
Extracts from James Joyce’s Ulysses (2) 

Chaps 4-6: Calypso – Lotus Eaters – Hades 

Calypso 

He crossed to the bright side, avoiding the loose cellarflap of number seventyfive. The sun was 
nearing the steeple of George’s church. Be a warm day I fancy. Specially in these black clothes feel it 
more. Black [67] conducts, reflects (refracts is it?), the heat. But I couldn’t go in that light suit. Make 
a picnic of it. His eyelids sank quietly often as he walked in happy warmth. Boland’s breadvan 
delivering with trays our daily but she prefers yesterday’s loaves turnovers crisp crowns hot. Makes 
you feel young. Somewhere in the east: early morning: set off at dawn, travel round in front of the 
sun, steal a day’s march on him. Keep it up for ever never grow a day older technically. Walk along a 
strand, strange land, come to a city gate, sentry there, old ranker too, old Tweedy’s big moustaches 
leaning on a long kind of a spear. Wander through awned streets. Turbaned faces going by. Dark 
caves of carpet shops, big man, Turko the terrible, seated crosslegged smoking a coiled pipe. Cries of 
sellers in the streets. Drink water scented with fennel, sherbet. Wander along all day. Might meet a 
robber or two. Well, meet him. Getting on to sundown. The shadows of the mosques along the pillars: 
priest with a scroll rolled up. A shiver of the trees, signal, the evening wind. I pass on. Fading gold 
sky. A mother watches from her doorway. She calls her children home in their dark language. High 
wall: beyond strings twanged. Night sky moon, violet, colour of Molly’s new garters. Strings. Listen. 
A girl playing one of these instruments what do you call them: dulcimers. I pass.   

Probably not a bit like it really. Kind of stuff you read: in the track of the sun. Sunburst on the 
titlepage. He smiled, pleasing himself. What Arthur Griffith said about the headpiece over the 
Freeman leader: a homerule sun rising up in the northwest from the laneway behind the bank of 
Ireland. He prolonged his pleased smile. Ikey touch that: homerule sun rising up in the northwest. [68] 

He approached Larry O’Rourke’s. From the cellar grating floated up the flabby gush of porter. 
Through the open doorway the bar squirted out whiffs of ginger, teadust, biscuitmush. Good house, 
however: just the end of the city traffic. For instance M’Auley’s down there: n. g. as position. Of 
course if they ran a tramline along the North Circular from the cattle market to the quays value would 
go up like a shot. 

Bald head over the blind. Cute old codger. No use canvassing him for an ad. Still he knows his own 
business best. There he Is, sure enough, my bold Larry, leaning against the sugarbin in his shirtsleeves 
watching the aproned curate swab up with mop and bucket. Simon Dedalus takes him off to a tee with 
his eyes screwed up. Do you know what I’m going to tell you? What’s that, Mr O’Rourke? Do you 
know what? The Russians, they’d only be an eight o’clock breakfast for the Japanese.  

Stop and say a word: about the funeral perhaps. Sad thing about poor Dignam, Mr O’Rourke.  
Turning into Dorset street he said freshly in greeting through the doorway:  
— Good day, Mr O’Rourke.  
— Good day to you.  
— Lovely weather, sir.  
— ‘Tis all that.  
Where do they get the money? Coming up redheaded curates from the county Leitrim, rinsing 

empties and old man in the cellar. Then, lo and behold, they blossom out as Adam Findlaters or Dan 
Tallons. Then think of the competition. General thirst. Good puzzle would be cross Dublin without 
passing a pub. Save it they can’t. Off the drunks perhaps. Put down three and carry five. What is that? 
A bob here and there, dribs and [69] drabs. On the wholesale orders perhaps. Doing a double shuffle 
with the town travellers. Square it with the boss and we’ll split the job, see?  

How much would that tot to off the porter in the month? Say ten barrels of stuff. Say he got ten per 
cent off. O more. Ten. Fifteen. He passed Saint Joseph’s, National school. Brats’ clamour. Windows 
open. Fresh air helps memory. Or a lilt. Ahbeesee defeegee kelomen opeecue rustyouvee double you. 
Boys are they? Yes. Inishturk. Inishark. Inishboffin. At their joggerfry. Mine. Slieve Bloom.  

He halted before Dlugacz’s window, staring at the hanks of sausages, polonies, black and white. 
Fifty multiplied by. The figures whitened in his mind unsolved: displeased, he let them fade. The 
shiny links packed with forcemeat fed his gaze and he breathed in tranquilly the lukewarm breath of 
cooked spicy pig’s blood.  

A kidney oozed bloodgouts on the willowpatterned dish: the last. He stood by the nextdoor girl at 
the counter. Would she buy it too, calling the items from a slip in her hand. Chapped: washing soda. 
And a pound and a half of Denny’s sausages. His eyes rested on her vigorous hips. Woods his name 
is. Wonder what he does. Wife is oldfish. New blood. No followers allowed. Strong pair of arms. 
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Whacking a carpet on the clothesline. She does whack it, by George. The way her crooked skirt 
swings at each whack.  

Lotus Eaters 

He had reached the open backdoor of All Hallows. Stepping into the porch he doffed his hat, took 
the card from his pocket and tucked it again behind the leather headband. Damn it. I might have tried 
to work M’Coy for a pass to Mullingar.  

Same notice on the door. Sermon by the very reverend John Conmee S. J. on saint Peter Claver and 
the African mission. Save China’s millions. Wonder how they explain it to the heathen Chinee. Prefer 
an ounce of opium. Celestials. Rank heresy for them. Prayers for the conversion of Gladstone they 
had too when he was almost unconscious. The protestants the same. Convert Dr. William J. Walsh D. 
D. to the true religion. Buddha their god lying on his side in the museum. Taking it easy with hand 
under his cheek. Josssticks burning. Not like Ecce Homo. Crown of thorns and cross. Clever idea 
Saint Patrick the shamrock. Chopsticks? Conmee: Martin Cunningham knows him: distinguished 
looking. Sorry I didn’t work him about getting Molly into the choir instead of that Father Farley who 
looked a fool but wasn’t. They’re taught that. He’s not going out in bluey specs with the sweat rolling 
off him to baptise blacks, is he? The glasses would take their fancy, flashing. Like to see them sitting 
round in a ring with blub lips, entranced, listening. Still life. Lap it up like milk, I suppose.  

The cold smell of sacred stone called him. He trod the worn steps, pushed the swingdoor and entered 
softly by the rere.  

Something going on: some sodality. Pity so empty. Nice discreet place to be next some girl. Who is 
my neighbour? Jammed by the hour to slow music. That woman at midnight mass. Seventh heaven. 
Women knelt in the benches with crimson halters round their necks, heads bowed. A batch knelt at the 
altar rails. The priest went along by them, murmuring, holding the thing in his hands. He stopped at 
each, took out a communion, shook a drop or two (are they in water?) off it and put it neatly into her 
mouth. Her hat and head sank. Then the next one: a small old woman. The priest bent down to put it 
into her mouth, murmuring all the time. Latin. The next one. Shut your eyes and open your mouth. 
What? Corpus. Body. Corpse. Good idea the Latin. Stupefies them first. Hospice for the dying. They 
don’t seem to chew it; only swallow it down. Rum idea: eating bits of a corpse why the cannibals 
cotton to it.  

He stood aside watching their blind masks pass down the aisle, one by one, and seek their places. He 
approached a bench and seated himself in its corner, nursing his hat and newspaper. These pots we 
have to wear. We ought to have hats modelled on our heads. They were about him here and there, 
with heads still bowed in their crimson halters, waiting for it to melt in their stomachs. Something like 
those mazzoth: it’s that sort of bread: unleavened shewbread. Look at them. Now I bet it makes them 
feel happy. Lollipop. It does. Yes, bread of angels it’s called. There’s a big idea behind it, kind of 
kingdom of God is within you feel. First communicants. Hokypoky penny a lump. Then feel all like 
one family party, same in the theatre, all in the same swim. They do. I’m sure of that. Not so lonely. 
In our confraternity. Then come out a big spreeish. Let off steam. Thing is if you really believe in it. 
Lourdes cure, waters of oblivion, and the Knock apparition, statues bleeding. Old fellow asleep near 
that confession box. Hence those snores. Blind faith. Safe in the arms of Kingdom come. Lulls all 
pain. Wake this time next year.  

He saw the priest stow the communion cup away, well in, and kneel an instant before it, showing a 
large grey bootsole from under the lace affair he had on. Suppose he lost the pin of his. He wouldn’t 
know what to do to. Bald spot behind. Letters on his back I. N. R. I.? No: I. H. S. Molly told me one 
time I asked her. I have sinned: or no: I have suffered, it is. And the other one? Iron nails ran in.  

Meet one Sunday after the rosary. Do not deny my request. Turn up with a veil and black bag. Dusk 
and the light behind her. She might be here with a ribbon round her neck and do the other thing all the 
same on the sly. Their character. That fellow that turned queen’s evidence on the invincibles he used 
to receive the, Carey was his name, the communion every morning. This very church. Peter Carey. 
No, Peter Claver I am thinking of. Denis Carey. And just imagine that. Wife and six children at home. 
And plotting that murder all the time. Those crawthumpers, now that’s a good name for them, there’s 
always something shiftylooking about them. They’re not straight men of business either. O no she’s 
not here: the flower: no, no. By the way did I tear up that envelope? Yes: under the bridge.  

The priest was rinsing out the chalice: then he tossed off the dregs smartly. Wine. Makes it more 
aristocratic than for example if he drank what they are used to Guinness’s porter or some temperance 
beverage Wheatley’s Dublin hop bitters or Cantrell and Cochrane’s ginger ale (aromatic). Doesn’t 
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give them any of it: shew wine: only the other. Cold comfort. Pious fraud but quite right: otherwise 
they’d have one old booser worse than another coming along, cadging for a drink. Queer the whole 
atmosphere of the. Quite right. Perfectly right that is.  

Mr Bloom looked back towards the choir. Not going to be any music. Pity. Who has the organ here I 
wonder? Old Glynn he knew how to make that instrument talk, the vibrato: fifty pounds a year they 
say he had in Gardiner street. Molly was in fine voice that day, the Stabat Mater of Rossini. Father 
Bernard Vaughan’s sermon first. Christ or Pilate? Christ, but don’t keep us all night over it. Music 
they wanted. Footdrill stopped. Could hear a pin drop. I told her to pitch her voice against that corner. 
I could feel the thrill in the air, the full, the people looking up:  

Quis est homo! 
Some of that old sacred music is splendid. Mercadante: seven last words. Mozart’s twelfth mass: the 

Gloria in that. Those old popes were keen on music, on art and statues and pictures of all kinds. 
Palestrina for example too. They had a gay old time while it lasted. Healthy too chanting, regular 
hours, then brew liqueurs. Benedictine. Green Chartreuse. Still, having eunuchs in their choir that was 
coming it a bit thick. What kind of voice is it? Must be curious to hear after their own strong basses. 
Connoisseurs. Suppose they wouldn’t feel anything after. Kind of a placid. No worry. Fall into flesh 
don’t they? Gluttons, tall, long legs. Who knows? Eunuch. One way out of it.  

He saw the priest bend down and kiss the altar and then face about and bless all the people. All 
crossed themselves and stood up. Mr Bloom glanced about him and then stood up, looking over the 
risen hats. Stand up at the gospel of course. Then all settled down on their knees again and he sat back 
quietly in his bench. The priest came down from the altar, holding the thing out from him, and he and 
the massboy answered each other in Latin. Then the priest knelt down and began to read off a card:  

— O God, our refuge and our strength.  
Mr Bloom put his face forward to catch the words. English. Throw them the bone. I remember 

slightly. How long since your last mass? Gloria and immaculate virgin. Joseph her spouse. Peter and 
Paul. More interesting if you understood what it was all about. Wonderful organisation certainly, goes 
like clockwork. Confession. Everyone wants to. Then I will tell you all. Penance. Punish me, please. 
Great weapon In their hands. More than doctor or solicitor. Woman dying to. And I 
schschschschschsch. And did you chachachachacha? And why did you? Look down at her ring to find 
an excuse. Whispering gallery walls have ears. Husband learn to his surprise. God’s little joke. Then 
out she comes. Repentance skindeep. Lovely shame. Pray at an altar. Hail Mary and Holy Mary. 
Flowers, incense, candles melting. Hide her blushes. Salvation army blatant imitation. Reformed 
prostitute will address the meeting. How I found the Lord. Squareheaded chaps those must be in 
Rome: they work the whole show. And don’t they rake in the money too? Bequests also: to the P. P. 
for the time being in his absolute discretion. Masses for the repose of my soul to be said publicly with 
open doors. Monasteries and convents. The priest in the Fermanagh will case in the witness box. No 
browbeating him. He had his answer pat for everything. Liberty and exaltation of our holy mother the 
church. The doctors of the church: they mapped out the whole theology of it.  

The priest prayed:  
— Blessed Michael, archangel, defend us in the hour of conflict. Be our safeguard against the 

wickedness and snares of the devil (may God restrain him, we humbly pray): and do thou, O prince of 
the heavenly host, by the power of God thrust Satan down to hell and with him those other wicked 
spirits who wander through the world for the ruin of souls.  

The priest and the massboy stood up and walked off. All over. The women remained behind: 
thanksgiving.  

Better be shoving along. Brother Buzz. Come around with the plate perhaps. Pay your Easter duty. 
 

Hades 

The carriage climbed more slowly the hill of Rutland square. Rattle his bones. Over the stones. Only 
a pauper. Nobody owns.  

— In the midst of life, Martin Cunningham said.  
— But the worst of all, Mr Power said, is the man who takes his own life.  
Martin Cunningham drew out his watch briskly, coughed and put it back.  
— The greatest disgrace to have in the family, Mr Power added.  
— Temporary insanity, of course, Martin Cunningham said decisively. We must take a charitable 

view of it.  
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— They say a man who does it is a coward, Mr Dedalus said.  
— It is not for us to judge, Martin Cunningham said.  
Mr Bloom, about to speak, closed his lips again. Martin Cunningham’s large eyes. Looking away 

now. Sympathetic human man he is. Intelligent. Like Shakespeare’s face. Always a good word to say. 
They have no mercy on that here or infanticide. Refuse christian burial. They used to drive a stake of 
wood through his heart in the grave. As if it wasn’t broken already. Yet sometimes they repent too 
late. Found in the riverbed clutching rushes. He looked at me. And that awful drunkard of a wife of 
his. Setting up house for her time after time and then pawning the furniture on him every Saturday 
almost. Leading him the life of the damned. Wear the heart out of a stone, that. Monday morning start 
afresh. Shoulder to the wheel. Lord, she must have looked a sight that night, Dedalus told me he was 
in there. Drunk about the place and capering with Martin’s umbrella:  

And they call me the jewel of Asia, 
Of Asia, 
The geisha. 

He looked away from me. He knows. Rattle his bones.  
That afternoon of the inquest. The redlabelled bottle on the table. The room in the hotel with hunting 

pictures. Stuffy it was. Sunlight through the slats of the Venetian blinds. The coroner’s ears, big and 
hairy. Boots giving evidence. Thought he was asleep first. Then saw like yellow streaks on his face. 
Had slipped down to the foot of the bed. Verdict: overdose. Death by misadventure. The letter. For 
my son Leopold.  

No more pain. Wake no more. Nobody owns.  
The carriage rattled swiftly along Blessington street. Over the stones.  
— We are going the pace, I think, Martin Cunningham said.  
— God grant he doesn’t upset us on the road, Mr Power said.  
— I hope not, Martin Cunningham said. That will be a great race tomorrow in Germany. The 

Gordon Bennett.  
— Yes, by Jove, Mr Dedalus said. That will be worth seeing, faith.  
As they turned into Berkeley street a streetorgan near the Basin sent over and after them a rollicking 

rattling song of the halls. Has anybody here seen Kelly? Kay ee double ell wy. Dead march from Saul. 
He’s as bad as old Antonio. He left me on my ownio. Pirouette! The Mater Misericordiae. Eccles 
street. My house down there. Big place. Ward for incurables there. Very encouraging. Our Lady’s 
Hospice for the dying. Deadhouse handy underneath. Where old Mrs Riordan died. They look terrible 
the women. Her feeding cup and rubbing her mouth with the spoon. Then the screen round her bed for 
her to die. Nice young student that was dressed that bite the bee gave me. He’s gone over to the lying-
in hospital they told me. From one extreme to the other.  

The carriage galloped round a corner: stopped.  
— What’s wrong now?  
A divided drove of branded cattle passed the windows, lowing, slouching by on padded hoofs, 

whisking their tails slowly on their clotted bony croups. Outside them and through them ran raddled 
sheep bleating their fear.  

— Emigrants, Mr Power said.  
— Huuuh! the drover’s voice cried, his switch sounding on their flanks. Huuuh! Out of that!  
Thursday of course. Tomorrow is killing day. Springers. Cuffe sold them about twentyseven quid 

each. For Liverpool probably. Roast beef for old England. They buy up all the juicy ones. And then 
the fifth quarter is lost: all that raw stuff, hide, hair, horns. Comes to a big thing in a year. Dead meat 
trade. Byproducts of the slaughterhouses for tanneries, soap, margarine. Wonder if that dodge works 
now getting dicky meat off the train at Clonsilla.  

The carriage moved on through the drove.  
— I can’t make out why the corporation doesn’t run a tramline from the parkgate to the quays, Mr 

Bloom said. All those animals could be taken in trucks down to the boats.  
— Instead of blocking up the thoroughfare, Martin Cunningham said. Quite right. They ought to.  
— Yes, Mr Bloom said, and another thing I often thought is to have municipal funeral trams like 

they have in Milan, you know. Run the line out to the cemetery gates and have special trams, hearse 
and carriage and all. Don’t you see what I mean?  

— O that be damned for a story, Mr Dedalus said. Pullman car and saloon diningroom.  
— A poor lookout for Corny, Mr Power added.  
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— Why? Mr Bloom asked, turning to Mr Dedalus. Wouldn’t it be more decent than galloping two 
abreast?  

— Well, there’s something in that, Mr Dedalus granted.  
— And, Martin Cunningham said, we wouldn’t have scenes like that when the hearse capsized 

round Dunphy’s and upset the coffin on to the road.  
— That was terrible, Mr Power’s shocked face said, and the corpse fell about the road. Terrible!  
— First round Dunphy’s, Mr Dedalus said, nodding. Gordon Bennett cup.  
— Praises be to God! Martin Cunningham said piously.  
Bom! Upset. A coffin bumped out on to the road. Burst open. Paddy Dignam shot out and rolling 

over stiff in the dust in a brown habit too large for him. Red face: grey now. Mouth fallen open. 
Asking what’s up now. Quite right to close it. Looks horrid open. Then the insides decompose 
quickly. Much better to close up all the orifices. Yes, also. With wax. The sphincter loose. Seal up all.  

— Dunphy’s, Mr Power announced as the carriage turned right.   
Dunphy’s corner. Mourning coaches drawn up drowning their grief. A pause by the wayside. Tiptop 

position for a pub. Expect we’ll pull up here on the way back to drink his health. Pass round the 
consolation. Elixir of life.  

But suppose now it did happen. Would he bleed if a nail say cut him in the knocking about? He 
would and he wouldn’t, I suppose. Depends on where. The circulation stops. Still some might ooze 
out of an artery. It would be better to bury them in red: a dark red.  

In silence they drove along Phibsborough road. An empty hearse trotted by, coming from the 
cemetery: looks relieved.  

Crossguns bridge: the royal canal. 
 


