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Check-in desk

Welcome back to all Travellers!

In some way, travellers of all time have followed the wanderings of the mythical Ulysses.

From Homer to Joyce, Ulysses has represented the model of the travelling adventurous hero.

This time our Flight destination is a very critical appreciation of Joyce’s work by one of Ireland’s most popular writers, Roddy Doyle. It appeared in The Guardian on February 10, 2004.

Who do you side with? E-mail your comments, either in English or in Italian.

As usual there is more to read in the other sections. Simply click on the map.

Don’t forget St Patrick’s Day on 17th March!
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· Roddy Doyle (born in Dublin in 1958) is the author of widely acclaimed novels such as The Commitments, The Snapper, The Van, Paddy Clarke Ha Ha Ha (Booker Prize 1993), The Woman Who Walked Into Doors, A Star Called Henry. He was one of the fifteen Irish writers who wrote the novel Yeats is Dead! in aid of Amnesty International. 

He also wrote The Giggler Treatment and Rover Saves Christmas for children. 

· More on Roddy Doyle in www.books.guardian.co.uk/authors 

· Go to The Guardian website www.guardian.co.uk to read the complete, unabridged article on Roddy Doyle’s verdict.

· If you want to start thinking about a trip to Dublin for the centenary of Bloomsday, on 16th June, visit the official site of the celebrations www.rejoycedublin2004.com. It is packed with information, from guided tours to all sorts of accomodation.
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Overlong, overrated and unmoving: Roddy Doyle's verdict on James Joyce's Ulysses (abridged)

Angelique Chrisafis, Ireland correspondent
Tuesday February 10, 2004
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Critical: Roddy Doyle attacks the Joyce 'industry'
 


It is constantly voted the greatest novel of the last century and perhaps also the most likely to be abandoned after a few pages. Now Ireland's best-known modern writer has put literary Dublin in a tizz by confessing that he too can't be bothered with James Joyce's masterpiece Ulysses. 

Roddy Doyle, the Booker prize winner and the bard of raucous Dublin demotic, chose a Joyce birthday celebration to slam the epic story of one day in the life of Leopold Bloom as overrated, overlong and unmoving. 

"You know people are always putting Ulysses in the top 10 books ever written but I doubt that any of those people were really moved by it." 

"I only read three pages of Finnegans Wake and it was a tragic waste of time," he added. Dubliners was Joyce's best work, but Ulysses was undeserving of reverence. 

The timing of Doyle's outburst could hardly have been worse, with the centenary of Bloomsday, the date on which Ulysses is set, looming. 

The Irish government - still guilty about the way Joyce was treated in his home town - are helping to pay for six months of celebrations culminating in a "Bloom's breakfast", when 10,000 people will sit down on O'Connell Street, Dublin's main thoroughfare, and stuff themselves with fried offal and mutton kidneys washed down with Guinness. 

"They'll be serving Joyce Happy Meals next," said Doyle, author of The Commitments and The Van, about what he witheringly described as the "Joyce industry". 

But what makes Doyle sick is the way Irish writers are always compared to Joyce. "If you're a writer in Dublin and you write a snatch of dialogue, everyone thinks you lifted it from Joyce. The whole idea that he owns language as it is spoken in Dublin is a nonsense. He didn't invent the Dublin accent. It's as if you're encroaching on his area or it's a given that he's on your shoulder. It gets on my nerves," the Sunday Tribune in Dublin reported him saying. 

Dublin, despite Joyce's view on it, has been quick to cash in on his legend. At least 30,000 visitors flock to the James Joyce centre each year. The Dublin tourist board says Joyce's impact on revenue is immeasurable. Rejoyce 2004, the six-month arts festival that will commemorate Bloomsday will draw hundreds of thousands for a Joyce symposium, exhibitions and a light and music "spectacular" along the river Liffey. A new film version of Ulysses has also been made. 

Helen Monaghan, director of the James Joyce centre, said attacks on Joyce were nothing new. "Ulysses is an easy target, it has a difficult reputation which we are trying to dispel." 
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"I still live in the same neighbourhood where I grew up, and I still have to face the milkman and the neighbours if they don't like what I write. " R.D.
What follows is the opening of the novel by Roddy Doyle A Star Called Henry (2000).

My mother looked up at the stars. There were plenty of them up there. She lifted her hand. It swayed as she chose one. Her finger pointed.

There’s my little Henry up there. Look it.

I looked, her other little Henry sitting beside her on the step. I looked up and hated him. She held me but she looked up at her twinkling boy. Poor me beside her, pale and red-eyed, held together by rashes and sores. A stomach crying to be filled, bare feet aching like an old, old man’s. Me, a shocking substitute for the little Henry who’d been too good for this world, the Henry God had wanted for himself. Poor me.

And poor Mother. She sat on that step and other crumbling steps and watched her other babies joining Henry. Little Gracie, Lil, Victor, another little Victor. The ones I remember. There were other, and early others sent to Limbo; they came and went before they could be named. God took them all. He needed them all up there to light the night. He left her plenty, though. The ugly ones, the noisy ones, the ones He didn’t want – the ones that would never stay fed.


Poor Mother. She wasn’t much more than twenty when she gazed up at little twinkling Henry but she was already old, already decomposing, ruined beyond repair, good for some more babies, then finished.

Poor Mammy. Her own mother was a leathery old witch but was probably less than forty. She pocked me, as if to prove that I was there.
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On your next journeys, here you’ll find your feedback, comments, questions or suggestions on the topics.

Please feel free to send any comments or ask any questions, either in English or in Italian. We’d love to hear from you!
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