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Three Days to See
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                        A Portrait of the                Artist as a Young Man    
                             Chapter                 3

第  一  章
Chapter 1
史蒂文生活在一个快乐的家庭，他的乳名叫塔克宝贝，爸爸常常讲起奶牛和塔克宝贝的故事，妈妈则常常陪着史蒂文唱歌。

史蒂文有个家庭教师丹特，家里还有位查理斯叔叔，他们都很喜欢史蒂文，但是对于史蒂文长大后要和邻家的爱琳结婚的想法，丹特比史蒂文的妈妈更反对，总是吓唬他。

在学校，史蒂文也踢球，但是踢得不好，可能是因为身体太单薄，他也就是在球场上跑一跑，有时候甚至干脆站在那儿走神。

史蒂文在球队认识了一些孩子，他们在一起聊天。史蒂文不喜欢他们，因为这些孩子说话不文明，送他来学校的时候，漂亮的妈妈就告诫史蒂文不要答理这样的孩子。

史蒂文抢不到球，只能围观这种争夺，球场上的他显得跟没事人一样，因为史蒂文只想着放假回家，他在桌上用小纸条进行着倒计时。

史蒂文更喜欢待在自习室里，因为那里暖和。望着办公楼的灯光，史蒂文想象着守在壁炉旁边品味诗句的美妙生活，身边还有妈妈和丹特陪伴着他。


[image: image8.jpg]



史蒂文生活在一个快乐的三口之家

操场上终于要集合了，人群里吵吵闹闹，有个叫赛门的学生被人说是级长麦克莱德的马屁精。马屁精这个词的发音让史蒂文想到了卫生间里的水流声，想着想着竟然让他感到有些忽冷忽热。

接下来是数学课，史蒂文代表约科队和兰卡斯特队竞赛，不过最终史蒂文输了，对方的代表是杰克，他俩向来就是第一名的有力竞争者。虽然大家在他俩身上都押了不少赌注，但没解出题的史蒂文并不会在意这些。

课后大家都去吃饭了，史蒂文只喝茶。他不喜欢这里，今天还有点不舒服，佛莱明注意到了他的不对劲儿，史蒂文很感动。不过史蒂文只能用自己的游戏方式让自己忘记不舒服。同学们渐渐走了，史蒂文也来到了游戏室，在这里又遇上了那个讨厌的威尔斯，这次他问了史蒂文一个很难堪的问题，让史蒂文怎么回答都很窘迫，上次就是这个坏蛋把史蒂文撞进那条又冷又脏的水沟的。

要上自习了，史蒂文纠结着威尔斯那个睡前吻不吻妈妈的问题，倒是想起了可爱的妈妈。自习课上温习地理，史蒂文对这些并不感兴趣；佛莱明也一样，他把地理插图涂满了绿色和褐红色——代表当时的两派政治势力——史蒂文则看着自己课本扉页上的签名想到了宇宙和上帝的问题，可惜这个问题很难想清楚。

家里的丹特和爸爸就分属于那两派势力，史蒂文也搞不懂他们的政治问题，这些问题他感到烦恼，而唯一期盼的假期又那么遥远，他只想去睡觉了，还是被窝暖和。

终于晚祷告了，这里的气氛不同于那些农户的气氛，史蒂文倒是想去那里住一回。级长念完了祷告词，史蒂文就回到了宿舍，趁着灯还没熄，史蒂文做完了自己的祷告便钻进了被窝，去温暖哆嗦的身体。

楼道很黑，床上的史蒂文想到了带着杀人犯灵魂的狗，还有办公楼里老仆人看见的白衣将军，这个将军死在了遥远的战场上，史蒂文很害怕，不过还是渐渐睡着了。在梦里史蒂文回到了家里，先是坐着马车出发，然后坐火车，一路上风景很好，接着他看到了家人，很温暖，爸爸还当官了呢。

一阵吵杂声中，史蒂文醒了。佛莱明发现他发高烧了，赶紧告诉了级长麦克莱德。威尔斯先过来了，央求着史蒂文别把自己将他撞到水沟的事说出来，史蒂文答应了。然后是级长，组长让同学们把史蒂文送到了校医室。那里有一个干杂务的麦克，麦克是个教徒，在了解了史蒂文的病情后，让他住下了。这里还住着另一个学生，麦克看起来已经厌烦这个学生了。

史蒂文更加想念父母了，想让他们知道自己生病了。史蒂文害怕会死，想着那时候学校会为他做庄严的弥撒，还会奏响美妙的音乐。史蒂文喜欢那首曲子，心里一直在唱。麦克端来了牛肉羹让史蒂文吃，史蒂文很高兴，这是他需要的。麦克不在的时候，史蒂文会和另一个住在这儿的学生聊天，这个人叫艾斯。艾斯跟史蒂文聊报纸，又聊到了谜语，史蒂文猜不出艾斯的谜语，史蒂文只是羡慕艾斯那个有好多赛马的爸爸，可惜自己的爸爸不是当官的。

史蒂文没有吃药，却感觉到好多了，望着昏沉沉的窗外，仿佛看见了大海的波浪中，麦克悲号着死去的帕奈尔，而丹特却得意地走过。

家里人在准备过圣诞，一切已经准备就绪，大家都在各自消遣，等待着美味上桌。史蒂文正和凯斯先生玩耍，凯斯告诉了史蒂文自己的手指伸不开的秘密。这时，史蒂文的爸爸迪达拉斯和凯斯聊了起来，他们先喝了点小酒开胃，顺便提起了那个会酿酒的旅店老板——也是他们的朋友，凯斯模仿着那人的说话，引得大家笑声阵阵。

圣诞家宴开始了，首先要祷告，由史蒂文来进行。这是史蒂文第一次在走出托儿所后参加的家庭聚餐，他穿得很正式。桌上有一只火鸡，很诱人，史蒂文的爸爸招呼大家好好享用，之后还会有布丁，晚宴很丰盛。

大家一边开心地吃着美味，一边继续聊着那个逗人的旅店老板。不过聊着聊着话题便转到了天主教神父对政治的参与，凯斯和丹特因为政见不同激烈地争吵起来了，这是两个派别的政治，凯斯支持已经死去的帕奈尔，丹特却非常反对。凯斯认为是教父的参政逼死了帕奈尔，丹特则绝对服从教会的权威。

面对这场争执，史蒂文的爸爸迪达拉斯赶紧打圆场，但是丹特并不买账，又和迪达拉斯吵了起来，争吵的核心仍然是参政的教父和死去的帕奈尔。迪达拉斯和凯斯的情绪都很激动，不停地向丹特嚷嚷。无奈之下，查理斯和史蒂文的妈妈只好劝解双方，丹特还是寸步不让，凯斯就针锋相对地为自己辩白，还和迪达拉斯讲起了那个吐唾沫的故事。

史蒂文望着凯斯，这个时候他有张可怕的脸。史蒂文不明白凯斯和神父有什么样的恩怨，只是觉得丹特老师应该没错。不过丹特反对自己和爱琳结婚，可能就是因为爱琳一家是新教徒这一点让丹特反感的缘故吧。

凯斯继续讲吐唾沫的故事，那时候他在集会，一个反对派的老太太纠缠住他，凯斯最后向她吐了唾沫，老太太竟然喊着自己的眼睛掉进水里了。

听了这个让自己的开怀大笑的故事之后，迪达拉斯继续埋怨被神父操纵的政治，丹特已经是怒不可遏了，大骂帕奈尔是叛徒，凯斯为此又和她争得面红耳赤，任谁也劝不开。气急败坏的丹特吼叫着出了房间，只剩下凯斯和史蒂文的父亲默哀着逝去的政客。

学校里大家正在讨论被学校抓住的几个逃跑的同学，有人说他们是因为偷了校长的钱才跑的，威尔斯则说是被发现偷了祭坛的酒，史蒂文听着想起了圣器室里的场景。由于前几天史蒂文的眼镜被一个骑车疯狂的小子撞倒之后摔碎了，操场上的情景让他看不清楚，只觉得同学们都变得很小似的。

大家还在议论着，艾斯说是他们在厕所里胡搞被发现了，赛门和波伊尔都参与了。史蒂文听不懂这个词，只是想起了波伊尔的手臂细长嫩白的，跟爱琳的手臂一样。史蒂文忘不了爱琳跟他玩耍的情景，柔软的手臂、金黄的头发，这大概就是新教徒说的“象牙塔”和“黄金屋”吧？

学校的厕所总有各种各样的胡抹乱画，史蒂文怀疑那几个人是为了这个才去的，但是依然不明白。操场上的人都担心受牵连，佛莱明更是倡议要造反。大家又议论起被鞭子抽打的样子，哈哈大笑着。史蒂文觉得他们笑是因为害怕了，其实看着他们模仿被打时的样子，史蒂文也害怕了。

写作课上，史蒂文有些心不在焉，还在想象着那些人就像威尔斯说的那样，从圣器室里偷了酒，或许还有别的神奇的东西。这些人可能就是被那些酒的气味出卖的，史蒂文不喜欢那种酒味，尽管那样的酒食曾经让拿破仑将军感到幸福。

很快就是拉丁语课，教拉丁语的阿瑙神父气呼呼地站在讲台上，因为大家的作文写得太差劲了，尤其是佛莱明的。对于佛莱明作文里的语法问题没有人能答出来，更让阿瑙神父恼火，他要大家重写作文，而佛莱明则要在教室中间罚跪。史蒂文却在一旁猜想，神父要是犯了错会受到什么样的惩罚。

这时候教导主任道兰神父来了，看见跪在地上的佛莱明，道兰神父询问了一下罚跪的缘由，便把佛莱明狠狠地教训了一顿。看佛莱明的表情就知道，挨板子的滋味不好受。教导主任警告班里的同学，明天还会来检查。

这时道兰注意到了史蒂文，可怜的塔克宝贝是因为没有眼镜被阿瑙神父免了写作文的，但教导主任不相信史蒂文的眼镜碎了，于是史蒂文也挨了板子，整个身体疼痛得发抖，眼泪和哭声一起涌了出来，但道兰神父还是无情地让史蒂文跪下了，史蒂文很委屈。

道兰神父走了，拉丁语课的老师反而温和了，让佛莱明和史蒂文都回到自己的位置，史蒂文依然觉得自己受到了不公正的待遇           ——要知道自己成绩多么好，而且不是那种调皮鬼。

午饭的时候大家都在食堂为史蒂文鸣不平，鼓动他应该去找校长告状，校长肯定会像养老院和罗马人民那样为史蒂文平反的。史蒂文已经没有胃口吃饭了，他倒是动了心，考虑着要不要真的像佛莱明那些人说的那样，去找校长诉说不公平的待遇。

史蒂文看见被抓住的那五个人走出了食堂，他们中间也会有人挨板子，但是那不冤枉，自己却是被冤枉的。食堂的人，包括同桌的人都出去了，史蒂文跟在后面。他还在犹豫，担心自己会不会因为这件事情而成了大家的笑料。快要到门口的时候，史蒂文拿定了主意，直接拐到了楼梯上，走进了办公楼的长廊，那里似乎挂着很多圣人的画像，也在注视着他。

史蒂文在老仆人的指引下来到了校长办公室。校长看起来很和蔼，听了小史蒂文的申诉之后，又仔细询问了道兰神父责备他的情况，校长支持史蒂文等拿到新眼镜再写作文，觉得道兰神父可能是因为不太了解情况才打他的。校长还答应史蒂文找道兰神父谈一谈，不让他第二天再被道兰神父打板子。

史蒂文非常激动，出了校长办公室就飞奔到了操场。那里的同学们立刻围住史蒂文问长问短，当知道校长的表态之后，大家把史蒂文抛上了天，又纷纷抛起了帽子以示庆祝，向这位被认为是克隆格斯最好的校长科米致意，这是孩子们的胜利。

史蒂文心想，对于道兰神父他或许该做点什么，表示自己还是很小心的，不过现在的空气，的确让人舒服多了，而操场上的同学又继续着各自的活动。
   nce upon a time and a very good time it was there was a moocow 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.

He was baby tuckoo. The moocow came down the road where Betty Byrne lived: she sold lemon platt.

O, the wild rose blossoms

On the little green place.

He sang that song. That was his song.

O, the green wothe botheth.

When you wet the bed first it is warm then it gets cold. His mother put on the 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 tralaladdy,
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大家把史蒂文抛上了天

Tralala lala,

Tralala lala.

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.

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

— O, Stephen will apologize.

Dante said:

— O, if not, the eagles will come and pull out his eyes.—

Pull out his eyes,

Apologize,

Apologize,

Pull out his eyes.

Apologize,

Pull out his eyes,

Pull out his eyes,

Apologize.

The wide playgrounds were swarming with boys. All were shouting and the prefects urged them on with strong cries. The evening air was pale and chilly and after every charge and thud of the footballers the greasy leather orb flew like a heavy bird through the grey light. He kept on the fringe of his line, out of sight of his prefect, out of the reach of the rude feet, feigning to run now and then. He felt his body small and weak amid the throng of the players and his eyes were weak and watery. Rody Kickham was not like that: he would be captain of the third line all the fellows said.

Rody Kickham was a decent fellow but Nasty Roche was a stink. Rody Kickham had greaves in his number and a hamper in the refectory. Nasty Roche had big hands. He called the Friday pudding dog-in-the-blanket. And one day he had asked:

— What is your name?

Stephen had answered: Stephen Dedalus.

Then Nasty Roche had said:

— What kind of a name is that?

And when Stephen had not been able to answer Nasty Roche had asked:

— What is your father?

Stephen had answered:

— A gentleman.

Then Nasty Roche had asked:

— Is he a magistrate?

He crept about from point to point on the fringe of his line, making little runs now and then. But his hands were bluish with cold. He kept his hands in the side pockets of his belted grey suit. That was a belt round his pocket. And belt was also to give a fellow a belt. One day a fellow said to Cantwell:

— I’d give you such a belt in a second.

Cantwell had answered:

— Go and fight your match. Give Cecil Thunder a belt. I’d like to see you. He’d give you a toe in the rump for yourself.

That was not a nice expression. His mother had told him not to speak with the rough boys in the college. Nice mother! The first day in the hall of the castle when she had said goodbye she had put up her veil double to her nose to kiss him: and her nose and eyes were red. But he had pretended not to see that she was going to cry. She was a nice mother but she was not so nice when she cried. And his father had given him two five-shilling pieces for pocket money. And his father had told him if he wanted anything to write home to him and, whatever he did, never to peach on a fellow. Then at the door of the castle the rector had shaken hands with his father and mother, his soutane fluttering in the breeze, and the car had driven off with his father and mother on it. They had cried to him from the car, waving their hands:

— Goodbye, Stephen, goodbye!

— Goodbye, Stephen, goodbye!

He was caught in the whirl of a scrimmage and, fearful of the flashing eyes and muddy boots, bent down to look through the legs. The fellows were struggling and groaning and their legs were rubbing and kicking and stamping. Then Jack Lawton’s yellow boots dodged out the ball and all the other boots and legs ran after. He ran after them a little way and then stopped. It was useless to run on. Soon they would be going home for the holidays. After supper in the study hall he would change the number pasted up inside his desk from seventy-seven to seventy-six.

It would be better to be in the study hall than out there in the cold. The sky was pale and cold but there were lights in the castle. He wondered from which window Hamilton Rowan had thrown his hat on the ha-ha and had there been flowerbeds at that time under the windows. One day when he had been called to the castle the butler had shown him the marks of the soldiers’ slugs in the wood of the door and had given him a piece of shortbread that the community ate. It was nice and warm to see the lights in the castle. It was like something in a book. Perhaps Leicester Abbey was like that. And there were nice sentences in Doctor Cornwell’s Spelling Book. They were like poetry but they were only sentences to learn the spelling from.

Wolsey died in Leicester Abbey

Where the abbots buried him.

Canker is a disease of plants,

Cancer one of animals.

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 snuff box for Wells’s seasoned hacking chestnut, the conqueror 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! Dante knew a lot of things. She had taught him where the Mozambique Channel was and what was the longest river in America and what was the name of the highest mountain in the moon. Father Arnall knew more than Dante because he was a priest but both his father and uncle Charles said that Dante was a clever woman and a well-read woman. And when Dante made that noise after dinner and then put up her hand to her mouth: that was heartburn.

A voice cried far out on the playground:

— All in!

Then other voices cried from the lower and third lines:

— All in! All in!

The players closed around, flushed and muddy, and he went among them, glad to go in. Rody Kickham held the ball by its greasy lace. A fellow asked him to give it one last: but he walked on without even answering the fellow. Simon Moonan told him not to because the prefect was looking. The fellow turned to Simon Moonan and said:

— We all know why you speak. You are McGlade’s suck.

Suck was a queer word. The fellow called Simon Moonan that name because Simon Moonan used to tie the prefect’s false sleeves behind his back and the prefect used to let on to be angry. But the sound was ugly. Once he had washed his hands in the lavatory of the Wicklow Hotel and his father pulled the stopper up by the chain after and the dirty water went down through the hole in the basin. And when it had all gone down slowly the hole in the basin had made a sound like that: suck. Only louder.

To remember that and the white look of the lavatory made him feel cold and then hot. There were two cocks that you turned and water came out: cold and hot. He felt cold and then a little hot: and he could see the names printed on the cocks. That was a very queer thing.

And the air in the corridor chilled him too. It was queer and wettish. But soon the gas would be lit and in burning it made a light noise like a little song. Always the same: and when the fellows stopped talking in the playroom you could hear it.

It was the hour for sums. Father Arnall wrote a hard sum on the board and then said:

— Now then, who will win? Go ahead, York! Go ahead, Lancaster!

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. 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 first and some weeks he got the card for first. His white silk badge fluttered and fluttered as he worked at the next sum and heard Father Arnall’s voice. Then all his eagerness passed away and he felt his face quite cool. He thought his face must be white because it 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.

The bell rang and then the classes began to file out of the rooms and along the corridors towards the refectory. 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 fathers were magistrates, the fellows said.

All the boys seemed to him very strange. They had all fathers and mothers and different clothes and voices. He longed to be at home and lay his head on his mother’s lap. But he could not: and so he longed for the play and study and prayers to be over and to be in bed.

He drank another cup of hot tea and Fleming said:

— What’s up? Have you a pain or what’s up with you?

— I don’t know, Stephen said.

— Sick in your breadbasket, Fleming said, because your face looks white. It will go away.

— O yes, Stephen said.

But he was not sick there. He thought that he was sick in his heart if you could be sick in that place. Fleming was very decent to ask him. He wanted to cry. He leaned his elbows on the table and shut and opened the flaps of his ears. Then he heard the noise of the refectory every time he opened the flaps of his ears. It made a roar like a train at night. And when he closed the flaps the roar was shut off like a train going into a tunnel. That night at Dalkey the train had roared like that and then, when it went into the tunnel, the roar stopped. He closed his eyes and the train went on, roaring and then stopping; roaring again, stopping. It was nice to hear it roar and stop and then roar out of the tunnel again and then stop.

Then the higher line fellows began to come down along the matting in the middle of the refectory, Paddy Rath and Jimmy Magee and the Spaniard who was allowed to smoke cigars and the little Portuguese who wore the woolly cap. And then the lower line tables and the tables of the third line. And every single fellow had a different way of walking.

He sat in a corner of the playroom pretending to watch a game of dominoes and once or twice he was able to hear for an instant the little song of the gas. The prefect was at the door with some boys and Simon Moonan was knotting his false sleeves. He was telling them something about Tullabeg.

Then he went away from the door and Wells came over to Stephen and said:

— Tell us, Dedalus, do you kiss your mother before you go to bed?

Stephen answered:

— I do.

Wells turned to the other fellows and said:

— O, I say, here’s a fellow says he kisses his mother every night before he goes to bed.

The other fellows stopped their game and turned round, laughing. Stephen blushed under their eyes and said:

— I do not.

Wells said:

— O, I say, here’s a fellow says he doesn’t kiss his mother before he goes to bed.

They all laughed again. Stephen tried to laugh with them. He felt his whole body hot and confused in a moment. What was the right answer to the question? He had given two and still Wells laughed. But Wells must know the right answer for he was in third of grammar. He tried to think of Wells’s mother but he did not dare to raise his eyes to Wells’s face. He did not like Wells’s face. It was Wells who had shouldered him into the square ditch the day before because he would not swop his little snuff box for Wells’s seasoned hacking chestnut, the conqueror of forty. It was a mean thing to do; all the fellows said it was. And how cold and slimy the water had been! And a fellow had once seen a big rat jump plop into the scum.

The cold slime of the ditch covered his whole body; and, when the bell rang for study and the lines filed out of the playrooms, he felt the cold air of the corridor and staircase inside his clothes. He still tried to think what was the right answer. Was it right to kiss his mother or wrong to kiss his mother? What did that mean, to kiss? You put your face up like that to say good night and then his mother put her face down. That was to kiss. His mother put her lips on his cheek; her lips were soft and they wetted his cheek; and they made a tiny little noise: kiss. Why did people do that with their two faces?

Sitting in the study hall he opened the lid of his desk and changed the number pasted up inside from seventy-seven to seventy-six. But the Christmas vacation was very far away: but one time it would come because the earth moved round always.

There was a picture of the earth on the first page of his geography: a big ball in the middle of clouds. Fleming had a box of crayons and one night during free study he had coloured the earth green and the clouds maroon. That was like the two brushes in Dante’s press, the brush with the green velvet back for Parnell and the brush with the maroon velvet back for Michael Davitt. But he had not told Fleming to colour them those colours. Fleming had done it himself.

He opened the geography to study the lesson; but he could not learn the names of places in America. Still they were all different 
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