
AN ANALYSIS OF AFTER THE RACE BY JAMES JOYCE IN THE BOOK

DUBLINERS

The story opens with the end of a race in Dublin. In one of the French cars, four young men are in particularly high
spirits: Charles SÃ©gouin, the owner of the car; AndrÃ© Rivere, a French-Canadian electrician; Villona, a Hungarian;
and Jimmy Doyle, a "neatly groomed" young.

The irony of the conclusion is that the next day is already there, that daybreak has come. This status transfers
to her people. His nation cannot walk as an equal among others, and his father has a role in keeping their
country a colony. That night the city wore the mask of a capital. The story casts Jimmy as simple and passive,
placing trust in money that constantly eludes him. The people made way for them. Also at no stage has Jimmy
lead the way in the story, if anything he appears to be tagging along on the coat tails of those he thinks are
successful and again this success is based on monetary wealth. Again this is significant as Joyce has used
teeth, particularly yellow teeth, in other stories from Dubliners to suggest decay and paralysis. What place,
then, does Ireland have in the world? A racing car goes nowhere, of course, and though Jimmy boards a yacht
near the story's conclusion, the boat remains at anchor â€” paralyzed. Consider the importance of Routh, for
instance, an Englishman who joins them for the dinner and goes with them to the yacht. He knows he will
regret it the next morning, but for now he is grateful for the fog of his drunkenness. Moreover Segouin had the
unmistakeable air of wealth. Sure, he has made friends like Charles Segouin, the owner of the racing car and a
proprietor-to-be of an automobile dealership in Paris , but those friends are not necessarily loyal to Jimmy. He
knew that he would regret in the morning but at present he was glad of the rest, glad of the dark stupor that
would cover up his folly. Such a person as his father agreed was well worth knowing, even if he had not been
the charming companion he was. But it was his own fault for he frequently mistook his cards and the other
men had to calculate his I. His playing is sloppy and he knows he's losing. Joyce lampoons Jimmy's parents
rather mercilessly. The protagonist, Jimmy Doyle, and his European friends walk around Dublin, go to dinner
at a hotel, talk about politics and music among other things, and then catch the train to the harbour where they
go to a yacht and proceed to get drunk dancing and playing cards. Joyce would have us believe that the
wealthy Irish cannot mingle with such as the continental Europeans and Americans. Farley, in being an
American, has probably made his money in industry. But the end of the story reverses time a bit â€¦ and it is as
though we are high above the land, looking down upon it, the snow covering the fields â€¦ and we are moving
west â€¦ at last. How smoothly it ran. Jimmy Doyle's father, we learn, was once an advanced Nationalist a
member of the Irish Parliamentary Party, in its heyday led by Charles Parnell, which favored legislative
independence for Ireland. At the corner of Grafton Street a short fat man was putting two handsome ladies on
a car in charge of another fat man. Of course, the investment was a good one and Segouin had managed to
give the impression that it was by a favour of friendship the mite of Irish money was to be included in the
capital of the concern. For opportunities, etc. There was a great clapping of hands when he sat down. What
place does a young Irishman, the son of an upwardly mobile rich merchant, have in the cosmopolitan world of
wealthy international elites? By the dawn of the twentieth century, this race was more or less over. As this
story depicts it, part of Irish identity is a peripheral status compared to the centers of world power. The
imperialist powers had carved up a substantial portion of the world, with England and France having taken
many of the choicest bits of territory. Finally when he ran into debt, the butcher sent his son off to Cambridge
"to see a little of life"  They were devils of fellows but he wished they would stop: it was getting late. The
journey laid a magical finger on the genuine pulse of life and gallantly the machinery of human nerves strove
to answer the bounding courses of the swift blue animal. A little knot of people collected on the footpath to
pay homage to the snorting motor. The two cousins sat on the front seat; Jimmy and his Hungarian friend sat
behind. When we consider that England and France "won," most, or perhaps the best territories, we know who
will win the car race, and the card game, for that matter. Or, how does young Jimmy Doyle fit in with the
international upper crust? They drove down Dame Street.


