
SCYLLA & CHARYBDIS (CHAPTER 9)

pp. 185-186 Modern Library edition (pp. 152 Gabler edition)

— Our young Irish bards, John Eglinton censured, have yet to create a figure which the 
world will set beside Saxon Shakespeare's Hamlet though I admire him, as old Ben did, on 
this side idolatry.
— All these questions are purely academic, Russell oracled out of his shadow. I mean, 
whether Hamlet is Shakespeare or James I or Essex. Clergymen's discussions of the 
historicity of Jesus. Art has to reveal to us ideas, formless spiritual essences. The supreme 
question about a work of art is out of how deep a life does it spring. The painting of 
Gustave Moreau is the painting of ideas. The deepest poetry of Shelley, the words of 
Hamlet bring our minds into contact with the eternal wisdom, Plato's world of ideas. All the 
rest is the speculation of schoolboys for schoolboys.
A. E. has been telling some yankee interviewer. Wall, tarnation strike me!
— The schoolmen were schoolboys first, Stephen said superpolitely. Aristotle was once 
Plato's schoolboy.
— And has remained so, one should hope, John Eglinton sedately said. One can see him, a 
model schoolboy with his diploma under his arm.
He laughed again at the now smiling bearded face.
Formless spiritual. Father, Word and Holy Breath. Allfather, the heavenly man. Hiesos 
Kristos, magician of the beautiful, the Logos who suffers in us at every moment. This verily 
is that. I am the fire upon the altar. I am the sacrificial butter.
Dunlop, Judge, the noblest Roman of them all, A.E., Arval, the Name Ineffable, in heaven 
hight: K.H., their master, whose identity is no secret to adepts. Brothers of the great white 
lodge always watching to see if they can help. The Christ with the bridesister, moisture of 
light, born of an ensouled virgin, repentant sophia, departed to the plane of buddhi. The life 
esoteric is not for ordinary person. O.P. must work off bad karma first. Mrs Cooper Oakley 
once glimpsed our very illustrious sister H.P.B.'s elemental.
O, fie! Out on't! Pfuiteufel! You naughtn't to look, missus, so you naughtn't when a lady's 
ashowing of her elemental.
Mr Best entered, tall, young, mild, light. He bore in his hand with grace a notebook, new, 
large, clean, bright.
— That model schoolboy, Stephen said, would find Hamlet's musings about the afterlife of 
his princely soul, the improbable, insignificant and undramatic monologue, as shallow as 
Plato’s.

pp. 188-189 (154-155)

— What is a ghost? Stephen said with tingling energy. One who has faded into 
impalpability through death, through absence, through change of manners. Elizabethan 
London lay as far from Stratford as corrupt Paris lies from virgin Dublin. Who is the ghost 
from limbo patrum, returning to the world that has forgotten him? Who is King Hamlet?
John Eglinton shifted his spare body, leaning back to judge.
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Lifted.
— It is this hour of a day in mid June, Stephen said, begging with a swift glance their 
hearing. The flag is up on the playhouse by the bankside. The bear Sackerson growls in the 
pit near it, Paris garden. Canvasclimbers who sailed with Drake chew their sausages among 
the groundlings.
Local colour. Work in all you know. Make them accomplices.
— Shakespeare has left the huguenot's house in Silver street and walks by the swanmews 
along the riverbank. But he does not stay to feed the pen chivying her game of cygnets 
towards the rushes. The swan of Avon has other thoughts.
Composition of place. Ignatius Loyola, make haste to help me!
— The play begins. A player comes on under the shadow, made up in the castoff mail of a 
court buck, a wellset man with a bass voice. It is the ghost, the king, a king and no king, 
and the player is Shakespeare who has studied Hamlet all the years of his life which were 
not vanity in order to play the part of the spectre. He speaks the words to Burbage, the 
young player who stands before him beyond the rack of cerecloth, calling him by a name:
Hamlet, I am thy father's spirit
bidding him list. To a son he speaks, the son of his soul, the prince, young Hamlet and to 
the son of his body, Hamnet Shakespeare, who has died in Stratford that his namesake may 
live for ever.
— Is it possible that that player Shakespeare, a ghost by absence, and in the vesture of 
buried Denmark, a ghost by death, speaking his own words to his own son's name (had 
Hamnet Shakespeare lived he would have been prince Hamlet's twin), is it possible, I want 
to know, or probable that he did not draw or foresee the logical conclusion of those 
premises: you are the dispossessed son: I am the murdered father: your mother is the guilty 
queen, Ann Shakespeare, born Hathaway?
— But this prying into the family life of a great man, Russell began impatiently.
Art thou there, truepenny?
— Interesting only to the parish clerk. I mean, we have the plays. I mean when we read the 
poetry of King Lear what is it to us how the poet lived? As for living our servants can do that 
for us, Villiers de l'Isle has said. Peeping and prying into greenroom gossip of the day, the 
poet's drinking, the poet's debts. We have King Lear: and it is immortal.
Mr Best's face, appealed to, agreed.

p. 190 (156)

— Do you mean to fly in the face of the tradition of three centuries? John Eglinton's carping 
voice asked. Her ghost at least has been laid for ever. She died, for literature at least, before 
she was born.
— She died, Stephen retorted, sixtyseven years after she was born. She saw him into and 
out of the world. She took his first embraces. She bore his children and she laid pennies on 
his eyes to keep his eyelids closed when he lay on his deathbed.
Mother's deathbed. Candle. The sheeted mirror. Who brought me into this world lies there, 
bronzelidded, under few cheap flowers. Liliata rutilantium.
I wept alone.
John Eglinton looked in the tangled glowworm of his lamp.
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— The world believes that Shakespeare made a mistake, he said, and got out of it as 
quickly and as best he could.
— Bosh! Stephen said rudely. A man of genius makes no mistakes. His errors are volitional 
and are the portals of discovery.
Portals of discovery opened to let in the quaker librarian, softcreakfooted, bald, eared and 
assiduous.
— A shrew, John Eglinton said shrewdly, is not a useful portal of discovery, one should 
imagine. What useful discovery did Socrates learn from Xanthippe?
— Dialectic, Stephen answered: and from his mother how to bring thoughts into the world. 
What he learnt from his other wife Myrto (absit nomen!), Socratididion's Epipsychidion, no 
man, not a woman, will ever know. But neither the midwife's lore nor the caudlelectures 
saved him from the archons of Sinn Fein and their naggin of hemlock.
— But Ann Hathaway? Mr Best's quiet voice said forgetfully. Yes, we seem to be forgetting 
her as Shakespeare himself forgot her.
His look went from brooder's beard to carper's skull, to remind, to chide them not unkindly, 
then to the baldpink lollard costard, guiltless though maligned.
— He had a good groatsworth of wit, Stephen said, and no truant memory. He carried a 
memory in his wallet as he trudged to Romeville whistling The girl I left behind me. If the 
earthquake did not time it we should know where to place poor Wat, sitting in his form, the 
cry of hounds, the studded bridle and her blue windows. That memory, Venus and Adonis, 
lay in the bedchamber of every light-of-love in London. Is Katharine the shrew illfavoured? 
Hortensio calls her young and beautiful. Do you think the writer of Antony and Cleopatra, a 
passionate pilgrim, had his eyes in the back of his head that he chose the ugliest doxy in all 
Warwickshire to lie withal? Good: he left her and gained the world of men. But his 
boywomen are the women of a boy. Their life, thought, speech are lent them by males. He 
chose badly? He was chosen, it seems to me. If others have their will Ann hath a way. By 
cock, she was to blame. She put the comether on him, sweet and twentysix. The greyeyed 
goddess who bends over the boy Adonis, stooping to conquer, as prologue to the swelling 
act, is a boldfaced Stratford wench who tumbles in a cornfield a lover younger than herself.

p. 193 (158-159)

Stephen sat down.
The quaker librarian came from the leavetakers. Blushing, his mask said:
— Mr Dedalus, your views are most illuminating.
He creaked to and fro, tiptoing up nearer heaven by the altitude of a chopine, and, covered 
by the noise of outgoing, said low:
— Is it your view, then, that she was not faithful to the poet?
Alarmed face asks me. Why did he come? Courtesy or an inward light?
— Where there is a reconciliation, Stephen said, there must have been first a sundering.

p. 194 (159-160)

— Certainly, John Eglinton mused, of all great men he is the most enigmatic. We know 
nothing but that he lived and suffered. Not even so much. Others abide our question. A 
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shadow hangs over all the rest.
— But Hamlet is so personal, isn't it? Mr Best pleaded. I mean, a kind of private paper, don't 
you know, of his private life. I mean, I don't care a button, don't you know, who is killed or 
who is guilty...
He rested an innocent book on the edge of the desk, smiling his defiance. His private papers 
in the original. Ta an bad ar an tir. Taim in mo shagart. Put beurla on it, littlejohn.
Quoth littlejohn Eglinton:
— I was prepared for paradoxes from what Malachi Mulligan told us but I may as well 
warn you that if you want to shake my belief that Shakespeare is Hamlet you have a stern 
task before you.
Bear with me.
Stephen withstood the bane of miscreant eyes glinting stern under wrinkled brows. A 
basilisk. E quando vede l'uomo l'attosca. Messer Brunetto, I thank thee for the word.
— As we, or mother Dana, weave and unweave our bodies, Stephen said, from day to day, 
their molecules shuttled to and fro, so does the artist weave and unweave his image. And 
as the mole on my right breast is where it was when I was born, though all my body has 
been woven of new stuff time after time, so through the ghost of the unquiet father the 
image of the unliving son looks forth. In the intense instant of imagination, when the mind, 
Shelley says, is a fading coal, that which I was is that which I am and that which in 
possibility I may come to be. So in the future, the sister of the past, I may see myself as I sit 
here now but by reflection from that which then I shall be. 

pp. 196-198 (161-163)

The benign forehead of the quaker librarian enkindled rosily with hope.
— I hope Mr Dedalus will work out his theory for the enlightenment of the public. And we 
ought to mention another Irish commentator, Mr George Bernard Shaw. Nor should we 
forget Mr Frank Harris. His articles on Shakespeare in the Saturday Review were surely 
brilliant. Oddly enough he too draws for us an unhappy relation with the dark lady of the 
sonnets. The favoured rival is William Herbert, earl of Pembroke. I own that if the poet 
must be rejected such a rejection would seem more in harmony with — what shall I 
say? — our notions of what ought not to have been.
Felicitously he ceased and held a meek head among them, auk's egg, prize of their fray.
He thous and thees her with grave husbandwords. Dost love, Miriam? Dost love thy man?
— That may be too, Stephen said. There is a saying of Goethe's which Mr Magee likes to 
quote. Beware of what you wish for in youth because you will get it in middle life. Why 
does he send to one who is a buonaroba, a bay where all men ride, a maid of honour with a 
scandalous girlhood, a lordling to woo for him? He was himself a lord of language and had 
made himself a coistrel gentleman and had written Romeo and Juliet. Why? Belief in himself 
has been untimely killed. He was overborne in a cornfield first (ryefield, I should say) and 
he will never be a victor in his own eyes after nor play victoriously the game of laugh and 
lie down. Assumed dongiovannism will not save him. No later undoing will undo the first 
undoing. The tusk of the boar has wounded him there where love lies ableeding. If the 
shrew is worsted yet there remains to her woman's invisible weapon. There is, I feel in the 
words, some goad of the flesh driving him into a new passion, a darker shadow of the first, 
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darkening even his own understanding of himself. A like fate awaits him and the two rages 
commingle in a whirlpool.
They list. And in the porches of their ears I pour.
— The soul has been before stricken mortally, a poison poured in the porch of a sleeping 
ear. But those who are done to death in sleep cannot know the manner of their quell unless 
their Creator endow their souls with that knowledge in the life to come. The poisoning and 
the beast with two backs that urged it King Hamlet's ghost could not know of were he not 
endowed with knowledge by his creator. That is why the speech (his lean unlovely English) 
is always turned elsewhere, backward. Ravisher and ravished, what he would but would 
not, go with him from Lucrece's bluecircled ivory globes to Imogen's breast, bare, with its 
mole cinquespotted. He goes back, weary of the creation he has piled up to hide him from 
himself, an old dog licking an old sore. But, because loss is his gain, he passes on towards 
eternity in undiminished personality, untaught by the wisdom he has written or by the laws 
he has revealed. His beaver is up. He is a ghost, a shadow now, the wind by Elsinore's 
rocks or what you will, the sea's voice, a voice heard only in the heart of him who is the 
substance of his shadow, the son consubstantial with the father.
— Amen! responded from the doorway.
Hast thou found me, O mine enemy?
Entr'acte.
A ribald face, sullen as a dean's, Buck Mulligan came forward, then blithe in motley, 
towards the greeting of their smiles. My telegram.
— You were speaking of the gaseous vertebrate, if I mistake not? he asked of Stephen.
Primrosevested he greeted gaily with his doffed Panama as with a bauble.
They make him welcome. Was Du verlachst wirst Du noch dienen.
Brood of mockers: Photius, pseudomalachi, Johann Most.
He Who Himself begot middler the Holy Ghost and Himself sent Himself, Agenbuyer, 
between Himself and others, Who, put upon by His fiends, stripped and whipped, was 
nailed like bat to barndoor, starved on crosstree, Who let Him bury, stood up, harrowed 
hell, fared into heaven and there these nineteen hundred years sitteth on the right hand of 
His Own Self but yet shall come in the latter day to doom the quick and dead when all the 
quick shall be dead already.

Glo – o – ri – a in ex – cel – sis De – o.

He lifts his hands. Veils fall. O, flowers! Bells with bells with bells aquiring.
— Yes, indeed, the quaker librarian said. A most instructive discussion. Mr Mulligan, I'll be 
bound, has his theory too of the play and of Shakespeare. All sides of life should be 
represented.
He smiled on all sides equally.
Buck Mulligan thought, puzzled:
— Shakespeare? he said. I seem to know the name.
A flying sunny smile rayed in his loose features.
— To be sure, he said, remembering brightly. The chap that writes like Synge.
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p. 199 (163-164)

— Do you think it is only a paradox? the quaker librarian was asking. The mocker is never 
taken seriously when he is most serious.
They talked seriously of mocker's seriousness.
Buck Mulligan's again heavy face eyed Stephen awhile. Then, his head wagging, he came 
near, drew a folded telegram from his pocket. His mobile lips read, smiling with new 
delight.
— Telegram! he said. Wonderful inspiration! Telegram! A papal bull!
He sat on a corner of the unlit desk, reading aloud joyfully:
— The sentimentalist is he who would enjoy without incurring the immense debtorship for a thing 
done. Signed: Dedalus. Where did you launch it from? The kips? No. College Green. Have 
you drunk the four quid? The aunt is going to call on your unsubstantial father. Telegram! 
Malachi Mulligan, The Ship, lower Abbey street. O, you peerless mummer! O, you 
priestified kinchite!
Joyfully he thrust message and envelope into a pocket but keened in a querulous brogue:
— It's what I'm telling you, mister honey, it's queer and sick we were, Haines and myself, 
the time himself brought it in. 'Twas murmur we did for a gallus potion would rouse a friar, 
I'm thinking, and he limp with leching. And we one hour and two hours and three hours in 
Connery's sitting civil waiting for pints apiece.
He wailed:
— And we to be there, mavrone, and you to be unbeknownst sending us your 
conglomerations the way we to have our tongues out a yard long like the drouthy clerics do 
be fainting for a pussful.
Stephen laughed.

pp. 200-201 (165-166)

The door closed.
— The sheeny! Buck Mulligan cried.
He jumped up and snatched the card.
— What's his name? Ikey Moses? Bloom.
He rattled on:
— Jehovah, collector of prepuces, is no more. I found him over in the museum where I went 
to hail the foamborn Aphrodite. The Greek mouth that has never been twisted in prayer. 
Every day we must do homage to her. Life of life, thy lips enkindle.
Suddenly he turned to Stephen:
— He knows you. He knows your old fellow. O, I fear me, he is Greeker than the Greeks. 
His pale Galilean eyes were upon her mesial groove. Venus Kallipyge. O, the thunder of 
those loins! The god pursuing the maiden hid.
— We want to hear more, John Eglinton decided with Mr Best's approval. We begin to be 
interested in Mrs S. Till now we had thought of her, if at all, as a patient Griselda, a 
Penelope stayathome.
— Antisthenes, pupil of Gorgias, Stephen said, took the palm of beauty from Kyrios 
Menelaus' brooddam, Argive Helen, the wooden mare of Troy in whom a score of heroes 
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slept, and handed it to poor Penelope. Twenty years he lived in London and, during part of 
that time, he drew a salary equal to that of the lord chancellor of Ireland. His life was rich. 
His art, more than the art of feudalism as Walt Whitman called it, is the art of surfeit. Hot 
herringpies, green mugs of sack, honeysauces, sugar of roses, marchpane, gooseberried 
pigeons, ringocandies. Sir Walter Raleigh, when they arrested him, had half a million francs 
on his back including a pair of fancy stays. The gombeenwoman Eliza Tudor had 
underlinen enough to vie with her of Sheba. Twenty years he dallied there between 
conjugial love and its chaste delights and scortatory love and its foul pleasures. You know 
Manningham's story of the burgher's wife who bade Dick Burbage to her bed after she had 
seen him in Richard III and how Shakespeare, overhearing, without more ado about nothing, 
took the cow by the horns and, when Burbage came knocking at the gate, answered from 
the capon's blankets: William the conqueror came before Richard III. And the gay lakin, 
mistress Fitton, mount and cry O, and his dainty birdsnies, lady Penelope Rich, a clean 
quality woman is suited for a player, and the punks of the bankside, a penny a time.

pp. 212-214 (175)

— 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 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.
— Eureka! Buck Mulligan cried. Eureka!
Suddenly happied he jumped up and reached in a stride John Eglinton's desk.
— May I? he said. The Lord has spoken to Malachi.
He began to scribble on a slip of paper.
Take some slips from the counter going out.
— Those who are married, Mr Best, douce herald, said, all save one, shall live. The rest 
shall keep as they are.
He laughed, unmarried, at Eglinton Johannes, of arts a bachelor.
Unwed, unfancied, ware of wiles, they fingerponder nightly each his variorum edition of 
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The Taming of the Shrew.
— You are a delusion, said roundly John Eglinton to Stephen. You have brought us all this 
way to show us a French triangle. Do you believe your own theory?
— No, Stephen said promptly.

pp. 217-218 (179)

A man passed out between them, bowing, greeting.
— Good day again, Buck Mulligan said.
The portico.
Here I watched the birds for augury. Ængus of the birds. They go, they come. Last night I 
flew. Easily flew. Men wondered. Street of harlots after. A creamfruit melon he held to me. 
In. You will see.
— The wandering jew, Buck Mulligan whispered with clown's awe. Did you see his eye? He 
looked upon you to lust after you. I fear thee, ancient mariner. O, Kinch, thou art in peril. 
Get thee a breechpad.
Manner of Oxenford.
Day. Wheelbarrow sun over arch of bridge.
A dark back went before them, step of a pard, down, out by the gateway, under portcullis 
barbs.
They followed.
Offend me still. Speak on.
Kind air defined the coigns of houses in Kildare street. No birds. Frail from the housetops 
two plumes of smoke ascended, pluming, and in a flaw of softness softly were blown.
Cease to strive. Peace of the druid priests of Cymbeline: hierophantic: from wide earth an 
altar.
Laud we the gods 
And let our crooked smokes climb to their nostrils 
From our bless'd altars.

8

http://www.joyceproject.com/notes/010144nationallibrary.htm
http://www.joyceproject.com/notes/030145augursrod.htm
http://www.joyceproject.com/notes/030055samedream.htm
http://www.joyceproject.com/notes/030055samedream.htm
http://www.joyceproject.com/notes/020061wanderers.htm
http://www.joyceproject.com/notes/010144nationallibrary.htm
http://www.joyceproject.com/notes/010144nationallibrary.htm
http://www.joyceproject.com/notes/030016coignofvantage.htm



