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Avoice 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:
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had died. All the fellows would be at the mass, dressed in black, all with
sad faces. Wells too would be there but no fellow would look at him. The
rector would be there in a cope of black and gold and there would be tall
yellow candles on the altar and round the catafalque. And they would
carry the coffin out of the chapel slowly and he would be buried in the
little graveyard of the community off the main avenue of limes. And
Wells would be sorry then for what he had done. And the bell would
toll slowly.

He could hear the tolling. He said over to himself the song that Brigid
had taught him.

Dingdong! The castle bell!
Farewell, my mother!

Bury me in the old churchyard
Beside my eldest brother.

My coffin shall be black,

Six angels at my back,

Two to sing and two to pray
And two to carry my soul away.

How beautiful and sad that was! How beautiful the words were where
they said BURY ME IN THE OLD CHURCHYARD! A tremor passed
over his body. How sad and how beautiful! He wanted to cry quietly but
not for himself: for the words, so beautiful and sad, like music. The bell!
The bell! Farewell! O farewell!

The cold sunlight was weaker and Brother Michael was standing at
his bedside with a bowl of beef-tea. He was glad for his mouth was hot
and dry. He could hear them playing in the playgrounds. And the day was
going on in the college just as if he were there.

Then Brother Michael was going away and the fellow out of the third
of grammar told him to be sure and come back and tell him all the news
in the paper. He told Stephen that his name was Athy and that his father
kept a lot of racehorses that were spiffing jumpers and that his father
would give a good tip to Brother Michael any time he wanted it because
Brother Michael was very decent and always told him the news out of the

paper they got every day up in the castle. There was every kind of news in
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as those in the book itself, towards the close of which there appeared an
image of himself, grown older and sadder, standing in a moonlit garden
with Mercedes who had so many years before slighted his love, and with a
sadly proud gesture of refusal, saying:

—Madam, I never eat muscatel grapes.

He became the ally of a boy named Aubrey Mills and founded with him
a gang of adventurers in the avenue. Aubrey carried a whistle dangling
from his buttonhole and a bicycle lamp attached to his belt while the
others had short sticks thrust daggerwise through theirs. Stephen, who
had read of Napoleon’s plain style of dress, chose to remain unadorned
and thereby heightened for himself the pleasure of taking counsel with
his lieutenant before giving orders. The gang made forays into the gardens
of old maids or went down to the castle and fought a battle on the shaggy
weed-grown rocks, coming home after it weary stragglers with the stale
odours of the foreshore in their nostrils and the rank oils of the seawrack
upon their hands and in their hair.

Aubrey and Stephen had a common milkman and often they drove out
in the milk-car to Carrickmines where the cows were at grass. While the
men were milking the boys would take turns in riding the tractable mare
round the field. But when autumn came the cows were driven home from
the grass: and the first sight of the filthy cowyard at Stradbrook with its
foul green puddles and clots of liquid dung and steaming bran troughs,
sickened Stephen’s heart. The cattle which had seemed so beautiful in
the country on sunny days revolted him and he could not even look at the
milk they yielded.

The coming of September did not trouble him this year for he was not
to be sent back to Clongowes. The practice in the park came to an end
when Mike Flynn went into hospital. Aubrey was at school and had only
an hour or two free in the evening. The gang fell asunder and there were
no more nightly forays or battles on the rocks. Stephen sometimes went
round with the car which delivered the evening milk and these chilly
drives blew away his memory of the filth of the cowyard and he felt no
repugnance at seeing the cow hairs and hayseeds on the milkman’s coat.

Whenever the car drew up before a house he waited to catch a glimpse
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of a well scrubbed kitchen or of a softly lighted hall and to see how the
servant would hold the jug and how she would close the door. He thought
it should be a pleasant life enough, driving along the roads every evening
to deliver milk, if he had warm gloves and a fat bag of gingernuts in his
pocket to eat from. But the same foreknowledge which had sickened
his heart and made his legs sag suddenly as he raced round the park, the
same intuition which had made him glance with mistrust at his trainer’s
flabby stubble-covered face as it bent heavily over his long stained fingers,
dissipated any vision of the future. In a vague way he understcod that his
father was in trouble and that this was the reason why he himself had not
been sent back to Clongowes. For some time he had felt the slight change
in his house; and those changes in what he had deemed unchangeable
were so many slight shocks to his boyish conception of the world. The
ambition which he felt astir at times in the darkness of his soul sought no
outlet. A dusk like that of the outer world obscured his mind as he heard
the mare’s hoofs clattering along the tramtrack on the Rock Road and
the great can swaying and rattling behind him.

He returned to Mercedes and, as he brooded upon her image, a strange
unrest crept into his blood. Sometimes a fever gathered within him and
led him to rove alone in the evening along the quiet avenue. The peace
of the gardens and the kindly lights in the windows poured a tender
influence into his restless heart. The noise of children at play annoyed
him and their silly voices made him feel, even more keenly than he had
felt at Clongowes, that he was different from others. He did not want to
play. He wanted to meet in the real world the unsubstantial image which
his soul so constantly beheld. He did not know where to seek it or how,
but a premonition which led him on told him that this image would,
without any overt act of his, encounter him. They would meet quietly as
if they had known each other and had made their tryst, perhaps at one of
the gates or in some more secret place. They would be alone, surrounded
by darkness and silence: and in that moment of supreme tenderness he
would be transfigured.

He would fade into something impalpable under her eyes and then

in a moment he would be transfigured. Weakness and timidity and
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was on it.

—Now then, Stephen, he said, you must put your shoulder to the
wheel, old chap. You’ve had a fine long holiday.

—O, I"'m sure he’ll work very hard now, said Mrs Dedalus, especially
when he has Maurice with him.

—O, Holy Paul, I forgot about Maurice, said Mr Dedalus. Here,
Maurice! Come here, you thick-headed ruffian! Do you know I’'m going
to send you to a college where they’ll teach you to spell c.a.t. cat. And I'll
buy you a nice little penny handkerchief to keep your nose dry. Won’t that
be grand fun?

Maurice grinned at his father and then at his brother.

Mr Dedalus screwed his glass into his eye and stared hard at both his
sons. Stephen mumbled his bread without answering his father’s gaze.

—By the bye, said Mr Dedalus at length, the rector, or provincial
rather, was telling me that story about you and Father Dolan. You’re an
impudent thief, he said.

—OQ, he didn’t, Simon!

—Not he! said Mr Dedalus. But he gave me a great account of the
whole affair. We were chatting, you know, and one word borrowed
another. And, by the way, who do you think he told me will get that job in
the corporation? But I'll tell you that after. Well, as I was saying, we were
chatting away quite friendly and he asked me did our friend here wear
glasses still, and then he told me the whole story:.

—And was he annoyed, Simon?

—Annoyed? Not he! MANLY LITTLE CHAP! he said.

Mr Dedalus imitated the mincing nasal tone of the provincial.

Father Dolan and I, when I told them all at dinner about it,
Father Dolan and I had a great laugh over it. YOU BETTER MIND
YOURSELF FATHER DOLAN, said I, OR YOUNG DEDALUS WILL
SEND YOU UP FOR TWICE NINE. We had a famous laugh together
over it. Ha! Ha! Ha!

Mr Dedalus turned to his wife and interjected in his natural voice:

—Shows you the spirit in which they take the boys there. O, a jesuit for
your life, for diplomacy!
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of the opening bars, their languor and supple movement, evoked the
incommunicable emotion which had been the cause of all his day’s unrest
and of his impatient movement of a moment before. His unrest issued
from him like a wave of sound: and on the tide of flowing music the ark
was journeying, trailing her cables of lanterns in her wake. Then a noise
like dwarf artillery broke the movement. It was the clapping that greeted
the entry of the dumbbell team on the stage.

At the far end of the shed near the street a speck of pink light showed
in the darkness and as he walked towards it he became aware of a faint
aromatic odour. Two boys were standing in the shelter of a doorway,
smoking, and before he reached them he had recognised Heron by his
voice.

—Here comes the noble Dedalus! cried a high throaty voice. Welcome
to our trusty friend!

This welcome ended in a soft peal of mirthless laughter as Heron
salaamed and then began to poke the ground with his cane.

—Here I am, said Stephen, halting and glancing from Heron to his
friend.

The latter was a stranger to him but in the darkness, by the aid of the
glowing cigarette tips, he could make out a pale dandyish face over which
a smile was travelling slowly, a tall overcoated figure and a hard hat. Heron
did not trouble himself about an introduction but said instead:

—1 was just telling my friend Wallis what a lark it would be tonight
if you took off the rector in the part of the schoolmaster. It would be a
ripping good joke.

Heron made a poor attempt to imitate for his friend Wallis the rector’s
pedantic bass and then, laughing at his failure, asked Stephen to do it.

—Go on, Dedalus, he urged, you can take him off rippingly, HE THAT
WILL NOT HEAR THE CHURCHA LET HIM BE TO THEEA AS
THE HEATHENA AND THE PUBLICANA.

The imitation was prevented by a mild expression of anger from Wallis
in whose mouthpiece the cigarette had become too tightly wedged.

—Damn this blankety blank holder, he said, taking it from his mouth
and smiling and frowning upon it tolerantly. It’s always getting stuck like

65
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You often heard me speak of the Groceries, didn’t you, Stephen. Many’s
the time we went down there when our names had been marked, a crowd
of us, Harry Peard and little Jack Mountain and Bob Dyas and Maurice
Moriarty, the Frenchman, and Tom O’Grady and Mick Lacy that I told
you of this morning and Joey Corbet and poor little good-hearted Johnny
Keevers of the Tantiles.

The leaves of the trees along the Mardyke were astir and whispering
in the sunlight. A team of cricketers passed, agile young men in flannels
and blazers, one of them carrying the long green wicket-bag. In a quiet
bystreet a German band of five players in faded uniforms and with
battered brass instruments was playing to an audience of street arabs and
leisurely messenger boys. A maid in a white cap and apron was watering
a box of plants on a sill which shone like a slab of limestone in the warm
glare. From another window open to the air came the sound of a piano,
scale after scale rising into the treble.

Stephen walked on at his father’s side, listening to stories he had heard
before, hearing again the names of the scattered and dead revellers who
had been the companions of his father’s youth. And a faint sickness
sighed in his heart.

He recalled his own equivocal position in Belvedere, a free boy, a leader
afraid of his own authority, proud and sensitive and suspicious, battling
against the squalor of his life and against the riot of his mind. The letters
cut in the stained wood of the desk stared upon him, mocking his bodily
weakness and futile enthusiasms and making him loathe himself for his
own mad and filthy orgies. The spittle in his throat grew bitter and foul to
swallow and the faint sickness climbed to his brain so that for a moment
he closed his eyes and walked on in darkness.

He could still hear his father’s voice—

—When you kick out for yourself, Stephen—as I daresay you will
one of these days—remember, whatever you do, to mix with gentlemen.
When I was a young fellow I tell you I enjoyed myself. I mixed with fine
decent fellows. Everyone of us could do something. One fellow had a
good voice, another fellow was a good actor, another could sing a good

comic song, another was a good oarsman or a good racket player, another
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fierce old fire-eater he was. Now, then! There’s a memory for you!

—That’s three generations—four generations, said another of the
company. Why, Johnny Cashman, you must be nearing the century.

—Well, I'll tell you the truth, said the little old man. I’'m just
twenty-seven years of age.

—We’re as old as we feel, Johnny, said Mr Dedalus. And just finish what
you have there and we’ll have another. Here, Tim or Tom or whatever
your name is, give us the same again here. By God, I don’t feel more than
eighteen myself. There’s that son of mine there not half my age and I'm a
better man than he is any day of the week.

—Draw it mild now, Dedalus. I think it’s time for you to take a back
seat, said the gentleman who had spoken before.

—No, by God! asserted Mr Dedalus. I'll sing a tenor song against him
or I'll vault a five-barred gate against him or I'll run with him after the
hounds across the country as I did thirty years ago along with the Kerry
Boy and the best man for it.

—But he’ll beat you here, said the little old man, tapping his forehead
and raising his glass to drain it.

—Well, I hope _he’ll be as good a man as his father. That’s all I can say,
said Mr Dedalus.

—If he is, he’ll do, said the little old man.

—And thanks be to God, Johnny, said Mr Dedalus, that we lived so long
and did so little harm.

—But did so much good, Simon, said the little old man gravely. Thanks
be to God we lived so long and did so much good.

Stephen watched the three glasses being raised from the counter as his
father and his two cronies drank to the memory of their past. An abyss of
fortune or of temperament sundered him from them. His mind seemed
older than theirs: it shone coldly on their strifes and happiness and regrets
like a moon upon a younger earth. No life or youth stirred in him as it had
stirred in them. He had known neither the pleasure of companionship
with others nor the vigour of rude male health nor filial piety. Nothing
stirred within his soul but a cold and cruel and loveless lust. His childhood

was dead or lost and with it his soul capable of simple joys and he was
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sweet July.

A keen October wind was blowing round the bank. The three figures
standing at the edge of the muddy path had pinghed cheeks and watery
eyes. Stephen looked at his thinly clad mother and remembered that a few
days before he had seen a mantle priced at twenty guineas in the windows
of Barnardo’s.

—Weell that’s done, said Mr Dedalus.

—We had better go to dinner, said Stephen. Where?

—Dinner? said Mr Dedalus. Well, I suppose we had better, what?

—Some place that’s not too dear, said Mrs Dedalus.

—Underdone’s?

—Yes. Some quiet place.

—Come along, said Stephen quickly. It doesn’t matter about the
dearness.

He walked on before them with short nervous steps, smiling. They tried
to keep up with him, smiling also at his eagerness.

—Take it easy like a good young fellow, said his father. We’re not out
for the half mile, are we?

For a swift season of merrymaking the money of his prizes ran through
Stephen’s fingers. Great parcels of groceries and delicacies and dried fruits
arrived from the city. Every day he drew up a bill of fare for the family and
every night led a party of three or four to the theatre to see INGOMAR or
THE LADY OF LYONS. In his coat pockets he carried squares of Vienna
chocolate for his guests while his trousers’ pocket bulged with masses of
silver and copper coins. He bought presents for everyone, overhauled his
room, wrote out resolutions, marshalled his books up and down their shelves,
pored upon all kinds of price lists, drew up a form of commonwealth for the
household by which every member of it held some office, opened a loan bank
for his family and pressed loans on willing borrowers so that he might have
the pleasure of making out receipts and reckoning the interests on the sums
lent. When he could do no more he drove up and down the city in trams.
Then the season of pleasure came to an end. The pot of pink enamel paint
gave out and the wainscot of his bedroom remained with its unfinished and

ill-plastered coat.
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at night, though he knew it was in God’s power to take away his life while
he slept and hurl his soul hellward ere he could beg for mercy. His pride in
his own sin, his loveless awe of God, told him that his offence was too
grievous to be atoned for in whole or in part by a false homage to the
All-seeing and All-knowing,.

—Well now, Ennis, I declare you have a head and so has my stick! Do
you mean to say that you are not able to tell me what a surd is?

The blundering answer stirred the embers of his contempt of his
fellows. Towards others he felt neither shame nor fear. On Sunday
mornings as he passed the church door he glanced coldly at the
worshippers who stood bareheaded, four deep, outside the church,
morally present at the mass which they could neither see nor hear. Their
dull piety and the sickly smell of the cheap hair-oil with which they had
anointed their heads repelled him from the altar they prayed at. He
stooped to the evil of hypocrisy with others, sceptical of their innocence
which he could cajole so easily.

On the wall of his bedroom hung an illuminated scroll, the certificate of
his prefecture in the college of the sodality of the Blessed Virgin Mary. On
Saturday mornings when the sodality met in the chapel to recite the little
office his place was a cushioned kneeling-desk at the right of the altar
from which he led his wing of boys through the responses. The falsehood
of his position did not pain him. If at moments he felt an impulse to rise
from his post of honour and, confessing before them all his unworthiness,
to leave the chapel, a glance at their faces restrained him. The imagery of
the psalms of prophecy soothed his barren pride. The glories of Mary held
his soul captive: spikenard and myrrh and frankincense, symbolizing her
royal lineage, her emblems, the late-flowering plant and late-blossoming
tree, symbolizing the age-long gradual growth of her cultus among men.
When it fell to him to read the lesson towards the close of the office he

read it in a veiled voice, lulling his conscience to its music.

QUASI CEDRUS EXALTATA SUM IN LIBANON ET QUASI CUPRESSUS
IN MONTE SION. QUASI PALMA EXALTATA SUM IN GADES ET QUASI
PLANTATIO ROSAE IN JERICHO. QUASI ULIVA SPECIOSA IN CAMPIS ET
QUASI PLATANUS EXALTATA SUM JUXTA AQUAM IN PLATEIS. SICUT

91
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in distant lands, in the burning tropics, or immersed in professional duties
or in seminaries, or voyaging over the vast expanse of the deep or, it may
be, already called by the great God to another life and to the rendering
up of their stewardship. And still as the years roll by, bringing with them
changes for good and bad, the memory of the great saint is honoured by
the boys of this college who make every year their annual retreat on the
days preceding the feast day set apart by our Holy Mother the Church to
transmit to all the ages the name and fame of one of the greatest sons of
catholic Spain.

—Now what is the meaning of this word RETREAT and why is it
allowed on all hands to be a most salutary practice for all who desire to
lead before God and in the eyes of men a truly christian life? A retreat,
my dear boys, signifies a withdrawal for awhile from the cares of our life,
the cares of this workaday world, in order to examine the state of our
conscience, to reflect on the mysteries of holy religion and to understand
better why we are here in this world. During these few days I intend to
put before you some thoughts concerning the four last things. They are,
as you know from your catechism, death, judgement, hell, and heaven.
We shall try to understand them fully during these few days so that we
may derive from the understanding of them a lasting benefit to our souls.
And remember, my dear boys, that we have been sent into this world
for one thing and for one thing alone: to do God’s holy will and to save
.our immortal souls. All else is worthless. One thing alone is needful, the
salvation of one’s soul. What doth it profit a man to gain the whole world
if he suffer the loss of his immortal soul? Ah, my dear boys, believe me
there is nothing in this wretched world that can make up for such a loss.

—I will ask you, therefore, my dear boys, to put away from your minds
during these few days all worldly thoughts, whether of study or pleasure
or ambition, and to give all your attention to the state of your souls. I
need hardly remind you that during the days of the retreat all boys are
expected to preserve a quiet and pious demeanour and to shun all loud
unseemly pleasure. The elder boys, of course, will see that this custom
is not infringed and I look especially to the prefects and officers of the
sodality of Our Blessed Lady and of the sodality of the holy angels to set a
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fall till the waters covered the face of the earth.

It might be. Why not?

—HELL HAS ENLARGED ITS SOUL AND OPENED ITS
MOUTH WITHOUT ANY LIMITS—words taken, my dear little
brothers in Christ Jesus, from the book of Isaias, fifth chapter, fourteenth
verse. In the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Ghost.
Amen.

The preacher took a chainless watch from a pocket within his soutane
and, having considered its dial for a moment in silence, placed it silently
before him on the table.

He began to speak in a quiet tone.

—Adam and Eve, my dear boys, were, as you know, our first parents, and
you will remember that they were created by God in order that the seats
in heaven left vacant by the fall of Lucifer and his rebellious angels might
be filled again. Lucifer, we are told, was a son of the morning, a radiant
and mighty angel; yet he fell: he fell and there fell with him a third part of
the host of heaven: he fell and was hurled with his rebellious angels into
hell. What his sin was we cannot say. Theologians consider that it was the
sin of pride, the sinful thought conceived in an instant: NON SERVIAM:
I WILL NOT SERVE. That instant was his ruin.

He offended the majesty of God by the sinful thought of one instant
and God cast him out of heaven into hell for ever.

—Adam and Eve were then created by God and placed in Eden, in
the plain of Damascus, that lovely garden resplendent with sunlight
and colour, teeming with luxuriant vegetation. The fruitful earth gave
them her bounty: beasts and birds were their willing servants: they knew
not the ills our flesh is heir to, disease and poverty and death: all that a
great and generous God could do for them was done. But there was one
condition imposed on them by God: obedience to His word. They were
not to eat of the fruit of the forbidden tree.

—Alas, my dear little boys, they too fell. The devil, once a shining angel,
a son of the morning, now a foul fiend came in the shape of a serpent, the
subtlest of all the beasts of the field. He envied them. He, the fallen great

one, could not bear to think that man, a being of clay, should possess the
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he was plunging headlong through space.

He could not grip the floor with his feet and sat heavily at his desk,
opening one of his books at random and poring over it. Every word for
him. It was true. God was almighty. God could call him now, call him as
he sat at his desk, before he had time to be conscious of the summons.
God had called him. Yes? What? Yes? His flesh shrank together as it felt
the approach of the ravenous tongues of flames, dried up as it felt about
it the swirl of stifling air. He had died. Yes. He was judged. A wave of fire
swept through his body: the first. Again a wave. His brain began to glow.
Another. His brain was simmering and bubbling within the cracking
tenement of the skull. Flames burst forth from his skull like a corolla,
shrieking like voices:

—Hell! Hell! Hell! Hell! Hell!

Voices spoke near him:

—On hell.

—1I suppose he rubbed it into you well.

—You bet he did. He put us all into a blue funk.

—That’s what you fellows want: and plenty of it to make you work.

He leaned back weakly in his desk. He had not died. God had spared
him still. He was still in the familiar world of the school. Mr Tate and
Vincent Heron stood at the window, talking, jesting, gazing out at the
bleak rain, moving their heads.

—1I wish it would clear up. I had arranged to go for a spin on the bike
with some fellows out by Malahide. But the roads must be knee-deep.

—It might clear up, sir.

The voices that he knew so well, the common words, the quiet of
the classroom when the voices paused and the silence was filled by the
sound of softly browsing cattle as the other boys munched their lunches
tranquilly, lulled his aching soul.

There was still time. O Mary, refuge of sinners, intercede for him! O
Virgin Undefiled, save him from the gulf of death!

The English lesson began with the hearing of the history. Royal persons,
favourites, intriguers, bishops, passed like mute phantoms behind their
veil of names. All had died: all had been judged. What did it profit a man
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to gain the whole world if he lost his soul? At last he had understood:
and human life lay around him, a plain of peace whereon ant-like men
laboured in brotherhood, their dead sleeping under quiet mounds. The
elbow of his companion touched him and his heart was touched: and
when he spoke to answer a question of his master he heard his own voice
full of the quietude of humility and contrition.

His soul sank back deeper into depths of contrite peace, no longer able
to suffer the pain of dread, and sending forth, as he sank, a faint prayer.
Ah yes, he would still be spared; he would repent in his heart and be
forgiven; and then those above, those in heaven, would see what he would
do to make up for the past: a whole life, every hour of life. Only wait.

—All, God! All, all!

A messenger came to the door to say that confessions were being heard
in the chapel. Four boys left the room; and he heard others passing down
the corridor. A tremulous chill blew round his heart, no stronger than
a little wind, and yet, listening and suffering silently, he seemed to have
laid an ear against the muscle of his own heart, feeling it close and quail,
listening to the flutter of its ventricles.

No escape. He had to confess, to speak out in words what he had done
and thought, sin after sin. How? How?

—TFather, I...

The thought slid like a cold shining rapier into his tender flesh:
confession. But not there in the chapel of the college. He would confess
all, every sin of deed and thought, sincerely; but not there among his
school companions. Far away from there in some dark place he would
murmur out his own shame; and he besought God humbly not to be
offended with him if he did not dare to confess in the college chapel and
in utter abjection of spirit he craved forgiveness mutely of the boyish
hearts about him.

Time passed.

He sat again in the front bench of the chapel. The daylight without was
already failing and, as it fell slowly through the dull red blinds, it seemed
that the sun of the last day was going down and that all souls were being
gathered for the judgement.
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