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 LESTRYGONIANS (CHAPTER 8) 

 

 pp. 151-152 Modern Library edition (pp.124-125 Gabler edition) 

 

Pineapple rock, lemon platt, butter scotch. A sugarsticky girl shovelling scoopfuls of 

creams for a christian brother. Some school treat. Bad for their tummies. Lozenge and 

comfit manufacturer to His Majesty the King. God. Save. Our. Sitting on his throne 

sucking red jujubes white. 

 

A sombre Y.M.C.A. young man, watchful among the warm sweet fumes of Graham Lemon's, 

placed a throwaway in a hand of Mr Bloom. 

Heart to heart talks. 

Bloo... Me? No. 

Blood of the Lamb. 

His slow feet walked him riverward, reading. Are you saved? All are washed in the blood of the 

lamb. God wants blood victim. Birth, hymen, martyr, war, foundation of a building, sacrifice, 

kidney burntoffering, druids' altars. Elijah is coming. Dr John Alexander Dowie restorer of the 

church in Zion is coming. 

Is coming! Is coming!! Is coming!!!  All heartily welcome. 

Paying game. Torry and Alexander last year. Polygamy. His wife will put the stopper on that. 

Where was that ad some Birmingham firm the luminous crucifix. Our Saviour. Wake up in the 

dead of night and see him on the wall, hanging. Pepper's ghost idea. Iron nails ran in. 

 

Phosphorus it must be done with. If you leave a bit of codfish for instance. I could see the bluey 

silver over it. Night I went down to the pantry in the kitchen. Don't like all the smells in it 

waiting to rush out. What was it she wanted? The Malaga raisins. Thinking of Spain. Before 

Rudy was born. The phosphorescence, that bluey greeny. Very good for the brain. 

From Butler's monument house corner he glanced along Bachelor's walk. Dedalus' daughter 

there still outside Dillon's auctionrooms. Must be selling off some old furniture. Knew her eyes at 

once from the father. Lobbing about waiting for him. Home always breaks up when the mother 

goes. Fifteen children he had. Birth every year almost. That's in their theology or the priest won't 

give the poor woman the confession, the absolution. Increase and multiply. Did you ever hear 

such an idea? Eat you out of house and home. No families themselves to feed. Living on the fat of 

the land. Their butteries and larders. I'd like to see them do the black fast Yom Kippur. 

Crossbuns. One meal and a collation for fear he'd collapse on the altar. A housekeeper of one of 

those fellows if you could pick it out of her. Never pick it out of her. Like getting L.s.d. out of 

him. Does himself well. No guests. All for number one. Watching his water. Bring your own 

bread and butter. His reverence mum's the word. 

Good Lord, that poor child's dress is in flitters. Underfed she looks too. Potatoes and marge, marge 
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and potatoes. It's after they feel it. Proof of the pudding. Undermines the constitution. 

As he set foot on O'Connell bridge a puffball of smoke plumed up from the parapet. Brewery 

barge with export stout. England. Sea air sours it, I heard. Be interesting some day get a pass 

through Hancock to see the brewery. Regular world in itself. Vats of porter wonderful. Rats get in 

too. Drink themselves bloated as big as a collie floating. Dead drunk on the porter. Drink till they 

puke again like christians. Imagine drinking that! Rats: vats. Well, of course, if we knew all the 

things. 

Looking down he saw flapping strongly, wheeling between the gaunt quaywalls, gulls. Rough 

weather outside. If I threw myself down? Reuben J's son must have swallowed a good bellyful of 

that sewage. One and eightpence too much. Hhhhm. It's the droll way he comes out with the 

things. Knows how to tell a story too. 

They wheeled lower. Looking for grub. Wait. 

He threw down among them a crumpled paper ball. Elijah thirtytwo feet per sec is com. Not a 

bit. The ball bobbed unheeded on the wake of swells, floated under by the bridgepiers. 

 

pp. 156-159 (128-13 1) 

 

— O, Mr Bloom, how do you do? 

— O, how do you do, Mrs Breen? 

— No use complaining. How is Molly those times? Haven't seen her for ages. 

— In the pink, Mr Bloom said gaily. Milly has a position down in Mullingar, you know. 

— Go away! Isn't that grand for her? 

— Yes. In a photographer's there. Getting on like a house on fire. How are all your charges? 

— All on the baker's list, Mrs Breen said. 

How many has she? No other in sight. 

— You're in black, I see. You have no... — No, Mr Bloom said. I have just come from a funeral. 

Going to crop up all day, I foresee. Who's dead, when and what did he die of? Turn up like a bad 

penny. 

— O, dear me, Mrs Breen said. I hope it wasn't any near relation. 

May as well get her sympathy. 

— Dignam, Mr Bloom said. An old friend of mine. He died quite suddenly, poor fellow. Heart 

trouble, I believe. Funeral was this morning. 

Your funeral's tomorrow  While you're coming through the rye.  Diddlediddle dumdum  Diddlediddle... 

— Sad to lose the old friends, Mrs Breen's womaneyes said melancholily. 

Now that's quite enough about that. Just quietly: husband. 

— And your lord and master? 

Mrs Breen turned up her two large eyes. Hasn't lost them anyhow. 

— O, don't be talking! she said. He's a caution to rattlesnakes. He's in there now with his 

lawbooks finding out the law of libel. He has me heartscalded. Wait till I show you. 
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Hot mockturtle vapour and steam of newbaked jampuffs rolypoly poured out from Harrison's. The 

heavy noonreek tickled the top of Mr Bloom's gullet. Want to make good pastry, butter, best flour, 

Demerara sugar, or they'd taste it with the hot tea. Or is it from her? A barefoot arab stood over 

the grating, breathing in the fumes. Deaden the gnaw of hunger that way. Pleasure or pain is it? 

Penny dinner. Knife and fork chained to the table. 

Opening her handbag, chipped leather. Hatpin: ought to have a guard on those things. Stick it in 

a chap's eye in the tram. Rummaging. Open. Money. Please take one. Devils if they lose 

sixpence. Raise Cain. Husband barging. Where's the ten shillings I gave you on Monday? Are you 

feeding your little brother's family? Soiled handkerchief: medicinebottle. Pastille that was fell. 

What is she?... 

— There must be a new moon out, she said. He's always bad then. Do you know what he did last 

night? 

Her hand ceased to rummage. Her eyes fixed themselves on him, wide in alarm, yet smiling. —

 What? Mr Bloom asked. 

Let her speak. Look straight in her eyes. I believe you. Trust me. 

— Woke me up in the night, she said. Dream he had, a nightmare. 

Indiges. 

— Said the ace of spades was walking up the stairs. 

— The ace of spades! Mr Bloom said. 

She took a folded postcard from her handbag. 

— Read that, she said. He got it this morning. 

— What is it? Mr Bloom asked, taking the card. U.P.? 

— U.P.: up, she said. Someone taking a rise out of him. It's a great shame for them whoever he 

is. 

— Indeed it is, Mr Bloom said. 

She took back the card, sighing. 

— And now he's going round to Mr Menton's office. He's going to take an action for ten 

thousand pounds, he says. 

She folded the card into her untidy bag and snapped the catch. 

Same blue serge dress she had two years ago, the nap bleaching. Seen its best days. Wispish hair 

over her ears. And that dowdy toque: three old grapes to take the harm out of it. Shabby genteel. 

She used to be a tasty dresser. Lines round her mouth. Only a year or so older than Molly. 

See the eye that woman gave her, passing. Cruel. The unfair sex. 

He looked still at her, holding back behind his look his discontent. Pungent mockturtle oxtail 

mulligatawny. I'm hungry too. Flakes of pastry on the gusset of her dress: daub of sugary flour 

stuck to her cheek. Rhubarb tart with liberal fillings, rich fruit interior. Josie Powell that was. In 

Luke Doyle's long ago. Dolphin's Barn, the charades. U.P.: up. 

Change the subject. 

— Do you ever see anything of Mrs Beaufoy? Mr Bloom asked. 
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— Mina Purefoy? she said. 

Philip Beaufoy I was thinking. Playgoers' Club. Matcham often thinks of the masterstroke. Did I 

pull the chain? Yes. The last act. 

— Yes. 

— I just called to ask on the way in is she over it. She's in the lying-in hospital in Holles street. 

Dr Horne got her in. She's three days bad now. 

— O, Mr Bloom said. I'm sorry to hear that. 

— Yes, Mrs Breen said. And a houseful of kids at home. It's a very stiff birth, the nurse told me. 

— O, Mr Bloom said. 

His heavy pitying gaze absorbed her news. His tongue clacked in compassion. Dth! Dth! 

— I'm sorry to hear that, he said. Poor thing! Three days! That's terrible for her. 

Mrs Breen nodded. 

— She was taken bad on the Tuesday... 

Mr Bloom touched her funnybone gently, warning her: 

— Mind! Let this man pass. 

A bony form strode along the curbstone from the river staring with a rapt gaze into the sunlight 

through a heavystringed glass. Tight as a skullpiece a tiny hat gripped his head. From his arm a 

folded dustcoat, a stick and an umbrella dangled to his stride. 

— Watch him, Mr Bloom said. He always walks outside the lampposts. Watch! 

— Who is he if it's a fair question? Mrs Breen asked. Is he dotty? 

— His name is Cashel Boyle O'Connor Fitzmaurice Tisdall Farrell, Mr Bloom said smiling. Watch! 

— He has enough of them, she said. Denis will be like that one of these days. 

She broke off suddenly. 

— There he is, she said. I must go after him. Goodbye. Remember me to Molly, won't you? 

— I will, Mr Bloom said. 

 

p. 164 (134-135) 

 

His smile faded as he walked, a heavy cloud hiding the sun slowly, shadowing Trinity's surly 

front. Trams passed one another, ingoing, outgoing, clanging. Useless words. Things go on same, 

day after day: squads of police marching out, back: trams in, out. Those two loonies mooching 

about. Dignam carted off. Mina Purefoy swollen belly on a bed groaning to have a child tugged 

out of her. One born every second somewhere. Other dying every second. Since I fed the birds 

five minutes. Three hundred kicked the bucket. Other three hundred born, washing the blood off, 

all are washed in the blood of the lamb, bawling maaaaaa. 

Cityful passing away, other cityful coming, passing away too: other coming on, passing on. 

Houses, lines of houses, streets, miles of pavements, piledup bricks, stones. Changing hands. This 

owner, that. Landlord never dies they say. Other steps into his shoes when he gets his notice to 

quit. They buy the place up with gold and still they have all the gold. Swindle in it somewhere. 
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Piled up in cities, worn away age after age. Pyramids in sand. Built on bread and onions. Slaves 

Chinese wall. Babylon. Big stones left. Round towers. Rest rubble, sprawling suburbs, jerrybuilt. 

Kerwan's mushroom houses built of breeze. Shelter, for the night. 

No one is anything. 

This is the very worst hour of the day. Vitality. Dull, gloomy: hate this hour. Feel as if I had been 

eaten and spewed. 

 

pp. 169-17 0 (138-139) 

 

His heart astir he pushed in the door of the Burton restaurant. Stink gripped his trembling 

breath: pungent meatjuice, slop of greens. See the animals feed. 

Men, men, men. 

Perched on high stools by the bar, hats shoved back, at the tables calling for more bread no 

charge, swilling, wolfing gobfuls of sloppy food, their eyes bulging, wiping wetted moustaches. A 

pallid suetfaced young man polished his tumbler knife fork and spoon with his napkin. New set 

of microbes. A man with an infant's saucestained napkin tucked round him shovelled gurgling 

soup down his gullet. A man spitting back on his plate: halfmasticated gristle: no teeth to 

chewchewchew it. Chump chop from the grill. Bolting to get it over. Sad booser's eyes. Bitten off 

more than he can chew. Am I like that? See ourselves as others see us. Hungry man is an angry 

man. Working tooth and jaw. Don't! O! A bone! That last pagan king of Ireland Cormac in the 

schoolpoem choked himself at Sletty southward of the Boyne. Wonder what he was eating. 

Something galoptious. Saint Patrick converted him to Christianity. Couldn't swallow it all 

however. 

— Roast beef and cabbage. 

— One stew. 

Smells of men. His gorge rose. Spaton sawdust, sweetish warmish cigarette smoke, reek of plug, 

spilt beer, men's beery piss, the stale of ferment. 

Couldn't eat a morsel here. Fellow sharpening knife and fork to eat all before him, old chap 

picking his tootles. Slight spasm, full, chewing the cud. Before and after. Grace after meals. Look 

on this picture then on that. Scoffing up stewgravy with sopping sippets of bread. Lick it off the 

plate, man! Get out of this. 

He gazed round the stooled and tabled eaters, tightening the wings of his nose. 

— Two stouts here. 

— One corned and cabbage. 

 

That fellow ramming a knifeful of cabbage down as if his life depended on it. Good stroke. Give 

me the fidgets to look. Safer to eat from his three hands. Tear it limb from limb. Second nature to 

him. Born with a silver knife in his mouth. That's witty, I think. Or no. Silver means born rich. 

Born with a knife. But then the allusion is lost. 
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An illgirt server gathered sticky clattering plates. Rock, the bailiff, standing at the bar blew the 

foamy crown from his tankard. Well up: it splashed yellow near his boot. A diner, knife and fork 

upright, elbows on table, ready for a second helping stared towards the foodlift across his stained 

square of newspaper. Other chap telling him something with his mouth full. Sympathetic 

listener. Table talk. I munched hum un thu Unchster Bunk un Munchday. Ha? Did you, faith? 

Mr Bloom raised two fingers doubtfully to his lips. His eyes said: 

— Not here. Don't see him. 

Out. I hate dirty eaters. 

He backed towards the door. Get a light snack in Davy Byrne's. Stopgap. Keep me going. Had a 

good breakfast. 

 

pp. 17 1-173 (140-141) 

 

He entered Davy Byrne's. Moral pub. He doesn't chat. Stands a drink now and then. But in 

leapyear once in four. Cashed a cheque for me once. 

What will I take now? He drew his watch. Let me see now. Shandygaff? 

— Hello, Bloom, Nosey Flynn said from his nook. 

— Hello, Flynn. 

— How's things? 

— Tiptop... Let me see. I'll take a glass of burgundy and... let me see. 

Sardines on the shelves. Almost taste them by looking. Sandwich? Ham and his descendants 

musterred and bred there. Potted meats. What is home without Plumtree's potted meat? 

Incomplete. What a stupid ad! Under the obituary notices they stuck it. All up a plumtree. 

Dignam's potted meat. Cannibals would with lemon and rice. White missionary too salty. Like 

pickled pork. Expect the chief consumes the parts of honour. Ought to be tough from exercise. 

His wives in a row to watch the effect. There was a right royal old nigger. Who ate or something the 

somethings of the reverend Mr MacTrigger. With it an abode of bliss. Lord knows what concoction. 

Cauls mouldy tripes windpipes faked and minced up. Puzzle find the meat. Kosher. No meat and 

milk together. Hygiene that was what they call now. Yom Kippur fast spring cleaning of inside. 

Peace and war depend on some fellow's digestion. Religions. Christmas turkeys and geese. 

Slaughter of innocents. Eat drink and be merry. Then casual wards full after. Heads bandaged. 

Cheese digests all but itself. Mighty cheese. 

— Have you a cheese sandwich? 

— Yes, sir. 

Like a few olives too if they had them. Italian I prefer. Good glass of burgundy; take away that. 

Lubricate. A nice salad, cool as a cucumber, Tom Kernan can dress. Puts gusto into it. Pure olive 

oil. Milly served me that cutlet with a sprig of parsley. Take one Spanish onion. God made food, 

the devil the cooks. Devilled crab. 

— Wife well? 
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— Quite well, thanks... A cheese sandwich, then. Gorgonzola, have you? 

— Yes, sir. 

Nosey Flynn sipped his grog. 

— Doing any singing those times? 

Look at his mouth. Could whistle in his own ear. Flap ears to match. Music. Knows as much 

about it as my coachman. Still better tell him. Does no harm. Free ad. 

— She's engaged for a big tour end of this month. You may have heard perhaps. 

— No. O, that's the style. Who's getting it up? 

The curate served. 

— How much is that? 

— Seven d., sir... Thank you, sir. 

Mr Bloom cut his sandwich into slender strips. Mr MacTrigger. Easier than the dreamy creamy 

stuff. His five hundred wives. Had the time of their lives. 

— Mustard, sir? 

— Thank you. 

He studded under each lifted strip yellow blobs. Their lives. I have it. It grew bigger and bigger and 

bigger. 

— Getting it up? he said. Well, it's like a company idea, you see. Part shares and part profits. 

— Ay, now I remember, Nosey Flynn said, putting his hand in his pocket to scratch his groin. 

Who is this was telling me? Isn't Blazes Boylan mixed up in it? 

A warm shock of air heat of mustard hauched on Mr Bloom's heart. He raised his eyes and met 

the stare of a bilious clock. Two. Pub clock five minutes fast. Time going on. Hands moving. Two. 

Not yet. 

 

pp. 177-179 (145-147) 

 

When the sound of his boots had ceased Davy Byrne said from his book: 

— What is this he is? Isn't he in the insurance line? 

— He's out of that long ago, Nosey Flynn said. He does canvassing for the Freeman. 

— I know him well to see, Davy Byrne said. Is he in trouble? 

— Trouble? Nosey Flynn said. Not that I heard of. Why? 

— I noticed he was in mourning. 

— Was he? Nosey Flynn said. So he was, faith. I asked him how was all at home. You're right, by 

God. So he was. 

— I never broach the subject, Davy Byrne said humanely, if I see a gentleman is in trouble that 

way. It only brings it up fresh in their minds. 

— It's not the wife anyhow, Nosey Flynn said. I met him the day before yesterday and he coming 

out of that Irish farm dairy John Wyse Nolan's wife has in Henry street with a jar of cream in his 

hand taking it home to his better half. She's well nourished, I tell you. Plovers on toast. 
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— And is he doing for the Freeman? Davy Byrne said. 

Nosey Flynn pursed his lips. 

— He doesn't buy cream on the ads he picks up. You can make bacon of that. 

— How so? Davy Byrne asked, coming from his book. 

Nosey Flynn made swift passes in the air with juggling fingers. He winked. 

— He's in the craft, he said. 

— Do you tell me so? Davy Byrne said. 

— Very much so, Nosey Flynn said. Ancient free and accepted order. Light, life and love, by God. 

They give him a leg up. I was told that by a— well, I won't say who. 

— Is that a fact? 

— O, it's a fine order, Nosey Flynn said. They stick to you when you're down. I know a fellow 

was trying to get into it. But they're as close as damn it. By God they did right to keep the women 

out of it. 

Davy Byrne smiledyawnednodded all in one: 

— Iiiiiichaaaaaaach! 

— There was one woman, Nosey Flynn said, hid herself in a clock to find out what they do be 

doing. But be damned but they smelt her out and swore her in on the spot a master mason. That 

was one of the saint Legers of Doneraile. 

Davy Byrne, sated after his yawn, said with tearwashed eyes: 

— And is that a fact? Decent quiet man he is. I often saw him in here and I never once saw him, 

you know, over the line. 

 

— God Almighty couldn't make him drunk, Nosey Flynn said firmly. Slips off when the fun gets 

too hot. Didn't you see him look at his watch? Ah, you weren't there. If you ask him to have a 

drink first thing he does he outs with the watch to see what he ought to imbibe. Declare to God 

he does. 

— There are some like that, Davy Byrne said. He's a safe man, I'd say. 

— He's not too bad, Nosey Flynn said, snuffling it up. He has been known to put his hand down 

too to help a fellow. Give the devil his due. O, Bloom has his good points. But there's one thing 

he'll never do. 

His hand scrawled a dry pen signature beside his grog. 

— I know, Davy Byrne said. 

— Nothing in black and white, Nosey Flynn said. 

Paddy Leonard and Bantam Lyons came in. Tom Rochford followed, a plaining hand on his claret 

waistcoat. 

— Day, Mr Byrne. 

— Day, gentlemen. 

They paused at the counter. 

— Who's standing? Paddy Leonard asked. 
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— I'm sitting anyhow, Nosey Flynn answered. 

— Well, what'll it be? Paddy Leonard asked. 

— I'll take a stone ginger, Bantam Lyons said. 

— How much? Paddy Leonard cried. Since when, for God' sake? What's yours, Tom? 

— How is the main drainage? Nosey Flynn asked, sipping. 

For answer Tom Rochford pressed his hand to his breastbone and hiccupped. 

— Would I trouble you for a glass of fresh water, Mr Byrne? he said. 

— Certainly, sir. 

Paddy Leonard eyed his alemates. 

— Lord love a duck, he said. Look at what I'm standing drinks to! Cold water and gingerpop! Two 

fellows that would suck whisky off a sore leg. He has some bloody horse up his sleeve for the 

Gold cup. A dead snip. 

— Zinfandel is it? Nosey Flynn asked. 

Tom Rochford spilt powder from a twisted paper into the water set before him. 

— That cursed dyspepsia, he said before drinking. 

— Breadsoda is very good, Davy Byrne said. 

Tom Rochford nodded and drank. 

— Is it Zinfandel? 

— Say nothing, Bantam Lyons winked. I'm going to plunge five bob on my own. 

— Tell us if you're worth your salt and be damned to you, Paddy Leonard said. Who gave it to 

you? 

Mr Bloom on his way out raised three fingers in greeting. 

— So long! Nosey Flynn said. 

The others turned. 

— That's the man now that gave it to me, Bantam Lyons whispered.	


