Stephen Dedalus is a small boy who has been sent to boarding school by his parents. He is looking
forward to going home for Christmas. The passage begins with him imagining what this will be like.
Going home for the holidays! That would be lovely: the fellows had told him. Getting up on the cars in the
early wintry morning outside the door of the castle. The cars were rolling on the gravel. Cheers for the rector!
Hurray! Hurray! Hurray!
The cars drove past the chapel and all caps were raised. They drove merrily along the country roads. The
drivers pointed with their whips to Bodenstown. The fellows cheered. They passed the farmhouse of the Jolly
Farmer. Cheer after cheer after cheer. Through Clane they drove, cheering and cheered. The peasant women
stood at the halfdoors, the men stood here and there. The lovely smell there was in the wintry air: the smell of
Clane: rain and wintry air and turf smouldering and corduroy.
The train was full of fellows: a long long chocolate train with cream facings. The guards went to and fro
opening, closing, locking, unlocking the doors. They were men in dark blue and silver; they had silvery whistles
and their keys made a quick music: click, click: click, click.
And the train raced on over the flat lands and past the Hill of Allen. The telegraph poles were passing,
passing. The train went on and on. It knew. There were lanterns in the hall of his father’s house and ropes of
green branches. There were holly and ivy round the pierglass and holly and ivy, green and red, twined round
the chandeliers. There were red holly and green ivy round the old portraits on the walls. Holly and ivy for him
and for Christmas.
Lovely...
All the people. Welcome home, Stephen! Noises of welcome. His mother kissed him. Was that right? His
father was a marshal now: higher than a magistrate. Welcome home, Stephen!
Noises...
There was a noise of curtain-rings running back along the rods, of water being splashed in the basins. There
was a noise of rising and dressing and washing in the dormitory: a noise of clapping of hands as the prefect went
up and down telling the fellows to look sharp. A pale sunlight showed the yellow curtains drawn back, the tossed
beds. His bed was very hot and his face and body were very hot.
He got up and sat on the side of his bed. He was weak. He tried to pull on his stocking. It had a horrid rough
feel. The sunlight was queer and cold.
Fleming said:
—Are you not well?
He did not know; and Fleming said:
—Get back into bed. I’ll tell McGlade you’re not well.
—He’s sick.
—Who is?
—Tell McGlade.
—Get back into bed.
—Is he sick?
A fellow held his arms while he loosened the stocking clinging to his foot and climbed back into the hot bed.
He crouched down between the sheets, glad of their tepid glow. He heard the fellows talk among themselves
about him as they dressed for mass. It was a mean thing to do, to shoulder him into the square ditch,
they were saying.
Then their voices ceased; they had gone. A voice at his bed said:
—Dedalus, don’t spy on us, sure you won’t?
Wells’s face was there. He looked at it and saw that Wells was afraid.
—I didn’t mean to. Sure you won’t?
His father had told him, whatever he did, never to peach on a fellow. He shook his head and answered
no and felt glad.
Wells said:
—I didn’t mean to, honour bright. It was only for cod. I’m sorry.
The face and the voice went away. Sorry because he was afraid. Afraid that it was some disease. Canker was
a disease of plants and cancer one of animals: or another different. That was a long time ago then out on the
playgrounds in the evening light, creeping from point to point on the fringe of his line, a heavy bird flying low
through the grey light. Leicester Abbey lit up. Wolsey died there. The abbots buried him themselves.
It was not Wells’s face, it was the prefect’s. He was not foxing. No, no: he was sick really. He was not foxing.
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