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JAMES JOYCE (1882–1941) is regarded as one of the most influential and important authors of the twentieth century. He was born into a middle-class Catholic family in 1882, in Rathgar, a fashionable suburb of Dublin. Joyce’s early years were happy, and he was educated at Clongowes, Belvedere and University College Dublin, until his father’s financial troubles led to the family’s decline.


After graduating, Joyce went to Paris, though was recalled to Dublin in April 1903 due to the illness and subsequent death of his mother. Back in Ireland, he met Nora Barnacle, the Galway woman who was to become his wife and a major inspiration for his most famous work, Ulysses (1922).


In 1904 Joyce and Barnacle emigrated to continental Europe. During World War One, Joyce and Barnacle, and their two children, Giorgio and Lucia, moved to Zurich where Joyce began Ulysses. He returned to Paris for two decades, and his reputation as an avant-garde writer grew. He finished and published Ulysses, and later wrote Finnegans Wake.


In 1940, Joyce returned to Switzerland, where he and his family had been given asylum during World War Two. Due to complications after a stomach operation, he was to die there, at the age of fifty-nine, on 13 January 1941. He is buried in Fluntern cemetery, Zurich.


Joyce’s works include the short story collection Dubliners (1914); novels A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man (1916), Ulysses (1922) and Finnegans Wake (1939); two poetry collections Chamber Music (1907) and Pomes Penyeach (1927); and one play, Exiles (1918).


Dublin-based writer, JAMIE O’CONNELL teaches in University College Dublin and works for publishers Gill Books. His short fiction has been published in a number of journals, featured on RTÉ Radio, and he has read at many festivals and universities in Ireland, China, Spain and the USA. His work has been short-listed for the Maeve Binchy Award and the Sky Arts Future’s Fund, and long-listed for BBC Radio 4 Opening Lines Short Story Competition. He is an editor of The Dublin Illustrated Edition of Ulysses (The O’Brien Press, 2014).
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INTRODUCTION



by Bob Joyce, grand-nephew of James Joyce


James Joyce departed Dublin for Trieste on the night of the 11 September 1912. He was never to return to the city he immortalised, the city of his birth. Before leaving, he asked his brother Charles (Charlie), my grandfather, to write to their other brother Stanislaus, telling him about his failed attempts to have Dubliners published. He appended the following note to Charlie’s letter, explaining what was about to happen to the printed sheets of Dubliners:


The 1000 copies of Dubliners are to be destroyed by fire in the morning.


Jim


This was the last time that Joyce wrote on Irish soil. He was devastated and bitter due to his treatment by an Irish publisher and printer, so much so that he penned the poem Gas from a Burner on his way back to Trieste. Lines from this poem appear on page 60. It has to be remembered that he had spent three years writing his book of short stories Dubliners and seven years trying to have it published. This included a final failed attempt to have the book published in Dublin by the Dublin publishing company Maunsel and Company. Maunsel’s printer, John Falconer, stated that it was only when the book was set and printed that they had discovered what kind of book it was. He considered it objectionable and unworthy of publication. Joyce was in despair, thinking that his writings would never see the light of day. Little did he know at that time that he would succeed, not only in having Dubliners published, but that he would also have three further works published: Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, Ulysses and Finnegans Wake. His writings would have a profound impact on English literature.


However, despite his celebrated status, readers find some of his work difficult. Ulysses is undoubtedly one of the most challenging yet rewarding novels ever published. As for Finnegans Wake, a reader once said, ‘it’s a pity that nobody has translated it into English!’


Best-Loved Joyce portrays the writer at his most accessible. Glimpses of the genius of Joyce abound with humour, love, pain and loss. The collection is filled with real gems that will inspire you to read his books. Here you have a wonderful opportunity to experience and enjoy a selection of quotations from Joyce’s works, skilfully put together by Jamie O’Connell and published by The O’Brien Press. I particularly like the way the Best-Loved Joyce quotations are grouped under some of the emotions that Joyce displays in his writings.


You will find quotations from the short stories of Dubliners, the semi-biographical Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, his masterpiece Ulysses, and his final novel Finnegans Wake.


In Best-Loved Joyce the artist and designer Emma Byrne draws the reader into James Joyce’s words with her book design and beautifully constructed illustrations of Dublin in Joyce’s time.


Joyce was a conjuror with words and captured the essence of all human life. Best-Loved Joyce will leave you with a sense of his humour and an insight into his Irish, and more specifically, his Dublin wit. He started writing as a poet, which is evident from many of the quotations chosen by Jamie O’Connell.


It is fitting that one of the quotations in the final section deals with life, joy, love and death – They lived and laughed and loved and left, or as Joyce put it in Finnegans Wake, ‘They lived und laughed ant loved end left.’ This is a remarkable sentence, condensing into a nutshell a galaxy of human civilizations.


Joyce asked the question: ‘Is there one who understands me?’ and stated: ‘The demand that I make of my reader is that he should devote his whole life to reading my works.’


You are not expected to comply with his demand. Just let Joyce charm and disarm you!
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People could put up with being bitten by a wolf but what properly riled them was a bite from a sheep.


Ulysses


Rapid motion through space elates one; so does notoriety; so does the possession of money.


‘After the Race’, Dubliners


—You behold in me, Stephen said with grim displeasure, a horrible example of free thought.


Ulysses


Secrets, silent, stony sit in the dark palaces of both our hearts: secrets weary of their tyranny: tyrants willing to be dethroned.


Ulysses


The mocker is never taken seriously when he is most serious.


Ulysses


The sacred pint alone can unbind the tongue ...


Ulysses


Absence makes the heart grow younger.


Ulysses


Then as to money – he really had a great sum under his control ... This knowledge had previously kept his bills within the limits of reasonable recklessness, and, if he had been so conscious of the labour latent in money when there had been question merely of some freak of the higher intelligence, how much more so now when he was about to stake the greater part of his substance! It was a serious thing for him.


‘After the Race’, Dubliners


A dream of favours, a favourable dream. They know how they believe that they believe that they know. Wherefore they wail.


Finnegans Wake


Thanks be to God we lived so long and did so much good.


A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man


What was after the universe? Nothing. But was there anything round the universe to show where it stopped before the nothing place began? It could not be a wall; but there could be a thin thin line there all round everything. It was very big to think about everything and everywhere. Only God could do that.


A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man


Thus the unfacts, did we possess them, are too imprecisely few to warrant our certitude


Finnegans Wake


Thought is the thought of thought.


Ulysses


... if it is thus, I ask emphatically whence comes this thusness.


A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man


If you can put your five fingers through it, it is a gate, if not a door. Shut your eyes and see.


Ulysses


... too excited to be genuinely happy.


‘After the Race’, Dubliners


... the tall form of the young professor of mental science discussing on the landing a case of conscience with his class like a giraffe cropping high leafage among a herd of antelopes ...


A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man


He laughed to free his mind from his mind’s bondage.


Ulysses


—We were always loyal to lost causes, the professor said. Success for us is the death of the intellect and of the imagination.


Ulysses


Sleep, where in the waste is the wisdom?


Finnegans Wake


Be just before you are generous.


Ulysses


... Force, hatred, history, all that. That’s not life for men and women, insult and hatred. And everybody knows that it’s the very opposite of that that is really life.


—What? says Alf.


—Love, says Bloom. I mean the opposite of hatred.


Ulysses


The soul is born, he said vaguely, first in those moments I told you of. It has a slow and dark birth, more mysterious than the birth of the body. 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 nationality, language, religion. I shall try to fly by those nets.
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