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HADES (CHAPTER 6) 

 

pp. 87-88 Modern Library edition (pp.72-73 Gabler edition) 

 

Martin Cunningham, first, poked his silkhatted head into the creaking carriage and, 

entering deftly, seated himself. Mr Power stepped in after him, curving his height with care. 

 

— Come on, Simon. 

— After you, Mr Bloom said. 

Mr Dedalus covered himself quickly and got in, saying: 

Yes, yes. 

— Are we all here now? Martin Cunningham asked. Come along, Bloom. 

Mr Bloom entered and sat in the vacant place. He pulled the door to after him and slammed 

it tight till it shut tight. He passed an arm through the armstrap and looked seriously from 

the open carriagewindow at the lowered blinds of the avenue. One dragged aside: an old 

woman peeping. Nose whiteflattened against the pane. Thanking her stars she was passed 

over. Extraordinary the interest they take in a corpse. Glad to see us go we give them such 

trouble coming. Job seems to suit them. Huggermugger in corners. Slop about in 

slipperslappers for fear he'd wake. Then getting it ready. Laying it out. Molly and Mrs 

Fleming making the bed. Pull it more to your side. Our windingsheet. Never know who will 

touch you dead. Wash and shampoo. I believe they clip the nails and the hair. Keep a bit in 

an envelope. Grow all the same after. Unclean job. 

All waited. Nothing was said. Stowing in the wreaths probably. I am sitting on something 

hard. Ah, that soap: in my hip pocket. Better shift it out of that. Wait for an opportunity. 

All waited. Then wheels were heard from in front, turning: then nearer: then horses’ hoofs. 

A jolt. Their carriage began to move, creaking and swaying. Other hoofs and creaking 

wheels started behind. The blinds of the avenue passed and number nine with its craped 

knocker, door ajar. At walking pace. 

They waited still, their knees jogging, till they had turned and were passing along the 

tramtracks. Tritonville road. Quicker. The wheels rattled rolling over the cobbled causeway 

and the crazy glasses shook rattling in the doorframes. 

— What way is he taking us? Mr Power asked through both windows. 

— Irishtown, Martin Cunningham said. Ringsend. Brunswick street. 

Mr Dedalus nodded, looking out. 

— That's a fine old custom, he said. I am glad to see it has not died out. 

All watched awhile through their windows caps and hats lifted by passers. Respect. The 

carriage swerved from the tramtrack to the smoother road past Watery lane. Mr Bloom at 

gaze saw a lithe young man, clad in mourning, a wide hat. 

— There's a friend of yours gone by, Dedalus, he said. 
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— Who is that? 

— Your son and heir. 

— Where is he? Mr Dedalus said, stretching over across. 

The carriage, passing the open drains and mounds of rippedup roadway before the 

tenement houses, lurched round the corner and, swerving back to the tramtrack, rolled on 

noisily with chattering wheels. Mr Dedalus fell back, saying: 

— Was that Mulligan cad with him? His fidus Achates! 

— No, Mr Bloom said. He was alone. 

 

pp. 92-93 (76-77) 

 

— How do you do? Martin Cunningham said, raising his palm to his brow in salute. 

— He doesn't see us, Mr Power said. Yes, he does. How do you do? 

— Who? Mr Dedalus asked. 

— Blazes Boylan, Mr Power said. There he is airing his quiff. 

Just that moment I was thinking. 

Mr Dedalus bent across to salute. From the door of the Red Bank the white disc of a straw 

hat flashed reply: passed. 

Mr Bloom reviewed the nails of his left hand, then those of his right hand. The nails, yes. Is 

there anything more in him that they she sees? Fascination. Worst man in Dublin. That 

keeps him alive. They sometimes feel what a person is. Instinct. But a type like that. My 

nails. I am just looking at them: well pared. And after: thinking alone. Body getting a bit 

softy. I would notice that: from remembering. What causes that? I suppose the skin can't 

contract quickly enough when the flesh falls off. But the shape is there. The shape is there 

still. Shoulders. Hips. Plump. Night of the dance dressing. Shift stuck between the cheeks 

behind. 

He clasped his hands between his knees and, satisfied, sent his vacant glance over their 

faces. 

Mr Power asked: 

— How is the concert tour getting on, Bloom? 

— O, very well, Mr Bloom said. I hear great accounts of it. It's a good idea, you see... 

— Are you going yourself? 

— Well no, Mr Bloom said. In point of fact I have to go down to the county Clare on some 

private business. You see the idea is to tour the chief towns. What you lose on one you can 

make up on the other. 

— Quite so, Martin Cunningham said. Mary Anderson is up there now. 

Have you good artists? 

— Louis Werner is touring her, Mr Bloom said. O yes, we'll have all topnobbers. J. C. Doyle 

and John MacCormack I hope and. The best, in fact. 

— And Madame, Mr Power said smiling. Last but not least. 
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pp. 95-97 (79-80) 

 

White horses with white frontlet plumes came round the Rotunda corner, galloping. A tiny 

coffin flashed by. In a hurry to bury. A mourning coach. Unmarried. Black for the married. 

Piebald for bachelors. Dun for a nun. 

— Sad, Martin Cunningham said. A child. 

A dwarf's face, mauve and wrinkled like little Rudy's was. Dwarf's body, weak as putty, in 

a whitelined deal box. Burial friendly society pays. Penny a week for a sod of turf. Our. 

Little. Beggar. Baby. Meant nothing. Mistake of nature. If it's healthy it's from the mother. If 

not from the man. Better luck next time. 

— Poor little thing, Mr Dedalus said. It's well out of it. 

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. 

— 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. 
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pp. 101-102 (83-84) 

 

The mutes shouldered the coffin and bore it in through the gates. So much dead weight. 

Felt heavier myself stepping out of that bath. First the stiff: then the friends of the stiff. 

Corny Kelleher and the boy followed with their wreaths. Who is that beside them? Ah, the 

brother-in-law. 

All walked after. 

Martin Cunningham whispered: 

— I was in mortal agony with you talking of suicide before Bloom. 

— What? Mr Power whispered. How so? 

— His father poisoned himself, Martin Cunningham whispered. Had the Queen's hotel in 

Ennis. You heard him say he was going to Clare. Anniversary. 

— O God! Mr Power whispered. First I heard of it. Poisoned himself? 

He glanced behind him to where a face with dark thinking eyes followed towards the 

cardinal's mausoleum. Speaking. 

— Was he insured? Mr Bloom asked. 

— I believe so, Mr Kernan answered. But the policy was heavily mortgaged. Martin is trying 

to get the youngster into Artane. 

— How many children did he leave? 

— Five. Ned Lambert says he'll try to get one of the girls into Todd's. 

— A sad case, Mr Bloom said gently. Five young children. 

— A great blow to the poor wife, Mr Kernan added. 

— Indeed yes, Mr Bloom agreed. 

Has the laugh at him now. 

 

pp. 104-106 (86-87) 

 

The priest took a stick with a knob at the end of it out of the boy's bucket and shook it over 

the coffin. Then he walked to the other end and shook it again. Then he came back and put 

it back in the bucket. As you were before you rested. It's all written down: he has to do it. 

— Et ne nos inducas in tentationem. 

The server piped the answers in the treble. I often thought it would be better to have boy 

servants. Up to fifteen or so. After that, of course ... 

Holy water that was, I expect. Shaking sleep out of it. He must be fed up with that job, 

shaking that thing over all the corpses they trot up. What harm if he could see what he was 

shaking it over. Every mortal day a fresh batch: middleaged men, old women, children, 

women dead in childbirth, men with beards, baldheaded businessmen, consumptive girls 

with little sparrows' breasts. All the year round he prayed the same thing over them all and 

shook water on top of them: sleep. On Dignam now. 
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— In paradisum. 

Said he was going to paradise or is in paradise. Says that over everybody. Tiresome kind of 

a job. But he has to say something. 

The priest closed his book and went off, followed by the server. Corny Kelleher opened the 

sidedoors and the gravediggers came in, hoisted the coffin again, carried it out and shoved 

it on their cart. Corny Kelleher gave one wreath to the boy and one to the brother-in-law. 

All followed them out of the sidedoors into the mild grey air. Mr Bloom came last folding 

his paper again into his pocket. He gazed gravely at the ground till the coffincart wheeled 

off to the left. The metal wheels ground the gravel with a sharp grating cry and the pack of 

blunt boots followed the barrow along a lane of sepulchres. 

The ree the ra the ree the ra the roo. Lord, I mustn't lilt here. 

— The O'Connell circle, Mr Dedalus said about him. 

Mr Power's soft eyes went up to the apex of the lofty cone. 

— He's at rest, he said, in the middle of his people, old Dan O'. But his heart is buried in 

Rome. How many broken hearts are buried here, Simon! 

— Her grave is over there, Jack, Mr Dedalus said. I'll soon be stretched beside her. Let Him 

take me whenever He likes. 

Breaking down, he began to weep to himself quietly, stumbling a little in his walk. Mr 

Power took his arm. 

— She's better where she is, he said kindly. 

— I suppose so, Mr Dedalus said with a weak gasp. I suppose she is in heaven if there is a 

heaven. 

Corny Kelleher stepped aside from his rank and allowed the mourners to plod by. 

— Sad occasions, Mr Kernan began politely. 

Mr Bloom closed his eyes and sadly twice bowed his head. 

— The others are putting on their hats, Mr Kernan said. I suppose we can do so too. We 

are the last. This cemetery is a treacherous place. 

They covered their heads. 

— The reverend gentleman read the service too quickly, don't you think? Mr Kernan said 

with reproof. 

Mr Bloom nodded gravely looking in the quick bloodshot eyes. Secret eyes, secretsearching 

eyes. Mason, I think: not sure. Beside him again. We are the last. In the same boat. Hope 

he'll say something else. 

Mr Kernan added: 

— The service of the Irish church used in Mount Jerome is simpler, more impressive I must 

say. 

Mr Bloom gave prudent assent. The language of course was another thing. 

Mr Kernan said with solemnity: 

— I am the resurrection and the life. That touches a man's inmost heart. 

— It does, Mr Bloom said. 
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Your heart perhaps but what price the fellow in the six feet by two with his toes to the 

daisies? No touching that. Seat of the affections. Broken heart. A pump after all, pumping 

thousands of gallons of blood every day. One fine day it gets bunged up: and there you are. 

Lots of them lying around here: lungs, hearts, livers. Old rusty pumps: damn the thing else. 

The resurrection and the life. Once you are dead you are dead. That last day idea. 

Knocking them all up out of their graves. Come forth, Lazarus! And he came fifth and lost 

the job. Get up! Last day! Then every fellow mousing around for his liver and his lights and 

the rest of his traps. Find damn all of himself that morning. Pennyweight of powder in a 

skull. Twelve grammes one pennyweight. Troy measure. 

 

pp. 108-109 (89-90) 

 

He has seen a fair share go under in his time, lying around him field after field. Holy fields. 

More room if they buried them standing. Sitting or kneeling you couldn't. Standing? His 

head might come up some day above ground in a landslip with his hand pointing. All 

honeycombed the ground must be: oblong cells. And very neat he keeps it too: trim grass 

and edgings. His garden Major Gamble calls Mount Jerome. Well, so it is. Ought to be 

flowers of sleep. Chinese cemeteries with giant poppies growing produce the best opium 

Mastiansky told me. The Botanic Gardens are just over there. It's the blood sinking in the 

earth gives new life. Same idea those jews they said killed the christian boy. Every man his 

price. Well preserved fat corpse, gentleman, epicure, invaluable for fruit garden. A bargain. 

By carcass of William Wilkinson, auditor and accountant, lately deceased, three pounds 

thirteen and six. With thanks. 

I daresay the soil would be quite fat with corpsemanure, bones, flesh, nails. Charnelhouses. 

Dreadful. Turning green and pink decomposing. Rot quick in damp earth. The lean old ones 

tougher. Then a kind of a tallowy kind of a cheesy. Then begin to get black, treacle oozing 

out of them. Then dried up. Deathmoths. Of course the cells or whatever they are go on 

living. Changing about. Live for ever practically. Nothing to feed on feed on themselves. 

But they must breed a devil of a lot of maggots. Soil must be simply swirling with them. 

Your head it simply swurls. Those pretty little seaside gurls. He looks cheerful enough over 

it. Gives him a sense of power seeing all the others go under first. Wonder how he looks at 

life. Cracking his jokes too: warms the cockles of his heart. The one about the bulletin. 

Spurgeon went to heaven 4 a.m. this morning. 11 p.m. (closing time). Not arrived yet. 

Peter. The dead themselves the men anyhow would like to hear an odd joke or the women 

to know what's in fashion. A juicy pear or ladies' punch, hot, strong and sweet. Keep out 

the damp. You must laugh sometimes so better do it that way. Gravediggers in Hamlet. 

Shows the profound knowledge of the human heart. Daren't joke about the dead for two 

years at least. De mortuis nil nisi prius. Go out of mourning first. Hard to imagine his funeral. 

Seems a sort of a joke. Read your own obituary notice they say you live longer. Gives you 

second wind. New lease of life. 
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pp. 113-115 (93-94) 

 

Mr Bloom walked unheeded along his grove by saddened angels, crosses, broken pillars, family 

vaults, stone hopes praying with upcast eyes, old Ireland's hearts and hands. More sensible to 

spend the money on some charity for the living. Pray for the repose of the soul of. Does anybody 

really? Plant him and have done with him. Like down a coalshoot. Then lump them together to save 

time. All souls' day. Twentyseventh I'll be at his grave. Ten shillings for the gardener. He keeps it 

free of weeds. Old man himself. Bent down double with his shears clipping. Near death's door. 

Who passed away. Who departed this life. As if they did it of their own accord. Got the shove, all of 

them. Who kicked the bucket. More interesting if they told you what they were. So and So, 

wheelwright. I travelled for cork lino. I paid five shillings in the pound. Or a woman's with her 

saucepan. I cooked good Irish stew. Eulogy in a country churchyard it ought to be that poem of 

whose is it Wordsworth or Thomas Campbell. Entered into rest the protestants put it. Old Dr 

Murren's. The great physician called him home. Well it's God's acre for them. Nice country 

residence. Newly plastered and painted. Ideal spot to have a quiet smoke and read the Church 

Times. Marriage ads they never try to beautify. Rusty wreaths hung on knobs, garlands of 

bronzefoil. Better value that for the money. Still, the flowers are more poetical. The other gets 

rather tiresome, never withering. Expresses nothing. Immortelles. 

A bird sat tamely perched on a poplar branch. Like stuffed. Like the wedding present alderman 

Hooper gave us. Hu! Not a budge out of him. Knows there are no catapults to let fly at him. Dead 

animal even sadder. Silly-Milly burying the little dead bird in the kitchen matchbox, a daisychain 

and bits of broken chainies on the grave. 

The Sacred Heart that is: showing it. Heart on his sleeve. Ought to be sideways and red it should be 

painted like a real heart. Ireland was dedicated to it or whatever that. Seems anything but pleased. 

Why this infliction? Would birds come then and peck like the boy with the basket of fruit but he 

said no because they ought to have been afraid of the boy. Apollo that was. 

How many! All these here once walked round Dublin. Faithful departed. As you are now so once 

were we. Besides how could you remember everybody? Eyes, walk, voice. Well, the voice, yes: 

gramophone. Have a gramophone in every grave or keep it in the house. After dinner on a Sunday. 

Put on poor old greatgrandfather. Kraahraark! Hellohellohello amawfullyglad kraark 

awfullygladaseeagain hellohello amawf krpthsth. Remind you of the voice like the photograph 

reminds you of the face. Otherwise you couldn't remember the face after fifteen years, say. For 

instance who? For instance some fellow that died when I was in Wisdom Hely's. 

Rtststr! A rattle of pebbles. Wait. Stop! 

He looked down intently into a stone crypt. Some animal. Wait. There he goes. 

An obese grey rat toddled along the side of the crypt, moving the pebbles. An old stager: 

greatgrandfather: he knows the ropes. The grey alive crushed itself in under the plinth, wriggled 

itself in under it. Good hidingplace for treasure. 

Who lives there? Are laid the remains of Robert Emery. Robert Emmet was buried here by 
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torchlight, wasn't he? Making his rounds. 

Tail gone now. 

One of those chaps would make short work of a fellow. Pick the bones clean no matter who it was. 

Ordinary meat for them. A corpse is meat gone bad. Well and what's cheese? Corpse of milk. I read 

in that Voyages in China that the Chinese say a white man smells like a corpse. Cremation better. 

Priests dead against it. Devilling for the other firm. Wholesale burners and Dutch oven dealers. 

Time of the plague. Quicklime feverpits to eat them. Lethal chamber. Ashes to ashes. Or bury at 

sea. Where is that Parsee tower of silence? Eaten by birds. Earth, fire, water. Drowning they say is 

the pleasantest. See your whole life in a flash. But being brought back to life no. Can't bury in the 

air however. Out of a flying machine. Wonder does the news go about whenever a fresh one is let 

down. Underground communication. We learned that from them. Wouldn't be surprised. Regular 

square feed for them. Flies come before he's well dead. Got wind of Dignam. They wouldn't care 

about the smell of it. Saltwhite crumbling mush of corpse: smell, taste like raw white turnips. 

The gates glimmered in front: still open. Back to the world again. Enough of this place. Brings you a 

bit nearer every time. Last time I was here was Mrs Sinico's funeral. Poor papa too. The love that 

kills. And even scraping up the earth at night with a lantern like that case I read of to get at fresh 

buried females or even putrefied with running gravesores. Give you the creeps after a bit. I will 

appear to you after death. You will see my ghost after death. My ghost will haunt you after death. 

There is another world after death named hell. I do not like that other world she wrote. No more do 

I. Plenty to see and hear and feel yet. Feel live warm beings near you. Let them sleep in their 

maggoty beds. They are not going to get me this innings. Warm beds: warm fullblooded life.	


