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WANDERING ROCKS (CHAPTER 10) 

 

pp. 219-221 Modern Library edition (pp. 180-182 Gabler edition) 

 

The superior, the very reverend John Conmee S.J. reset his smooth watch in his interior pocket as he 

came down the presbytery steps. Five to three. Just nice time to walk to Artane. What was that 

boy's name again? Dignam. Yes. Vere dignum et iustum est. Brother Swan was the person to see. Mr 

Cunningham's letter. Yes. Oblige him, if possible. Good practical catholic: useful at mission time. 

 

A onelegged sailor, swinging himself onward by lazy jerks of his crutches, growled some notes. He 

jerked short before the convent of the sisters of charity and held out a peaked cap for alms towards 

the very reverend John Conmee S. J. Father Conmee blessed him in the sun for his purse held, he 

knew, one silver crown. 

Father Conmee crossed to Mountjoy square. He thought, but not for long, of soldiers and sailors, 

whose legs had been shot off by cannonballs, ending their days in some pauper ward, and of 

cardinal Wolsey's words: If I had served my God as I have served my king He would not have abandoned 

me in my old days. He walked by the treeshade of sunnywinking leaves: and towards him came the 

wife of Mr David Sheehy M.P. 

— Very well, indeed, father. And you, father? 

Father Conmee was wonderfully well indeed. He would go to Buxton probably for the waters. And 

her boys, were they getting on well at Belvedere? Was that so? Father Conmee was very glad indeed 

to hear that. And Mr Sheehy himself? Still in London. The house was still sitting, to be sure it was. 

Beautiful weather it was, delightful indeed. Yes, it was very probable that Father Bernard Vaughan 

would come again to preach. O, yes: a very great success. A wonderful man really. 

Father Conmee was very glad to see the wife of Mr David Sheehy M.P. Iooking so well and he 

begged to be remembered to Mr David Sheehy M.P. Yes, he would certainly call. 

— Good afternoon, Mrs Sheehy. 

Father Conmee doffed his silk hat and smiled, as he took leave, at the jet beads of her mantilla 

inkshining in the sun. And smiled yet again, in going. He had cleaned his teeth, he knew, with 

arecanut paste. 

Father Conmee walked and, walking, smiled for he thought on Father Bernard Vaughan's droll eyes 

and cockney voice. 

— Pilate! Wy don't you old back that owlin mob? 

A zealous man, however. Really he was. And really did great good in his way. Beyond a doubt. He 

loved Ireland, he said, and he loved the Irish. Of good family too would one think it? Welsh, were 

they not? 

O, lest he forget. That letter to father provincial. 

Father Conmee stopped three little schoolboys at the corner of Mountjoy square. Yes: they were 

from Belvedere. The little house. Aha. And were they good boys at school? O. That was very good 
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now. And what was his name? Jack Sohan. And his name? Ger. Gallaher. And the other little man? 

His name was Brunny Lynam. O, that was a very nice name to have. 

Father Conmee gave a letter from his breast to Master Brunny Lynam and pointed to the red 

pillarbox at the corner of Fitzgibbon street. 

— But mind you don't post yourself into the box, little man, he said. 

The boys sixeyed Father Conmee and laughed: 

— O, sir. 

— Well, let me see if you can post a letter, Father Conmee said. 

Master Brunny Lynam ran across the road and put Father Conmee's letter to father provincial into 

the mouth of the bright red letterbox. Father Conmee smiled and nodded and smiled and walked 

along Mountjoy square east. 

Mr Denis J Maginni, professor of dancing &c, in silk hat, slate frockcoat with silk facings, white 

kerchief tie, tight lavender trousers, canary gloves and pointed patent boots, walking with grave 

deportment most respectfully took the curbstone as he passed lady Maxwell at the corner of 

Dignam's court. 

Was that not Mrs M'Guinness? 

Mrs M'Guinness, stately, silverhaired, bowed to Father Conmee from the farther footpath along 

which she sailed. And Father Conmee smiled and saluted. How did she do? 

A fine carriage she had. Like Mary, queen of Scots, something. And to think that she was a 

pawnbroker! Well, now! Such a... what should he say?... such a queenly mien. 

Father Conmee walked down Great Charles street and glanced at the shutup free church on his left. 

The reverend T. R. Greene B.A. will (D.V.) speak. The incumbent they called him. He felt it 

incumbent on him to say a few words. But one should be charitable. Invincible ignorance. They 

acted according to their lights. 

Father Conmee turned the corner and walked along the North Circular road. It was a wonder that 

there was not a tramline in such an important thoroughfare. Surely, there ought to be. 

A band of satchelled schoolboys crossed from Richmond street. All raised untidy caps. Father 

Conmee greeted them more than once benignly. Christian brother boys. 

Father Conmee smelt incense on his right hand as he walked. Saint Joseph's church, Portland row. 

For aged and virtuous females. Father Conmee raised his hat to the Blessed Sacrament. Virtuous: 

but occasionally they were also badtempered. 

Near Aldborough house Father Conmee thought of that spendthrift nobleman. And now it was an 

office or something. 

Father Conmee began to walk along the North Strand road and was saluted by Mr William 

Gallagher who stood in the doorway of his shop. Father Conmee saluted Mr William Gallagher and 

perceived the odours that came from baconflitches and ample cools of butter. He passed Grogan's 

the Tobacconist against which newsboards leaned and told of a dreadful catastrophe in New York. 

In America those things were continually happening. Unfortunate people to die like that, 

unprepared. Still, an act of perfect contrition. 

Father Conmee went by Daniel Bergin's publichouse against the window of which two unlabouring 
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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 porkbutcher's, Father Conmee observed 

pig's puddings, white and black and red, lie neatly curled in tubes. 

Moored under the trees of Charleville Mall Father Conmee saw a turfbarge, 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 whence men might dig it out and bring it to town and 

hamlet to make fires in the houses of poor people. 

 

pp. 225-228 (185-187) 

 

A onelegged sailor crutched himself round MacConnell's corner, skirting Rabaiotti's icecream car, 

and jerked himself up Eccles street. Towards Larry O'Rourke, in shirtsleeves in his doorway, he 

growled unamiably: 

— For England... 

He swung himself violently forward past Katey and Boody Dedalus, halted and growled: 

— home and beauty. 

J. J. O'Molloy's white careworn face was told that Mr Lambert was in the warehouse with a visitor. 

A stout lady stopped, took a copper coin from her purse and dropped it into the cap held out to her. 

The sailor grumbled thanks, glanced sourly at the unheeding windows, sank his head and swung 

himself forward four strides. 

He halted and growled angrily: 

— For England... 

Two barefoot urchins, sucking long liquorice laces, halted near him, gaping at his stump with their 

yellowslobbered mouths. 

He swung himself forward in vigorous jerks, halted, lifted his head towards a window and bayed 

deeply: 

— home and beauty. 

The gay sweet chirping whistling within went on a bar or two, ceased. The blind of the window was 

drawn aside. A card Unfurnished Apartments slipped from the sash and fell. A plump bare generous 

arm shone, was seen, held forth from a white petticoatbodice and taut shiftstraps. A woman's hand 

flung forth a coin over the area railings. It fell on the path. 

One of the urchins ran to it, picked it up and dropped it into the minstrel's cap, saying: 

— There, sir. 

     

    ********************** 

 

Katey and Boody Dedalus shoved in the door of the closesteaming kitchen. 
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— Did you put in the books? Boody asked. 

Maggy at the range rammed down a greyish mass beneath bubbling suds twice with her potstick 

and wiped her brow. 

— They wouldn't give anything on them, she said. 

Father Conmee walked through Clongowes fields, his thinsocked ankles tickled by stubble. 

— Where did you try? Boody asked. 

— M'Guinness's. 

Boody stamped her foot and threw her satchel on the table. 

— Bad cess to her big face! she cried. 

Katey went to the range and peered with squinting eyes. 

— What's in the pot? she asked. 

— Shirts, Maggy said. 

Boody cried angrily: 

— Crickey, is there nothing for us to eat? 

Katey, lifting the kettlelid in a pad of her stained skirt, asked: 

— And what's in this? 

A heavy fume gushed in answer. 

— Peasoup, Maggy said. 

— Where did you get it? Katey asked. 

— Sister Mary Patrick, Maggy said. 

The lacquey rang his bell. 

— Barang! 

Boody sat down at the table and said hungrily: 

— Give us it here. 

Maggy poured yellow thick soup from the kettle into a bowl. Katey, sitting opposite Boody, said 

quietly, as her fingertip lifted to her mouth random crumbs: 

— A good job we have that much. Where's Dilly? 

— Gone to meet father, Maggy said. Boody, breaking big chunks of bread into the yellow soup, 

added: 

— Our father who art not in heaven. 

Maggy, pouring yellow soup in Katey's bowl, exclaimed: 

— Boody! For shame! 

A skiff, a crumpled throwaway, Elijah is coming, rode lightly down the Liffey, under Loopline bridge, 

shooting the rapids where water chafed around the bridgepiers, sailing eastward past hulls and 

anchorchains, between the Customhouse old dock and George's quay. 

 

    ********************** 

 

The blond girl in Thornton's bedded the wicker basket with rustling fibre. Blazes Boylan handed her 

the bottle swathed in pink tissue paper and a small jar. 
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— Put these in first, will you? he said. 

— Yes, sir, the blond girl said. And the fruit on top. 

— That'll do, game ball, Blazes Boylan said. 

She bestowed fat pears neatly, head by tail, and among them ripe shamefaced peaches. 

Blazes Boylan walked here and there in new tan shoes about the fruitsmelling shop, lifting fruits, 

young juicy crinkled and plump red tomatoes, sniffing smells. 

H. E. L. Y.'S filed before him, tallwhitehatted, past Tangier lane, plodding towards their goal. 

He turned suddenly from a chip of strawberries, drew a gold watch from his fob and held it at its 

chain's length. 

— Can you send them by tram? Now? 

A darkbacked figure under Merchants' arch scanned books on the hawker's cart. 

— Certainly, sir. Is it in the city? 

— O, yes, Blazes Boylan said. Ten minutes. 

The blond girl handed him a docket and pencil. 

— Will you write the address, sir? 

Blazes Boylan at the counter wrote and pushed the docket to her. 

— Send it at once, will you? he said. It's for an invalid. 

— Yes, sir. I will, sir. 

Blazes Boylan rattled merry money in his trousers' pocket. 

— What's the damage? he asked. 

The blond girl's slim fingers reckoned the fruits. 

 

Blazes Boylan looked into the cut of her blouse. A young pullet. He took a red carnation from the 

tall stemglass. 

— This for me? he asked gallantly. 

The blond girl glanced sideways at him, got up regardless, with his tie a bit crooked, blushing. 

— Yes, sir, she said. 

Bending archly she reckoned again fat pears and blushing peaches. 

Blazes Boylan looked in her blouse with more favour, the stalk of the red flower between his smiling 

teeth. 

— May I say a word to your telephone, missy? he asked roguishly. 

 

pp. 233-237 (192-194) 

 

The gates of the drive opened wide to give egress to the viceregal cavalcade. 

— Even money, Lenehan said returning. I knocked against Bantam Lyons in there going to back a 

bloody horse someone gave him that hasn't an earthly. Through here. 

They went up the steps and under Merchants' arch. A darkbacked figure scanned books on the 

hawker's cart. 

— There he is, Lenehan said. 
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— Wonder what he's buying, M'Coy said, glancing behind. 

— Leopoldo or the Bloom is on the Rye, Lenehan said. 

— He's dead nuts on sales, M'Coy said. I was with him one day and he bought a book from an old 

one in Liffey street for two bob. There were fine plates in it worth double the money, the stars and 

the moon and comets with long tails. Astronomy it was about. 

Lenehan laughed. 

— I'll tell you a damn good one about comets' tails, he said. Come over in the sun. 

They crossed to the metal bridge and went along Wellington quay by the riverwall. 

Master Patrick Aloysius Dignam came out of Mangan's, late Fehrenbach's, carrying a pound and a 

half of porksteaks. 

— There was a big spread out at Glencree reformatory, Lenehan said eagerly. The annual dinner, 

you know. Boiled shirt affair. The lord mayor was there, Val Dillon it was, and sir Charles Cameron 

and Dan Dawson spoke and there was music. Bartell d'Arcy sang and Benjamin Dollard... 

— I know, M'Coy broke in. My missus sang there once. 

— Did she? Lenehan said. 

A card Unfurnished Apartments reappeared on the windowsash of number 7 Eccles street. 

He checked his tale a moment but broke out in a wheezy laugh. 

— But wait till I tell you, he said. Delahunt of Camden street had the catering and yours truly was 

chief bottlewasher. Bloom and the wife were there. Lashings of stuff we put up: port wine and 

sherry and curacao to which we did ample justice. Fast and furious it was. After liquids came 

solids. Cold joints galore and mince pies... 

— I know, M'Coy said. The year the missus was there... 

Lenehan linked his arm warmly. 

— But wait till I tell you, he said. We had a midnight lunch too after all the jollification and when 

we sallied forth it was blue o'clock the morning after the night before. Coming home it was a 

gorgeous winter's night on the Featherbed Mountain. Bloom and Chris Callinan were on one side of 

the car and I was with the wife on the other. We started singing glees and duets: Lo, the early beam 

of morning. She was well primed with a good load of Delahunt's port under her bellyband. Every jolt 

the bloody car gave I had her bumping up against me. Hell's delights! She has a fine pair, God bless 

her. Like that. 

He held his caved hands a cubit from him, frowning: 

— I was tucking the rug under her and settling her boa all the time. Know what I mean? 

His hands moulded ample curves of air. He shut his eyes tight in delight, his body shrinking, and 

blew a sweet chirp from his lips. 

— The lad stood to attention anyhow, he said with a sigh. She's a gamey mare and no mistake. 

Bloom was pointing out all the stars and the comets in the heavens to Chris Callinan and the jarvey: 

the great bear and Hercules and the dragon, and the whole jingbang lot. But, by God, I was lost, so 

to speak, in the milky way. He knows them all, faith. At last she spotted a weeny weeshy one miles 

away. And what star is that, Poldy? says she. By God, she had Bloom cornered. That one, is it? says 

Chris Callinan, sure that's only what you might call a pinprick. By God, he wasn't far wide of the mark. 
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Lenehan stopped and leaned on the riverwall, panting with soft laughter. 

— I'm weak, he gasped. 

M'Coy's white face smiled about it at instants and grew grave. Lenehan walked on again. He lifted 

his yachtingcap and scratched his hindhead rapidly. He glanced sideways in the sunlight at M'Coy. 

— He's a cultured allroundman, Bloom is, he said seriously. He's not one of your common or 

garden... you know... There's a touch of the artist about old Bloom. 

 

    ********************** 

 

Mr Bloom turned over idly pages of The Awful Disclosures of Maria Monk, then of Aristotle's 

Masterpiece. Crooked botched print. Plates: infants cuddled in a ball in bloodred wombs like livers of 

slaughtered cows. Lots of them like that at this moment all over the world. All butting with their 

skulls to get out of it. Child born every minute somewhere. Mrs Purefoy. 

He laid both books aside and glanced at the third: Tales of the Ghetto by Leopold von Sacher Masoch. 

— That I had, he said, pushing it by. 

The shopman let two volumes fall on the counter. 

— Them are two good ones, he said. 

Onions of his breath came across the counter out of his ruined mouth. He bent to make a bundle of 

the other books, hugged them against his unbuttoned waistcoat and bore them off behind the dingy 

curtain. 

On O'Connell bridge many persons observed the grave deportment and gay apparel of Mr Denis J 

Maginni, professor of dancing &c. 

Mr Bloom, alone, looked at the titles. Fair Tyrants by James Lovebirch. Know the kind that is. Had it? 

Yes. 

He opened it. Thought so. 

A woman's voice behind the dingy curtain. Listen: the man. 

No: she wouldn't like that much. Got her it once. 

He read the other title: Sweets of Sin. More in her line. Let us see. 

He read where his finger opened. 

— All the dollarbills her husband gave her were spent in the stores on wondrous gowns and costliest frillies. 

For him! For Raoul! 

Yes. This. Here. Try. 

— Her mouth glued on his in a luscious voluptuous kiss while his hands felt for the opulent curves inside her 

deshabillé. 

Yes. Take this. The end. 

— You are late, he spoke hoarsely, eying her with a suspicious glare. 

The beautiful woman threw off her sabletrimmed wrap, displaying her queenly shoulders and heaving 

embonpoint. An imperceptible smile played round her perfect lips as she turned to him calmly. 

Mr Bloom read again: The beautiful woman. 

Warmth showered gently over him, cowing his flesh. Flesh yielded amid rumpled clothes: whites of 
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eyes swooning up. His nostrils arched themselves for prey. Melting breast ointments (for him! For 

Raoul!). Armpits' oniony sweat. Fishgluey slime (her heaving embonpoint!). Feel! Press! Crushed! 

Sulphur dung of lions! 

Young! Young! 

An elderly female, no more young, left the building of the courts of chancery, king's bench, 

exchequer and common pleas, having heard in the lord chancellor's court the case in lunacy of 

Potterton, in the admiralty division the summons, exparte motion, of the owners of the Lady Cairns 

versus the owners of the barque Mona, in the court of appeal reservation of judgment in the case of 

Harvey versus the Ocean Accident and Guarantee Corporation. 

Phlegmy coughs shook the air of the bookshop, bulging out the dingy curtains. The shopman's 

uncombed grey head came out and his unshaven reddened face, coughing. He raked his throat 

rudely, spat phlegm on the floor. He put his boot on what he had spat, wiping his sole along it, and 

bent, showing a rawskinned crown, scantily haired. 

Mr Bloom beheld it. 

Mastering his troubled breath, he said: 

— I'll take this one. 

The shopman lifted eyes bleared with old rheum. 

— Sweets of Sin, he said, tapping on it. That's a good one. 

 

pp. 250-252 (206-20 7) 

 

Opposite Ruggy O'Donohoe's Master Patrick Aloysius Dignam, pawing the pound and a half of 

Mangan's, late Fehrenbach's, porksteaks he had been sent for, went along warm Wicklow street 

dawdling. It was too blooming dull sitting in the parlour with Mrs Stoer and Mrs Quigley and Mrs 

MacDowell and the blind down and they all at their sniffles and sipping sups of the superior tawny 

sherry uncle Barney brought from Tunney's. And they eating crumbs of the cottage fruitcake, 

jawing the whole blooming time and sighing. 

After Wicklow lane the window of Madame Doyle, courtdress milliner, stopped him. He stood 

looking in at the two puckers stripped to their pelts and putting up their props. From the 

sidemirrors two mourning Masters Dignam gaped silently. Myler Keogh, Dublin's pet lamb, will 

meet sergeantmajor Bennett, the Portobello bruiser, for a purse of fifty sovereigns. Gob, that'd be a 

good pucking match to see. Myler Keogh, that's the chap sparring out to him with the green sash. 

Two bar entrance, soldiers half price. I could easy do a bunk on ma. Master Dignam on his left 

turned as he turned. 

That's me in mourning. When is it? May the twentysecond. Sure, the blooming thing is all over. He 

turned to the right and on his right Master Dignam turned, his cap awry, his collar sticking up. 

Buttoning it down, his chin lifted, he saw the image of Marie Kendall, charming soubrette, beside 

the two puckers. One of them mots that do be in the packets of fags Stoer smokes that his old fellow 

welted hell out of him for one time he found out. 

Master Dignam got his collar down and dawdled on. The best pucker going for strength was 
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Fitzsimons. One puck in the wind from that fellow would knock you into the middle of next week, 

man. But the best pucker for science was Jem Corbet before Fitzsimons knocked the stuffings out of 

him, dodging and all. 

In Grafton street Master Dignam saw a red flower in a toff's mouth and a swell pair of kicks on him 

and he listening to what the drunk was telling him and grinning all the time. 

No Sandymount tram. 

Master Dignam walked along Nassau street, shifted the porksteaks to his other hand. His collar 

sprang up again and he tugged it down. The blooming stud was too small for the buttonhole of the 

shirt, blooming end to it. He met schoolboys with satchels. I'm not going tomorrow either, stay 

away till Monday. He met other schoolboys. Do they notice I'm in mourning? Uncle Barney said 

he'd get it into the paper tonight. Then they'll all see it in the paper and read my name printed and 

pa's name. 

His face got all grey instead of being red like it was and there was a fly walking over it up to his eye. 

The scrunch that was when they were screwing the screws into the coffin: and the bumps when 

they were bringing it downstairs. 

Pa was inside it and ma crying in the parlour and uncle Barney telling the men how to get it round 

the bend. A big coffin it was, and high and heavylooking. How was that? The last night pa was 

boosed he was standing on the landing there bawling out for his boots to go out to Tunney's for to 

boose more and he looked butty and short in his shirt. Never see him again. Death, that is. Pa is 

dead. My father is dead. He told me to be a good son to ma. I couldn't hear the other things he said 

but I saw his tongue and his teeth trying to say it better. Poor pa. That was Mr Dignam, my father. I 

hope he is in purgatory now because he went to confession to Father Conroy on Saturday night.	


