The Christmas Dinner Episode (Chap. 1)
[-]

Mr Dedalus went to the end of the table and said:

—Now, Mrs Riordan, sit over. John, sit you down, my hearty.

He looked round to where uncle Charles sat and said:

—Now then, sir, there’s a bird here waiting for you.

When all had taken their seats he laid his hand on the cover and then said quickly,
withdrawing it:

—Now, Stephen.

Stephen stood up in his place to say the grace before meals: [30]

Bless us, O Lord, and these Thy gifts which through Thy bounty we are about to receive
through Christ our Lord. Amen.

All blessed themselves and Mr Dedalus with a sigh of pleasure lifted from the dish the heavy
cover pearled around the edge with glistening drops. Stephen looked at the plump turkey which
had lain, trussed and skewered, on the kitchen table. He knew that his father had paid a guinea
for it in Dunn’s of D’Olier Street and that the man had prodded it often at the breastbone to
show how good it was: and he remembered the man’s voice when he had said:

—Take that one, sir. That’s the real Ally Daly.

[...] Here, Stephen, show me your plate, old chap. Eat away now. Here. He heaped up the
food on Stephen’s plate and served uncle Charles and Mr Casey to large pieces of turkey and
splashes of sauce. Mrs Dedalus was eating little and Dante sat with her hands in her lap. She
was red in the face. Mr Dedalus rooted with the carvers at the end of the dish and said:

—There’s a tasty bit here we call the pope’s nose. If any lady or gentleman ...

[Uncle Charles tells a story about spitting in the eye of a woman who verbally assaulted him for opposing the
bishops and defending Charles Stewart Parnell.]

It was not nice about the spit in the woman’s eye.

But what was the name the woman had called Kitty O’Shea that Mr Casey would not repeat?
He thought of Mr Casey walking through the crowds of people and making speeches from a
wagonette. That was what he had been in prison for and he remembered that one night Sergeant
O’Neill had come to the house and had stood in the hall, talking in a low voice with his father
and chewing nervously at the chinstrap of his cap. And that night Mr Casey had not gone to
Dublin by train but a car had come to the door and he had heard his father say something about
the Cabinteely road.

He was for Ireland and Parnell and so was his father: and so was Dante too for one night at
the band on the esplanade she had hit a gentleman on the head with her umbrella because he
had taken off his hat when the band played God save the Queen at the end. [38]

Mr Dedalus gave a snort of contempt.

—ANh, John, he said. It is true for them. We are an unfortunate priestridden race and always
were and always will be till the end of the chapter.

Uncle Charles shook his head, saying:

—A bad business! A bad business!

Mr Dedalus repeated:

—A priestridden Godforsaken race!

He pointed to the portrait of his grandfather on the wall to his right.



—Do you see that old chap up there, John? he said. He was a good Irishman when there was
no money In the job. He was condemned to death as a whiteboy. But he had a saying about our
clerical friends, that he would never let one of them put his two feet under his mahogany.

Dante broke in angrily:

—If we are a priestridden 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.

—And can we not love our country then? asked Mr Casey. Are we not to follow the man that
was born to lead us?

—A traitor to his country! replied Dante. A traitor, an adulterer! The priests were right to
abandon him. The priests were always the true friends of Ireland.

—Were they, faith? said Mr Casey.

He threw his fist on the table and, frowning angrily, protruded one finger after another.

—Didn’t the bishops of Ireland betray us in the time of the union when Bishop Lanigan
presented an address of loyalty to the Marquess Cornwallis? Didn’t the bishops and priests sell
the aspirations of their country in 1829 in return for catholic emancipation? Didn’t they
denounce the fenian movement from the pulpit and in the confession box? And didn’t they
dishonour the ashes of Terence Bellew MacManus?

His face was glowing with anger and Stephen felt the glow [39] rise to his own cheek as the
spoken words thrilled him. Mr Dedalus uttered a guffaw of coarse scorn.

—O0, by God, he cried, | forgot little old Paul Cullen! Another apple of God’s eye!

Dante bent across the table and cried to Mr Casey:

—Right! Right! They were always right! God and morality and religion come first.

Mrs Dedalus, seeing her excitement, said to her:

—Mrs Riordan, don’t excite yourself answering them.

—God and religion before everything! Dante cried. God and religion before the world.

Mr Casey raised his clenched fist and brought it down on the table with a crash.

—Very well then, he shouted hoarsely, if it comes to that, no God for Ireland!

—John! John! cried Mr Dedalus, seizing his guest by the coat sleeve.

Dante stared across the table, her cheeks shaking. Mr Casey struggled up from his chair and
bent across the table towards her, scraping the air from before his eyes with one hand as though
he were tearing aside a cobweb.

—No God for! he cried. We have had too much God in Ireland. Away with God!

—Blasphemer! Devil! screamed Dante, starting to her feet and almost spitting in his face.

Uncle Charles and Mr Dedalus pulled Mr Casey back into his chair again, talking to him from
both sides reasonably. He stared before him out of his dark flaming eyes, repeating:

—Away with God, | say!

Dante shoved her chair violently aside and left the table, upsetting her napkinring which rolled
slowly along the carpet and came to rest against the foot of an easychair. Mrs Dedalus rose
quickly and followed her towards the door. At the door Dante turned round violently and
shouted down the room, her cheeks flushed and quivering with rage: [40]

—Devil out of hell! We won! We crushed him to death! Fiend!

The door slammed behind her.

Mr Casey, freeing his arms from his holders, suddenly bowed his head on his hands with a
sob of pain.

—Poor Parnell! he cried loudly. My dead king!

He sobbed loudly and bitterly.

Stephen, raising his terrorstricken face, saw that his father’s eyes were full of tears.




