Extracts from James Joyce’s Ulysses (3)
Chaps 7-10: Aeolus – Scylla and Charybdis – Wandering Rocks
Aoelus

Impromptu
In ferial tone he addressed J.J. O’Molloy:
— Taylor had come there, you must know, from a sick bed. That he had prepared his speech I do not
believe for there was not even one shorthandwriter in the hall. His dark lean face had a growth of
shaggy beard round it. He wore a loose neckcloth and altogether he looked (though he was not) a
dying man.
His gaze turned at once but slowly from J.J. O’Molloy’s towards Stephen’s face and then bent at
once to the ground, seeking. His unglazed linen collar appeared behind his bent head, soiled by his
withering hair. Still seeking, he said:
— When Fitzgibbon’s speech had ended John F. Taylor rose to reply. Briefly, as well as I can bring
them to mind, his words were these.
He raised his head firmly. His eyes bethought themselves once more. Witless shellfish swam in the
gross lenses to and fro, seeking outlet.
He began:
— Mr Chairman, ladies and gentlemen: Great was my admiration in listening to the remarks
addressed to the youth of Ireland a moment since by my learned friend. It seemed to me that I had
been transported into a country far away from this country, into an age remote from this age, that I
stood in ancient Egypt and that I was listening to the speech of some highpriest of that land addressed
to the youthful Moses.
His listeners held their cigarettes poised to hear, their smoke ascending in frail stalks that flowered
with his speech. And let our crooked smokes. Noble words coming. Look out. Could you try your
hand at it yourself?
— And it seemed to me that I heard the voice of that Egyptian highpriest raised in a tone of like
haughtiness and like pride. I heard his words and their meaning was revealed to me.
From the Fathers
It was revealed to me that those things are good which yet are corrupted which neither if they were
supremely good nor unless they were good could be corrupted. Ah, curse you! That’s saint Augustine.
— Why will you jews not accept our culture, our religion and our language? You are a tribe of
nomad herdsmen; we are a mighty people. You have no cities nor no wealth: our cities are hives of
humanity and our galleys, trireme and quadrireme, laden with all manner merchandise furrow the
waters of the known globe. You have but emerged from primitive conditions: we have a literature, a
priesthood, an agelong history and a polity.
Nile.
Child, man, effigy.
By the Nilebank the babemaries kneel, cradle of bulrushes: a man supple in combat: stonehorned,
stonebearded, heart of stone.
— You pray to a local and obscure idol: our temples, majestic and mysterious, are the abodes of
Isis and Osiris, of Horus and Ammon Ra. Yours serfdom, awe and humbleness: ours thunder and the
seas. Israel is weak and few are her children: Egypt is an host and terrible are her arms. Vagrants
and daylabourers are you called: the world trembles at our name.
A dumb belch of hunger cleft his speech. He lifted his voice above it boldly:
— But, ladies and gentlemen, had the youthful Moses listened to and accepted that view of life, had
he bowed his head and bowed his will and bowed his spirit before that arrogant admonition he would
never have brought the chosen people out of their house of bondage nor followed the pillar of the
cloud by day. He would never have spoken with the Eternal amid lightnings on Sinai’s mountaintop
nor ever have come down with the light of inspiration shining in his countenance and bearing in his
arms the tables of the law, graven in the language of the outlaw.
He ceased and looked at them, enjoying silence.
Ominous - for Him!
J.J. O’Molloy said not without regret:

— And yet he died without having entered the land of promise.
— A sudden - at - the - moment - though - from - lingering - illness - often - previously expectorated - demise, Lenehan said. And with a great future behind him.
The troop of bare feet was heard rushing along the hallway and pattering up the staircase.
— That is oratory, the professor said, uncontradicted.
Gone with the wind. Hosts at Mullaghmast and Tara of the kings. Miles of ears of porches. The
tribune’s words howled and scattered to the four winds. A people sheltered within his voice. Dead
noise. Akasic records of all that ever anywhere wherever was. Love and laud him: me no more
I have money.
— Gentlemen, Stephen said. As the next motion on the agenda paper may I suggest that the house
do now adjourn?
— You take my breath away. It is not perchance a French compliment? Mr O’Madden Burke asked.
‘Tis the hour, methinks, when the winejug, metaphorically speaking, is most grateful in Ye ancient
hostelry.
— That it be and hereby is resolutely resolved. All who are in favour say ay, Lenehan announced.
The contrary no. I declare it carried. To which particular boosing shed? … My casting vote is:
Mooney’s!
He led the way, admonishing:
— We will sternly refuse to partake of strong waters, will we not? Yes, we will not. By no manner
of means.
Mr O’Madden Burke, following close, said with an ally’s lunge of his umbrella:
— Lay on, Macduff!
— Chip of the old block! the editor cried, slapping Stephen on the shoulder. Let us go. Where are
those blasted keys?
He fumbled in his pocket, pulling out the crushed typesheets.
— Foot and mouth. I know. That’ll be all right. That’ll go
in. Where are they? That’s all right.
He thrust the sheets back and went into the inner office.
Lestrygonians
He passed the Irish Times. There might be other answers lying there. Like to answer them all. Good
system for criminals. Code. At their lunch now. Clerk with the glasses there doesn’t know me. O,
leave them there to simmer. Enough bother wading through forty-four of them. Wanted smart lady
typist to aid gentleman in literary work. I called you naughty darling because I do not like that other
world. Please tell me what is the meaning. Please tell me what perfume does your wife. Tell me who
made the world. The way they spring those questions on you. And the other one Lizzie Twigg. My
literary efforts have had the good fortune to meet with the approval of the eminent poet A. E. (Mr Geo
Russell). No time to do her hair drinking sloppy tea with a book of poetry.
Best paper by long chalks for a small ad. Got the provinces now. Cook and general, exc cuisine,
housemaid kept. Wanted live man for spirit counter. Resp girl (R. C.) wishes to hear of post in fruit or
pork shop. James Carlisle made that. Six and a half percent dividend. Made a big deal on Coates’s
shares. Ca’canny. Cunning old Scotch hunks. All the toady news. Our gracious and popular vicereine.
Bought the Irish Field now. [202] Lady Mountcashel has quite recovered after her confinement and
rode out with the Ward Union staghounds at the enlargement yesterday at Rathoath. Uneatable fox.
Pothunters too. Fear injects juices make it tender enough for them. Riding astride. Sit her horse like a
man. Weightcarrying huntress. No sidesaddle or pillion for her, not for Joe. First to the meet and in at
the death. Strong as a brood mare some of those horsey women. Swagger around livery stables. Toss
off a glass of brandy neat while you’d say knife. That one at the Grosvenor this morning. Up with her
on the car: wishwish. Stonewall or fivebarred gate put her mount to it. Think that pugnosed driver did
it out of spite. Who is this she was like? O yes? Mrs Miriam Dandrade that sold me her old wraps and
black underclothes in the Shelbourne hotel. Divorced Spanish American. Didn’t take a feather out of
her my handling them. As if I was her clotheshorse. Saw her in the viceregal party when Stubbs the
park ranger got me in with Whelan of the Express. Scavenging what the quality left. High tea.
Mayonnaise I poured on the plums thinking it was custard. Her ears ought to have tingled for a few
weeks after. Want to be a bull for her. Born courtesan. No nursery work for her, thanks.
Poor Mrs Purefoy! Methodist husband. Method in his madness. Saffron bun and milk and soda
lunch in the educational dairy. Eating with a stopwatch, thirtytwo chews to the minute. Still his
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muttonchop whiskers grew. Supposed to be well connected. Theodore’s cousin in Dublin Castle. One
tony relative in every family. Hardy annuals he presents her with. Saw him out at the Three Jolly
Topers marching along bareheaded and his eldest boy carrying one in a marketnet. The squallers. Poor
thing! Then having to give the breast year after year [203] all hours of the night. Selfish those t.t’s are.
Dog in the manger. Only one lump of sugar in my tea, if you please.
He stood at Fleet street crossing. Luncheon interval a sixpenny at Rowe’s? Must look up that ad in
the national library. An eightpenny in the Burton. Better. On my way.
He walked on past Bolton’s Westmoreland house. Tea. Tea. Tea. I forgot to tap Tom Kernan.
Sss. Dth, dth, dth! Three days imagine groaning on a bed with a vinegared handkerchief round her
forehead, her belly swollen out! Phew! Dreadful simply! Child’s head too big: forceps. Doubled up
inside her trying to butt its way out blindly, groping for the way out. Kill me that would. Lucky Molly
got over hers lightly. They ought to invent something to stop that. Life with hard labour.
Twilightsleep idea: queen Victoria was given that. Nine she had. A good layer. Old woman that lived
in a shoe she had so many children. Suppose he was consumptive. Time someone thought about it
instead of gassing about the what was it the pensive bosom of the silver effulgence. Flapdoodle to
feed fools on. They could easily have big establishments. Whole thing quite painless out of all the
taxes give every child born five quid at compound interest up to twentyone, five per cent is a hundred
shillings and five tiresome pounds, multiply by twenty decimal system, encourage people to put by
money save hundred and ten and a bit twentyone years want to work it out on paper come to a tidy
sum, more than you think.
Not stillborn of course. They are not even registered. Trouble for nothing.
Funny sight two of them together, their bellies out. Molly and Mrs Moisel. Mothers’ meeting.
Phthisis retires for the time being, then returns. How flat they [204] look after all of a sudden!
Peaceful eyes. Weight off their minds. Old Mrs Thornton was a jolly old soul. All my babies, she said.
The spoon of pap in her mouth before she fed them. O, that’s nyumyum. Got her hand crushed by old
Tom Wall’s son. His first bow to the public. Head like a prize pumpkin. Snuffy Dr Murren. People
knocking them up at all hours. For God’sake doctor. Wife In her throes. Then keep them waiting
months for their fee. To attendance on your wife. No gratitude in people. Humane doctors, most of
them.
Before the huge high door of the Irish house of parliament a flock of pigeons flew. Their little frolic
after meals. Who will we do it on? I pick the fellow in black. Here goes. Here’s good luck. Must be
thrilling from the air. Apjohn, myself and Owen Goldberg up in the trees near Goose green playing
the monkeys. Mackerel they called me.
A squad of constables debouched from College street, marching in Indian file. Goose step.
Foodheated faces, sweating helmets, patting their truncheons. After their feed with a good load of fat
soup under their belts. Policeman’s lot is oft a happy one. They split up into groups and scattered,
saluting towards their beats. Let out to graze. Best moment to attack one in pudding time. A punch in
his dinner. A squad of others, marching irregularly, rounded Trinity railings, making for the station.
Bound for their troughs. Prepare to receive cavalry. Prepare to receive soup.
He crossed under Tommy Moore’s roguish finger. They did right to put him up over a urinal:
meeting of the waters. Ought to be places for women. Running into cakeshops. Settle my hat straight.
There is not in this wide world a vallee. Great song of Julia Morkan’s. [205] Kept her voice up to the
very last. Pupil of Michael Balfe’s wasn’t she?
Scylla & Charybdis
Hurrying to her squalid deathlair from gay Paris on the quayside I touched his hand. The voice, new
warmth, speaking. Dr Bob Kenny is attending her. The eyes that wish me well. But do not know me.
— A father, Stephen said, battling against hopelessness, [265] is a necessary evil. He wrote the play
in the months that followed his father’s death. If you hold that he, a greying man with two
marriageable daughters, with thirtyfive years of life, nel mezzo del cammin di nostra vita, with fifty of
experience, is the beardless undergraduate from Wittenberg then you must hold that his seventyyear
old mother is the lustful queen. No. The corpse of John Shakespeare does not walk the night. From
hour to hour it rots and rots. He rests, disarmed of fatherhood, having devised that mystical estate
upon his son. Boccaccio’s Calandrino was the first and last man who felt himself with child.
Fatherhood, in the sense of conscious begetting, is unknown to man. It is a mystical estate, an
apostolic succession, from only begetter to only begotten. On that mystery and not on the madonna
which the cunning Italian intellect flung to the mob of Europe the church is founded and founded
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irremovably because founded, like the world, macro- and microcosm, upon the void. Upon
incertitude, upon unlikelihood. Amor matris, subjective and objective genitive, may be the only true
thing in life. Paternity may be a legal fiction. Who is the father of any son that any son should love
him or he any son?
What the hell are you driving at?
I know. Shut up. Blast you! I have reasons.
Amplius. Adhuc. Iterum. Postea.
Are you condemned to do this?
— They are sundered by a bodily shame so steadfast that the criminal annals of the world, stained
with all other incests and bestialities, hardly record its breach. Sons with mothers, sires with
daughters, lesbic sisters, loves that dare not speak their name, nephews with grandmothers, jailbirds
with keyholes, queens with prize bulls. The sun unborn mars beauty: born, he [266] brings pain,
divides affection, increases care. He is a male: his growth is his father’s decline, his youth his father’s
envy, his friend his father’s enemy.
In rue Monsieur-le-Prince I thought it.
— What links them in nature? An instant of blind rut. Am I father? If I were?
Shrunken uncertain hand.
— Sabellius, the African, subtlest heresiarch of all the beasts of the field, held that the Father was
Himself His Own Son. The bulldog of Aquin, with whom no word shall be impossible, refutes him.
Well: if the father who has not a son be not a father can the son who has not a father be a son? When
Rutlandbaconsouthamptonshakespeare or another poet of the same name in the comedy of errors
wrote Hamlet he was not the father of his own son merely but, being no more a son, he was and felt
himself the father of all his race, the father of his own grandfather, the father of his unborn grandson
who, by the same token, never was born for nature, as Mr Magee understands her, abhors perfection.
Eglintoneyes, quick with pleasure, looked up shybrightly. Gladly glancing, a merry puritan, through
the twisted eglantine.
Flatter. Rarely. But Flatter.
— Himself his own father, Sonmulligan told himself. Wait. I am big with child. I have an unborn
child in my brain. Pallas Athena! A play! The play’s the thing! Let me parturiate!
He clasped his paunchbrow with both birthaiding hands.
— As for his family, Stephen said, his mother’s name lives in the forest of Arden. Her death brought
from him the scene with Volumnia in Coriolanus. His boyson’s death is the deathscene of young
Arthur in King John. [267] Hamlet, the black prince, is Hamnet Shakespeare. Who the girls in The
Tempest, in Pericles, in Winter’s Tale are we know. Who Cleopatra, fleshpot of Egypt, and Cressid
and Venus are we may guess. But there is another member of his family who is recorded.
— The plot thickens, John Eglinton said.
[…]
— Man delights him not nor woman neither, Stephen said. He returns after a life of absence to that
spot of earth where he was born, where he has always been, man and boy, a silent witness and there,
his journey of life ended, he plants his mulberrytree in the earth. Then dies. The motion is ended.
Gravediggers bury Hamlet père and Hamlet fils. A king and a prince at last in death, with incidental
music. And, what though murdered and betrayed, bewept by all frail tender hearts for, Dane or
Dubliner, sorrow for the dead is the only husband from whom they refuse to be divorced. If you like
the epilogue look long on it: prosperous Prospero, the good man rewarded, Lizzie, grandpa’s lump of
love, and nuncle Richie, the bad man taken off by poetic justice to the place where the bad niggers go.
Strong curtain. He found in the world without as actual what was in his world within as possible.
Maeterlinck says: If Socrates leave his house today he will find the sage seated on his doorstep. If
Judas go forth tonight it is to Judas his steps will tend. Every life is many days, day after day. We
walk through ourselves, meeting robbers, ghosts, giants, old men, young men, wives, widows,
brothers-in-love. But always meeting ourselves. The playwright who wrote the folio of this world and
wrote it badly (He gave us light first and the sun two [273] days later), the lord of things as they are
whom the most Roman of catholics call dio boia, hangman god, is doubtless all in all in all of us,
ostler and butcher, and would be bawd and cuckold too but that in the economy of heaven, foretold by
Hamlet, there are no more marriages, glorified man, an androgynous angel, being a wife unto himself.
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Wandering Rocks
Father Conmee went by Daniel Bergin’s publichouse against the window of which two unlabouring
men lounged. They saluted him and were saluted.
Father Conmee passed H. J. O’Neill’s funeral establishment where Corny Kelleher totted figures in
the daybook while he chewed a blade of hay. A constable on his beat saluted Father Conmee and
Father Conmee saluted the constable. In Youkstetter’s, the pork-butcher’s, Father Conmee observed
pig’s puddings, white and black and red, lying neatly curled in tubes.
Moored under the trees of Charleville Mall Father Conmee saw a turf barge, a towhorse with
pendent head, a bargeman with a hat of dirty straw seated amidships, smoking and staring at a branch
of poplar above him. It was idyllic: and Father Conmee reflected on the providence of the Creator
who had made turf to be in bogs where men might dig it out and bring it to town and hamlet to make
fires in the houses of poor people.
On Newcomen bridge the very reverend John Conmee S. J. of saint Francis Xavier’s church, upper
Gardiner street, stepped on to an outward bound tram.
Off an inward bound tram stepped the reverend Nicholas Dudley C. C. of saint Agatha’s church,
north William street, on to Newcomen bridge.
At Newcomen bridge Father Conmee stepped into an outward bound tram for he disliked to traverse
on foot the dingy way past Mud Island.
Father Conmee sat in a corner of the tramcar, a blue ticket tucked with care in the eye of one plump
kid glove, while four shillings, a sixpence and five pennies chuted from his other plump glovepalm
into his purse. Passing the ivy church he reflected that the ticket inspector usually made his visit when
one had carelessly thrown away the ticket. The solemnity of the occupants of the car seemed to Father
Conmee excessive for a journey so short and cheap. Father Conmee liked cheerful decorum.
It was a peaceful day. The gentleman with the glasses opposite Father Conmee had finished
explaining and looked down. His wife, Father Conmee supposed. A tiny yawn opened the mouth of
the wife of the gentleman with the glasses. She raised her small gloved fist, yawned ever so gently,
tiptapping her small gloved fist on her opening mouth and smiled tinily, sweetly.
Father Conmee perceived her perfume in the car. He perceived also that the awkward man at the
other side of her was sitting on the edge of the seat.
Father Conmee at the altarrails placed the host with difficulty in the mouth of the awkward old man
who had the shaky head.
At Annesley bridge the tram halted and, when it was about to go, an old woman rose suddenly from
her place to alight. The conductor pulled the bellstrap to stay the car for her. She passed out with her
basket and a market net: and Father Conmee saw the conductor help her and net and basket down: and
Father Conmee thought that, as she had nearly passed the end of the penny fare, she was one of those
good souls who had always to be told twice bless you, my child, that they have been absolved, pray
for me. But they had so many worries in life, so many cares, poor creatures.
From the hoardings Mr Eugene Stratton grinned with thick niggerlips at Father Conmee.
Father Conmee thought of the souls of black and brown and yellow men and of his sermon of saint
Peter Claver S. J. and the African mission and of the propagation of the faith and of the millions of
black and brown and yellow souls that had not received the baptism of water when their last hour
came like a thief in the night. That book by the Belgian jesuit, Le Nombre des Élus, seemed to Father
Conmee a reasonable plea. Those were millions of human souls created by God in His Own likeness
to whom the faith had not (D. V.) been brought. But they were God’s souls created by God. It seemed
to Father Conmee a pity that they should all be lost, a waste, if one might say.
At the Howth road stop Father Conmee alighted, was saluted by the conductor and saluted in his
turn.
The Malahide road was quiet. It pleased Father Conmee, road and name. The joybells were ringing
in gay Malahide. Lord Talbot de Malahide, immediate hereditary lord admiral of Malahide and the
seas adjoining. Then came the call to arms and she was maid, wife and widow in one day. Those were
oldworldish days, loyal times in joyous townlands, old times in the barony.
Father Conmee, walking, thought of his little book Old Times in the Barony and of the book that
might be written about jesuit houses and of Mary Rochfort, daughter of lord Molesworth, first
countess of Belvedere.
A listless lady, no more young, walked alone the shore of lough Ennel, Mary, first countess of
Belvedere, listlessly walking in the evening, not startled when an otter plunged. Who could know the
truth? Not the jealous lord Belvedere and not her confessor if she had not committed adultery fully,
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eiaculatio seminis inter vas naturale mulieris, with her husband’s brother? She would half confess if
she had not all sinned as women did. Only God knew and she and he, her husband’s brother.
Father Conmee thought of that tyrannous incontinence, needed however for men’s race on earth, and
of the ways of God which were not our ways.
Don John Conmee walked and moved in times of yore. He was humane and honoured there. He bore
in mind secrets confessed and he smiled at smiling noble faces in a beeswaxed drawingroom, ceiled
with full fruit clusters. And the hands of a bride and of a bridegroom, noble to noble, were impalmed
by don John Conmee.
It was a charming day.
The lychgate of a field showed Father Conmee breadths of cabbages, curtseying to him with ample
underleaves. The sky showed him a flock of small white clouds going slowly down the wind.
Moutonner, the French said. A homely and just word.
Father Conmee, reading his office, watched a flock of muttoning clouds over Rathcoffey. His
thinsocked ankles were tickled by the stubble of Clongowes field. He walked there, reading in the
evening, and heard the cries of the boys’ lines at their play, young cries in the quiet evening. He was
their rector: his reign was mild.
Father Conmee drew off his gloves and took his rededged breviary out. An ivory bookmark told him
the page.
Nones. He should have read that before lunch. But lady Maxwell had come.
Father Conmee read in secret Pater and Ave and crossed his breast. Deus in adiutorium.
He walked calmly and read mutely the nones, walking and reading till he came to Res in Beati
immaculati: Principium verborum tuotum veritas: in eternum omnia iudicia iustituae tuae.
A flushed young man came from a gap of a hedge and after him came a young woman with wild
nodding daisies in her hand. The young man raised his cap abruptly: the young woman abruptly bent
and with slow care detached from her light skirt a clinging twig.
Father Conmee blessed both gravely and turned a thin page of his breviary. Sin: Principes persecuti
sunt me gratis: et a verbis tuis formidavit cor meum.

14

