joyce
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Villanelle Of The Temptress
Are you not weary of ardent ways,
Lure of the fallen seraphim?
Tell no more of enchanted days.
Your eyes have set man's heart ablaze
And you have had your will of him.
Are you not weary of ardent ways?
Above the flame the smoke of praise
Goes up from ocean rim to rim.
Tell no more of enchanted days.
Our broken cries and mournful lays
Rise in one eucharistic hymn.
Are you not weary of ardent ways?
While sacrificing hands upraise
The chalice flowing to the brim,
Tell no more of enchanted days.
And still you hold our longing gaze
With languorous look and lavish limb!
Are you not weary of ardent ways?
Tell no more of enchanted days.
James Joyce
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Watching The Needleboats At San Sabba
I heard their young hearts crying
Loveward above the glancing oar
And heard the prairie grasses sighing:
<i>No more, return no more! </i>
O hearts, O sighing grasses,
Vainly your loveblown bannerets mourn!
No more will the wild wind that passes
Return, no more return.
James Joyce
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What Counsel Has The Hooded Moon
What counsel has the hooded moon
Put in thy heart, my shyly sweet,
Of Love in ancient plenilune,
Glory and stars beneath his feet -- A sage that is but kith and kin
With the comedian Capuchin?
Believe me rather that am wise
In disregard of the divine,
A glory kindles in those eyes
Trembles to starlight. Mine, O Mine!
No more be tears in moon or mist
For thee, sweet sentimentalist.
James Joyce
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When The Shy Star Goes Forth In Heaven
When the shy star goes forth in heaven
All maidenly, disconsolate,
Hear you amid the drowsy even
One who is singing by your gate.
His song is softer than the dew
And he is come to visit you.
O bend no more in revery
When he at eventide is calling.
Nor muse: Who may this singer be
Whose song about my heart is falling?
Know you by this, the lover's chant,
'Tis I that am your visitant.
James Joyce
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Who Goes Amid The Green Wood
Who goes amid the green wood
With springtide all adorning her?
Who goes amid the merry green wood
To make it merrier?
Who passes in the sunlight
By ways that know the light footfall?
Who passes in the sweet sunlight
With mien so virginal?
The ways of all the woodland
Gleam with a soft and golden fire -- For whom does all the sunny woodland
Carry so brave attire?
O, it is for my true love
The woods their rich apparel wear -- O, it is for my own true love,
That is so young and fair.
James Joyce
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Winds Of May
Winds of May, that dance on the sea,
Dancing a ring-around in glee
From furrow to furrow, while overhead
The foam flies up to be garlanded,
In silvery arches spanning the air,
Saw you my true love anywhere?
Welladay! Welladay!
For the winds of May!
Love is unhappy when love is away!
James Joyce
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