Extracts from James Joyce’s Ulysses (4)

Sirens

A husky fifenote blew. [...]

— O welcome back, Miss Douce.

He held her hand. Enjoyed her holidays?

— Tiptop.

He hoped she had nice weather in Rostrevor.

— Gorgeous, she said. Look at the holy show | am. Lying out on the strand all day.

Bronze whiteness.

— That was exceedingly naughty of you, Mr Dedalus told her and pressed her hand indulgently.
Tempting poor simple males.

Miss Douce of satin douced her arm away.

— O go away, she said. You’re very simple, I don’t think.

He was.

— Well now, | am, he mused. | looked so simple in the cradle they christened me simple Simon.

— You must have been a doaty, Miss Douce made answer. And what did the doctor order today?

— Well now, he mused, whatever you say yourself. T think I’ll trouble you for some fresh water and a
half glass of whisky.

Jingle.

— With the greatest alacrity, Miss Douce agreed.

With grace of alacrity towards the mirror gilt Cantrell and Cochrane’s she turned herself. With grace
she tapped a measure of gold whisky from her crystal keg. Forth from the skirt of his coat Mr Dedalus
brought pouch and pipe. Alacrity she served. He blew through the flue two husky fifenotes.

[...]

By the sandwichbell in screening shadow, Lydia her bronze and rose, a lady’s grace, gave and
withheld: as in cool glaucous eau de Nil

Mina to tankards two her pinnacles of gold.

The harping chords of prelude closed. A chord longdrawn, expectant drew a voice away.

— When first | saw that form endearing.

Richie turned.

— Si Dedalus’ voice, he said.

Braintipped, cheek touched with flame, they listened feeling that flow endearing flow over skin limbs
human heart soul spine. Bloom signed to Pat, bald Pat is a waiter hard of hearing, to set ajar the door
of the bar. The door of the bar. So. That will do. Pat, waiter, waited, waiting to hear, for he was hard
of hear by the door.

— Sorrow from me seemed to depart.

Through the hush of air a voice sang to them, low, not rain, not leaves in murmur, like no voice of
strings of reeds or what doyoucallthem dulcimers, touching their still ears with words, still hearts of
their each his remembered lives. Good, good to hear: sorrow from them each seemed to from both
depart when first they heard. When first they saw, lost Richie, Poldy, mercy of beauty, heard from a
person wouldn’t expect it in the least, her first merciful lovesoft oftloved word.

Love that is singing: love’s old sweet song. Bloom unwound slowly the elastic band of his packet.
Love’s old sweet sonnez la gold. Bloom wound a skein round four forkfingers, stretched it, relaxed,
and wound it round his troubled double, fourfold, in octave, gyved them fast.

— Full of hope and all delighted ...

Tenors get women by the score. Increase their flow. Throw flower at his feet when will we meet? My
head it simply. Jingle all delighted. He can’t sing for tall hats. Your head it simply swurls. Perfumed
for him. What perfume does your wife? | want to know. Jing. Stop. Knock. Last look at mirror always
before she answers the door. The hall. There? How do you? | do well. There? What? Or? Phila of
cachous, kissing comfits, in her satchel. Yes? Hands felt for the opulent.

Alas! The voice rose, sighing, changed: loud, full, shining, proud.

— But alas, ’twas idle dreaming ...

Glorious tone he has still. Cork air softer also their brogue. Silly man! Could have made oceans of
money. Singing wrong words. Wore out his wife: now sings. But hard to tell. Only the two
themselves. If he doesn’t break down. Keep a trot for the avenue. His hands and feet sing too. Drink.
Nerves overstrung. Must be abstemious to sing. Jenny Lind soup: stock, sage, raw eggs, half pint of
cream. For creamy dreamy.



Tenderness it welled: slow, swelling. Full it throbbed. That’s the chat. Ha, give! Take! Throb, a
throb, a pulsing proud erect.

Words? Music? No: it’s what’s behind.

Bloom looped, unlooped, noded, disnoded.

Bloom. Flood of warm jimjam lickitup secretness flowed to flow in music out, in desire, dark to lick
flow, invading. Tipping her tepping her tapping her topping her. Tup. Pores to dilate dilating. Tup.
The joy the feel the warm the. Tup. To pour o’er sluices pouring gushes. Flood, gush, flow, joygush,
tupthrop. Now! Language of love.

— ... ray of hope ...

Beaming. Lydia for Lidwell squeak scarcely hear so ladylike the muse unsqueaked a ray of hope.
Martha it is. Coincidence. Just going to write. Lionel’s song. Lovely name you have. Can’t write.
Accept my little pres. Play on her heartstrings pursestrings too. She’s a. I called you naughty boy. Still
the name: Martha. How strange! Today.

The voice of Lionel returned, weaker but unwearied. It sang again to Richie Poldy Lydia Lidwell also
sang to Pat open mouth ear waiting, to wait. How first he saw that form endearing, how sorrow
seemed to part, how look, form, word charmed him Gould Lidwell, won Pat Bloom’s heart.

Wish I could see his face, though. Explain better. Why the barber in Drago’s always looked my face
when | spoke his face in the glass. Still hear it better here than in the bar though farther.

— Each graceful look ...

First night when first I saw her at Mat Dillon’s in Terenure. Yellow, black lace she wore. Musical
chairs. We two the last. Fate. After her. Fate. Round and round slow. Quick round. We two. All
looked. Halt. Down she sat. All ousted looked. Lips laughing. Yellow knees.

— Charmed my eye ...

Singing. Waiting she sang. | turned her music. Full voice of perfume of what perfume does your
lilactrees. Bosom | saw, both full, throat warbling. First |1 saw. She thanked me. Why did she me?
Fate. Spanishy eyes. Under a peartree alone patio this hour in old Madrid one side in shadow Dolores
shedolores. At me. Luring. Ah, alluring.

— Martha! Ah, Marthal

Quitting all languor Lionel cried in grief, in cry of passion dominant to love to return with deepening
yet with rising chords of harmony. In cry of lionel loneliness that she should know, must Martha feel.
For only her he waited. Where? Here there try there here all try where. Somewhere.

— Co-me, thou lost one!

Co-me thou dear one!

Alone. One love. One hope. One comfort me. Martha, chest note, return.

— Comel!

It soared, a bird, it held its flight, a swift pure cry, soar silver orb it leaped serene, speeding, sustained,
to come, don’t spin it out too long long breath he breath long life, soaring high, high resplendent,
aflame, crowned, high in the effulgence symbolistic, high, of the ethereal bosom, high, of the high
vast irradiation everywhere all soaring all around about the all, the endlessnessnessness ...

— To me!

Siopold!

Consumed.

[...]

Seabloom, greaseabloom viewed last words. Softly. When my country takes her place among.

Prrprr.

Must be the bur.

Fff. Oo. Rrpr.

Nations of the earth. No-one behind. She’s passed. Then and not till then. Tram. Kran, kran, kran.
Good oppor. Coming. Krandlkrankran. I’'m sure it’s the burgund. Yes. One, two. Let my epitaph be.
Karaaaaaaa. Written. | have.

Pprrpffrrppfff.

Done.

Cyclops
[...]

Bloom was talking and talking with John Wyse and he quite excited with his dunducketymudcoloured
mug on him and his old plumeyes rolling about.



— Persecution, says he, all the history of the world is full of it. Perpetuating national hatred among
nations.

— But do you know what a nation means? says John Wyse.

— Yes, says Bloom.

— What is it? says John Wyse.

— A nation? says Bloom. A nation is the same people living in the same place.

— By God, then, says Ned, laughing, if that’s so I’'m a nation for I’'m living in the same place for the
past five years.

So of course everyone had a laugh at Bloom and says he, trying to muck out of it:

— Or also living in different places.

— That covers my case, says Joe.

— What is your nation if I may ask, says the citizen.

— Ireland, says Bloom. | was born here. Ireland.

The citizen said nothing only cleared the spit out of his gullet and, gob, he spat a Red bank oyster out
of him right in the corner.

— After you with the push, Joe, says he, taking out his handkerchief to swab himself dry.

— And | belong to a race too, says Bloom, that is hated and persecuted. Also now. This very moment.
This very instant.

Gob, he near burnt his fingers with the butt of his old cigar.

— Robbed, says he. Plundered. Insulted. Persecuted. Taking what belongs to us by right. At this very
moment, says he, putting up his fist, sold by auction off in Morocco like slaves or cattles.

— Avre you talking about the new Jerusalem? says the citizen.

— I’'m talking about injustice, says Bloom.

— Right, says John Wyse. Stand up to it then with force like men.

That’s an almanac picture for you. Mark for a softnosed bullet. Old lardyface standing up to the
business end of a gun. Gob, he’d adorn a sweepingbrush, so he would, if he only had a nurse’s apron
on him. And then he collapses all of a sudden, twisting around all the opposite, as limp as a wet rag.
— But it’s no use, says he. Force, hatred, history, all that. That’s not life for men and women, insult
and hatred. And everybody knows that it’s the very opposite of that that is really life.

— What? says Alf.

— Love, says Bloom. | mean the opposite of hatred. | must go now, says he to John Wyse. Just round
to the court a moment to see if Martin is there. If he comes just say I’ll be back in a second. Just a
moment.

Who’s hindering you? And off he pops like greased lightning.

— A new apostle to the gentiles, says the citizen. Universal love.

— Well, says John Wyse, isn’t that what we’re told? Love your neighbours.

— That chap? says the citizen. Beggar my neighbour is his motto. Love, Moya! He’s a nice pattern of
a Romeo and Juliet.

[...]

But begob | was just lowering the heel of the pint when | saw the citizen getting up to waddle
to the door, puffing and blowing with the dropsy and he cursing the curse of Cromwell on
him, bell, book and candle in Irish, spitting and spatting out of him and Joe and little Alf
round him like a leprechaun trying to peacify him.

— Let me alone, says he.

And begob he got as far as the door and they holding him and he bawls out of him:

— Three cheers for Israel!

Arrah, sit down on the parliamentary side of your arse for Christ’ sake and don’t be making a
public exhibition of yourself. Jesus, there’s always some bloody clown or other kicking up a
bloody murder about bloody nothing. Gob, it’d turn the porter sour in your guts, so it would.
And all the ragamuffins and sluts of the nation round the door and Martin telling the jarvey to
drive ahead and the citizen bawling and Alf and Joe at him to whisht and he on his high horse
about the jews and the loafers calling for a speech and Jack Power trying to get him to sit
down on the car and hold his bloody jaw and a loafer with a patch over his eye starts singing
If the man in the moon was a jew, jew, jew and a slut shouts out of her:

— Eh, mister! Your fly is open, mister!

[..]



You never saw the like of it in all your born puff. Gob, if he got that lottery ticket on the side
of his poll he’d remember the gold cup, he would so, but begob the citizen would have been
lagged for assault and battery and Joe for aiding and abetting. The jarvey saved his life by
furious driving as sure as God made Moses. What? O, Jesus, he did. And he let a volley of
oaths after him.

— Did I kill him, says he, or what?

And he shouting to the bloody dog:

— After him, Garry! After him, boy!

And the last we saw was the bloody car rounding the corner and old sheepface on it
gesticulating and the bloody mongrel after it with his lugs back for all he was bloody well
worth to tear him limb from limb. Hundred to five! Jesus, he took the value of it out of him, |
promise you. [444]

When, lo, there came about them all a great brightness and they beheld the chariot wherein
He stood ascend to heaven. And they beheld Him in the chariot, clothed upon in the glory of
the brightness, having raiment as of the sun, fair as the moon and terrible that for awe they
durst not look upon Him. And there came a voice out of heaven, calling: Elijah! Elijah! And
he answered with a main cry: Abba! Adonai! And they beheld Him even Him, ben Bloom
Elijah, amid clouds of angels ascend to the glory of the brightness at an angle of fortyfive
degrees over Donohoe’s in Little Green Street like a shot off a shovel.

Nausicaa

[...]

But who was Gerty?

Gerty MacDowell who was seated near her companions, lost in thought, gazing far away into the
distance, was in very truth as fair a specimen of winsome Irish girlhood as one could wish to see. She
was pronounced beautiful by all who knew her though, as folks often said, she was more a Giltrap
than a MacDowell. Her figure was slight and graceful, inclining even to fragility but those iron
jelloids she had been taking of late had done her a world of good much better than the Widow
Welch’s female pills and she was much better of those discharges she used to get and that tired
feeling. The waxen pallor of her face was almost spiritual in its ivorylike purity though her rosebud
mouth was a genuine Cupid’s bow, Greekly perfect. Her hands were of finely veined alabaster with
tapering fingers and as white as lemon juice and queen of ointments could make them though it was
not true that she used to wear kid gloves in bed or take a milk footbath either. Bertha Supple told that
once to Edy Boardman, a deliberate lie, when she was black out at daggers drawn with Gerty (the girl
chums had of course their little tiffs from time to time like the rest of mortals) and she told her not let
on whatever she did that it was her that told her or she’d never speak to her again. No. Honour where
honour is due. There was an innate refinement, a languid queenly hauteur about Gerty which was
unmistakably evidenced in her delicate hands and higharched instep. Had kind fate but willed her to
be born a gentlewoman of high degree in her own right and had she only received the benefit of a
good education Gerty MacDowell might easily have held her own beside any lady in the land and
have seen herself exquisitely gowned with jewels on her brow and patrician suitors at her feet vying
with one another to pay their devoirs to her. Mayhap it was this, the love that might have been, that
lent to her softlyfeatured face at whiles a look, tense with suppressed meaning, that imparted a strange
yearning tendency to the beautiful eyes a charm few could resist. Why have women such eyes of
witchery? Gerty’s were of the bluest Irish blue, set off by lustrous lashes and dark expressive brows.
Time gas when those brows were not so silkilyseductive. It was Madame Vera Verity, directress of
the Woman Beautiful page of the Princess novelette, who had first advised her to try eyebrowleine
which gave that haunting expression to the eyes, so becoming in leaders of fashion, and she had never
regretted it. Then there was blushing scientifically cured and how to be tall increase your height and
you have a beautiful face but your nose? That would suit Mrs Dignam because she had a button one.
But Gerty’s crowning glory was her wealth of wonderful hair. It was dark brown with a natural wave
in it. She had cut it that very morning on account of the new moon and it nestled about her pretty head
in a profusion of luxuriant clusters and pared her nails too, Thursday for wealth. And just now at
Edy’s words as a telltale flush, delicate as the faintest rosebloom, crept into her cheeks she looked so
lovely in her sweet girlish shyness that of a surety God’s fair land of Ireland did not hold her equal.

[...]



And Jacky Caffrey shouted to look, there was another and she leaned back and the garters were blue
to match on account of the transparent and they all saw it and shouted to look, look there it was and
she leaned back ever so far to see the fireworks and something queer was flying about through the air,
a soft thing to and fro, dark. And she saw a long Roman candle going up over the trees up, up, and, in
the tense hush, they were all breathless with excitement as it went higher and higher and she had to
lean back more and more to look up after it, high, high, almost out of sight, and her face was suffused
with a divine, an entrancing blush from straining back and he could see her other things too, nainsook
knickers, the fabric that caresses the skin, better than those other pettiwidth, the green, four and
eleven, on account of being white and she let him and she saw that he saw and then it went so high it
went out of sight a moment and she was trembling in every limb from being bent so far back he had a
full view high up above her knee no-one ever not even on the swing or wading and she wasn’t
ashamed and he wasn’t either to look in that immodest way like that because he couldn’t resist the
sight of the wondrous revealment half offered like those skirt-dancers behaving so immodest before
gentlemen looking and he kept on looking, looking. She would fain have cried to him chokingly, held
out her snowy slender arms to him to come, to feel his lips laid on her white brow the cry of a young
girl’s love, a little strangled cry, wrung from her, that cry that has rung through the ages. And then a
rocket sprang and bang shot blind and O! then the Roman candle burst and it was like a sigh of O! and
everyone cried O!O! in raptures and it gushed out of it a stream of rain gold hair threads and they shed
and ah! they were all greeny dewy stars falling with golden, O so lively! O so soft, sweet, soft!

[...]

Slowly without looking back she went down the uneven strand to Cissy, to Edy, to Jacky and Tommy
Caffrey, to little baby Boardman. It was darker now and there were stones and bits of wood on the
strand and slippy seaweed. She balked with a certain quiet dignity characteristic of her but with care
and very slowly because Gerty MacDowell was...

Tight boots? No. She’s lame! O!

Mr Bloom watched her as she limped away. Poor girl! That’s why she’s left on the shelf and the
others did a sprint. Thought something was wrong by the cut of her jib. Jilted beauty. A defect is ten
times worse in a woman. But makes them polite. Glad I didn’t know it when she was on show. Hot
little devil all the same.

Oxen of the Sun

[...]

And in the castle was set a board that was of the birchwood of Finlandy and it was upheld by four
dwarfmen of that country but they durst not move for enchantment. And on this board were frightful
swords and knives that are made in a great cavern by swinking demons out of white flames that they
fix in the horns of buffalos and stags that there abound marvellously. And there were vessels that are
wrought by magic of Mahound out of seasand and the air by a warlock with his breath that he blares
into them like to bubbles. And full fair cheer and rich was on the board that no wight could devise a
fuller ne richer. And there was a vat of silver that was moved by craft to open in the which lay strange
fishes withouten heads though misbelieving men nie that this be possible thing without they see it
natheless they are so. And these fishes lie in an oily water brought there from Portugal land because of
the fatness that therein is like to the juices of the olive press. And also it was marvel to see in that
castle how by magic they make a compost out of fecund wheat kidneys out of Chaldee that by aid of
certain angry spirits that they do into it swells up wondrously like to a vast mountain. And they teach
the serpents there to entwine themselves up on long sticks out of the ground and of the scales of these
serpents they brew out a brewage like to mead.

Circe

[...]

STEPHEN: (Choking with fright, remorse and horror.) They said | killed you, mother. He offended
your memory. Cancer did it, not I. Destiny.

THE MOTHER: (A green rill of bile trickling from a side of her mouth.) You sang that song to me.
Love’s bitter mystery.

STEPHEN: (Eagerly.) Tell me the word, mother, if you know now. The word known to all men.



THE MOTHER: Who saved you the night you jumped into the train at Dalkey with Paddy Lee? Who
had pity for you when you were sad among the strangers? Prayer is all powerful. Prayer for the
suffering souls in the Ursuline manual, and forty days’ indulgence. Repent, Stephen.

STEPHEN: The ghoul! Hyena!

THE MOTHER: I pray for you in my other world. Get Dilly to make you that boiled rice every night
after your brain work. Years and years | loved you, O my son, my firstborn, when you lay in my
womb.

ZOE: (Fanning herself with the grate fan.) I’'m melting!

FLORRY: (Points to Stephen) Look! He’s white.

BLOOM: (Goes to the window to open it more.) Giddy.

THE MOTHER: (With smouldering eyes.) Repent! O, the fire of hell!

STEPHEN: (Panting.) The corpsechewer! Raw head and bloody bones!

THE MOTHER: (Her face drawing near and nearer, sending out an ashen breath.) Beware! (She
raises her blackened, withered right arm slowly towards Stephen’s breast with outstretched fingers.)
Beware! God’s hand! (A green crab with malignant red eyes sticks deep its grinning claws in
Stephen’s heart.)

STEPHEN: (Strangled with rage.) Shite! (His features grow drawn and grey and old.)

BLOOM: (At the window.) What?

STEPHEN: Ah non, par exemple! The intellectual imagination! With me all or not at all. Non
serviam!

FLORRY: Give him some cold water. Wait. (She rushes out.)

THE MOTHER: (Wrings her hands slowly, moaning desperately.) O Sacred Heart of Jesus, have
mercy on him! Save him from hell, O divine Sacred Heart!

STEPHEN: No! No! No! Break my spirit all of you if you can! I’ll bring you all to heel!

THE MOTHER: (In the agony of her deathrattle.) Have mercy on Stephen, Lord, for my sake!
Inexpressible was my anguish when expiring with love, grief and agony on Mount Calvary.
STEPHEN: Nothung!

(He lifts his ashplant high with both hands and smashes the chandelier. Time's livid final flame leaps
and, in the following darkness, ruin of all space, shattered glass and toppling masonry.)

[...]

STEPHEN: (Abruptly.) What went forth to the ends of the world to traverse not itself. God, the sun,
Shakespeare, a commercial traveller, having itself traversed in reality itself, becomes that self. Wait a
moment. Wait a second. Damn that fellow’s noise in the street. Self which it itself was ineluctably
preconditioned to become. Ecco!



