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CYCLOPS (CHAPTER 12) 
 
 

p. 292 Modern Library edition (p.240 Gabler edition) 

 
 I was just passing the time of day with old Troy of the D. M. P. at the corner of Arbour hill 
there and be damned but a bloody sweep came along and he near drove his gear into my 
eye. I turned around to let him have the weight of my tongue when who should I see 
dodging along Stony Batter only Joe Hynes. 

 
— Lo, Joe, says I. How are you blowing? Did you see that bloody chimneysweep near 
shove my eye out with his brush? 
— Soot's luck, says Joe. Who's the old ballocks you were talking to? 
— Old Troy, says I, was in the force. I'm on two minds not to give that fellow in charge for 
obstructing the thoroughfare with his brooms and ladders. 
— What are you doing round those parts? says Joe. 
— Devil a much, says I. There's a bloody big foxy thief beyond by the garrison church at 
the corner of Chicken lane— old Troy was just giving me a wrinkle about him— lifted any 
God's quantity of tea and sugar to pay three bob a week said he had a farm in the county 
Down off a hop-of-my-thumb by the name of Moses Herzog over there near Heytesbury 
street. 
— Circumcised? says Joe. 
— Ay, says I. A bit off the top. An old plumber named Geraghty. I'm hanging on to his taw 
now for the past fortnight and I can't get a penny out of him. 
 

p. 295 (242) 
 

So we turned into Barney Kiernan's and there, sure enough, was the citizen up in the 
corner having a great confab with himself and that bloody mangy mongrel, Garryowen, 
and he waiting for what the sky would drop in the way of drink. 
— There he is, says I, in his gloryhole, with his cruiskeen lawn and his load of papers, 
working for the cause. 
The bloody mongrel let a grouse out of him would give you the creeps. Be a corporal work 
of mercy if someone would take the life of that bloody dog. I'm told for a fact he ate a good 
part of the breeches off a constabulary man in Santry that came round one time with a blue 
paper about a licence. 
— Stand and deliver, says he. 
— That's all right, citizen, says Joe. Friends here. 
— Pass, friends, says he. 
Then he rubs his hand in his eye and says he: 
— What's your opinion of the times? 
Doing the rapparee and Rory of the hill. But, begob, Joe was equal to the occasion. 
— I think the markets are on a rise, says he, sliding his hand down his fork. 
So begob the citizen claps his paw on his knee and he says: 
— Foreign wars is the cause of it. 
And says Joe, sticking his thumb in his pocket: 
— It's the Russians wish to tyrannise. 
— Arrah, give over your bloody codding, Joe, says I. I've a thirst on me I wouldn't sell for 
half a crown. 
— Give it a name, citizen, says Joe. 
— Wine of the country, says he. 
— What's yours? says Joe. 
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— Ditto MacAnaspey, says I. 
— Three pints, Terry, says Joe. And how's the old heart, citizen? says he. 
— Never better, a chara, says he. What Garry? Are we going to win? Eh? 
And with that he took the bloody old towser by the scruff of the neck and, by Jesus, he near 
throttled him. 
The figure seated on a large boulder at the foot of a round tower was that of a 
broadshouldered deepchested stronglimbed frankeyed redhaired freelyfreckled 
shaggybearded widemouthed largenosed longheaded deepvoiced barekneed brawnyhanded 
hairylegged ruddyfaced sinewyarmed hero. 

 
p. 297 (244) 
 
So anyhow Terry brought the three pints Joe was standing and begob the sight nearly left 
my eyes when I saw him land out a quid O, as true as I'm telling you. A goodlooking 
sovereign. 
— And there's more where that came from, says he. 

 — Were you robbing the poorbox, Joe? says I? 
 — Sweat of my brow, says Joe. 'Twas the prudent member gave me the wheeze. 

 — I saw him before I met you, says I, sloping around by Pill lane and Greek street 
with his cod's eye  counting up all the guts of the fish. 
Who comes through Michan's land, bedight in sable armour? O'Bloom, the son of Rory: it 
is he. Impervious to fear is Rory's son: he of the prudent soul. 
 
p. 298 (245) 
 
Little Alf Bergan popped in round the door and hid behind Barney's snug, squeezed up with 
the laughing. And who was sitting up there in the corner that I hadn't seen snoring drunk 
blind to the world only Bob Doran. I didn't know what was up and Alf kept making signs 
out of the door. And begob what was it only that bloody old pantaloon Denis Breen in his 
bathslippers with two bloody big books tucked under his oxter and the wife hotfoot after 
him, unfortunate wretched woman, trotting like a poodle. I thought Alf would split. 
— Look at him, says he. Breen. He's traipsing all round Dublin with a postcard someone 
sent him with u. p.: up on it to take a li... 
And he doubled up. 

 — Take a what? says I. 
 — Libel action, says he, for ten thousand pounds. 
 — O hell! says I. 

The bloody mongrel began to growl that'd put the fear of God in you seeing something was 
up but the citizen gave him a kick in the ribs. 
— Bi i dho husht, says he. 

 — Who? says Joe. 
— Breen, says Alf. He was in John Henry Menton's and then he went round to Collis and 
Ward's and then Tom Rochford met him and sent him round to the subsheriff's for a lark. 
O God, I've a pain laughing. U. p: up. The long fellow gave him an eye as good as a 
process and now the bloody old lunatic is gone round to Green street to look for a G. man. 
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p. 303 (249) 
 
Hello, Bloom, says he, what will you have? 
So they started arguing about the point, Bloom saying he wouldn't and he couldn't and 
excuse him no offence and all to that and then he said well he'd just take a cigar. Gob, he's 
a prudent member and no mistake. 

 — Give us one of your prime stinkers, Terry, says Joe. 
And Alf was telling us there was one chap sent in a mourning card with a black border 
round it. 
— They're all barbers, says he, from the black country that would hang their own fathers 
for five quid down and travelling expenses. 
And he was telling us there's two fellows waiting below to pull his heels down when he 
gets the drop and choke him properly and then they chop up the rope after and sell the bits 
for a few bob a skull. 
In the dark land they bide, the vengeful knights of the razor. Their deadly coil they grasp: 
yea, and therein they lead to Erebus whatsoever wight hath done a deed of blood for I will 
on nowise suffer it even so saith the Lord. 
So they started talking about capital punishment and of course Bloom comes out with the 
why and the wherefore and all the codology of the business and the old dog smelling him 
all the time I'm told those jewies does have a sort of a queer odour coming off them for 
dogs about I don't know what all deterrent effect and so forth and so on. 

 — There's one thing it hasn't a deterrent effect on, says Alf. 
 — What's that? says Joe. 
 — The poor bugger's tool that's being hanged, says Alf. 
 — That so? says Joe. 

— God's truth, says Alf. I heard that from the head warder that was in Kilmainham when 
they hanged Joe Brady, the invincible. He told me when they cut him down after the drop it 
was standing up in their faces like a poker. 

 — Ruling passion strong in death, says Joe, as someone said. 
— That can be explained by science, says Bloom. It's only a natural phenomenon, don't 
you see, because on account of the... 
And then he starts with his jawbreakers about phenomenon and science and this 
phenomenon and the other phenomenon. 
 
p. 305 (251) 
 
And the citizen and Bloom having an argument about the point, the brothers Sheares and 
Wolfe Tone beyond on Arbour Hill and Robert Emmet and die for your country, the Tommy 
Moore touch about Sara Curran and she's far from the land. And Bloom, of course, with his 
knockmedown cigar putting on swank with his lardy face. Phenomenon! The fat heap he 
married is a nice old phenomenon with a back on her like a ballalley. Time they were 
stopping up in the City Arms pisser Burke told me there was an old one there with a cracked 
loodheramaun of a nephew and Bloom trying to get the soft side of her doing the 
mollycoddle playing bézique to come in for a bit of the wampum in her will and not eating 
meat of a Friday because the old one was always thumping her craw and taking the lout 
out for a walk. And one time he led him the rounds of Dublin and, by the holy farmer, he 
never cried crack till he brought him home as drunk as a boiled owl and he said he did it to 
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teach him the evils of alcohol and by herrings, if the three women didn't near roast him, it's 
a queer story, the old one, Bloom's wife and Mrs O'Dowd that kept the hotel. Jesus, I had 
to laugh at pisser Burke taking them off chewing the fat. And Bloom with his but don't you 
see? and but on the other hand. And sure, more be token, the lout I'm told was in Power's 
after, the blender's, round in Cope street going home footless in a cab five times in the 
week after drinking his way through all the samples in the bloody establishment. 
Phenomenon! 
— The memory of the dead, says the citizen taking up his pintglass and glaring at Bloom. 

 — Ay, ay, says Joe. 
 — You don't grasp my point, says Bloom. What I mean is... 

— Sinn Fein! says the citizen. Sinn Fein amhain! The friends we love are by our side and the 
foes we hate before us. 
 
p. 312 (257) 
 
And says Joe: 
— Could you make a hole in another pint? 
— Could a swim duck? says I. 
— Same again, Terry, says Joe. Are you sure you won't have anything in the way of liquid 
refreshment? says he. 
— Thank you, no, says Bloom. As a matter of fact I just wanted to meet Martin 
Cunningham, don't you see, about this insurance of poor Dignam's. Martin asked me to go 
to the house. You see, he, Dignam, I mean, didn't serve any notice of the assignment on 
the company at the time and nominally under the act the mortgagee can't recover on the 
policy. 
— Holy Wars, says Joe, laughing, that's a good one if old Shylock is landed. So the wife 
comes out top dog, what? 
— Well, that's a point, says Bloom, for the wife's admirers. 
— Whose admirers? says Joe. 
— The wife's advisers, I mean, says Bloom. 
Then he starts all confused mucking it up about mortgagor under the act like the lord 
chancellor giving it out on the bench and for the benefit of the wife and that a trust is 
created but on the other hand that Dignam owed Bridgeman the money and if now the wife 
or the widow contested the mortgagee's right till he near had the head of me addled with 
his mortgagor under the act. He was bloody safe he wasn't run in himself under the act 
that time as a rogue and vagabond only he had a friend in court. Selling bazaar tickets or 
what do you call it royal Hungarian privileged lottery. True as you're there. O, commend 
me to an israelite! Royal and privileged Hungarian robbery. 
So Bob Doran comes lurching around asking Bloom to tell Mrs Dignam he was sorry for her 
trouble and he was very sorry about the funeral and to tell her that he said and everyone 
who knew him said that there was never a truer, a finer than poor little Willy that's dead to 
tell her. Choking with bloody foolery. And shaking Bloom's hand doing the tragic to tell her 
that. Shake hands, brother. You're a rogue and I'm another. 
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p. 319 (262) 
 
— He knows which side his bread is buttered, says Alf. I hear he's running a concert tour 
now up in the north. 
— He is, says Joe. Isn't he? 
— Who? says Bloom. Ah, yes. That's quite true. Yes, a kind of summer tour, you see. Just a 
holiday. 
— Mrs B. is the bright particular star, isn't she? says Joe. 
— My wife? says Bloom. She's singing, yes. I think it will be a success too. 
He's an excellent man to organise. Excellent. 
Hoho begob says I to myself says I. That explains the milk in the cocoanut and absence of 
hair on the animal's chest. Blazes doing the tootle on the flute. Concert tour. Dirty Dan the 
dodger's son off Island bridge that sold the same horses twice over to the government to 
fight the Boers. Old Whatwhat. I called about the poor and water rate, Mr Boylan. You 
what? The water rate, Mr Boylan. You whatwhat? That's the bucko that'll organise her, 
take my tip. 'Twixt me and you Caddareesh. 
Pride of Calpe's rocky mount, the ravenhaired daughter of Tweedy. There grew she to 
peerless beauty where loquat and almond scent the air. The gardens of Alameda knew her 
step: the garths of olives knew and bowed. The chaste spouse of Leopold is she: Marion of 
the bountiful bosoms. 

 
p. 325 (267) 

 
— What's up with you, says I to Lenehan. You look like a fellow that had lost a bob and 
found a tanner. 
— Gold cup, says he. 
— Who won, Mr Lenehan? says Terry. 
— Throwaway, says he, at twenty to one. A rank outsider. And the rest nowhere. 
— And Bass's mare? says Terry. 
— Still running, says he. We're all in a cart. Boylan plunged two quid on my tip Sceptre for 
himself and a lady friend. 
— I had half a crown myself, says Terry, on Zinfandel that Mr Flynn gave me. Lord Howard 
de Walden's. 
— Twenty to one, says Lenehan. Such is life in an outhouse. Throwaway, says he. Takes the 
biscuit, and talking about bunions. Frailty, thy name is Sceptre. 
So he went over to the biscuit tin Bob Doran left to see if there was anything he could lift 
on the nod, the old cur after him backing his luck with his mangy snout up. Old Mother 
Hubbard went to the cupboard. 
— Not there, my child, says he. 
— Keep your pecker up, says Joe. She'd have won the money only for the other dog. 
And J. J. and the citizen arguing about law and history with Bloom sticking in an odd word. 
— Some people, says Bloom, can see the mote in others' eyes but they can't see the beam 
in their own. 
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p. 329 (270) 
 

— That's your glorious British navy, says the citizen, that bosses the earth. The fellows 
that never will be slaves, with the only hereditary chamber on the face of God's earth and 
their land in the hands of a dozen gamehogs and cottonball barons. That's the great empire 
they boast about of drudges and whipped serfs. 
— On which the sun never rises, says Joe. 
— And the tragedy of it is, says the citizen, they believe it. The unfortunate yahoos believe 
it. 
They believe in rod, the scourger almighty, creator of hell upon earth, and in Jacky Tar, the 
son of a gun, who was conceived of unholy boast, born of the fighting navy, suffered under 
rump and dozen, was scarified, flayed and curried, yelled like bloody hell, the third day he 
arose again from the bed, steered into haven, sitteth on his beamend till further orders 
whence he shall come to drudge for a living and be paid. 
— But, says Bloom, isn't discipline the same everywhere. I mean wouldn't it be the same 
here if you put force against force? 
Didn't I tell you? As true as I'm drinking this porter if he was at his last gasp he'd try to 
downface you that dying was living. 

 
p. 331 (271) 
 
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 the 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. I 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. 
 
p. 332 (273) 
 
— And I 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 
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this very moment, says he, putting up his fist, sold by auction in Morocco like slaves or 
cattle. 
— Are 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. I mean the opposite of hatred. I 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. 
 
p. 335 (274) 
 
— I know where he's gone, says Lenehan, cracking his fingers. 
— Who? says I. 
— Bloom, says he. The courthouse is a blind. He had a few bob on Throwaway and he's 
gone to gather in the shekels. 
— Is it that whiteeyed kaffir? says the citizen, that never backed a horse in anger in his life? 
— That's where he's gone, says Lenehan. I met Bantam Lyons going to back that horse 
only I put him off it and he told me Bloom gave him the tip. Bet you what you like he has a 
hundred shillings to five on. He's the only man in Dublin has it. A dark horse. 
— He's a bloody dark horse himself, says Joe. 

 
p. 337 (276) 

 
So in comes Martin asking where was Bloom. 
— Where is he? says Lenehan. Defrauding widows and orphans. 
— Isn't that a fact, says John Wyse, what I was telling the citizen about Bloom and the Sinn 
Fein? 
— That's so, says Martin. Or so they allege. 
— Who made those allegations? says Alf. 
— I, says Joe. I'm the alligator. 
— And after all, says John Wyse, why can't a jew love his country like the next fellow? 
— Why not? says J. J., when he's quite sure which country it is. 
— Is he a jew or a gentile or a holy Roman or a swaddler or what the hell is he? says Ned. 
Or who is he? No offence, Crofton. 
— Who is Junius? says J. J. 
— We don't want him, says Crofter the Orangeman or presbyterian. 
— He's a perverted jew, says Martin, from a place in Hungary and it was he drew up all the 
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plans according to the Hungarian system. We know that in the castle. 
— Isn't he a cousin of Bloom the dentist? says Jack Power. 
— Not at all, says Martin. Only namesakes. His name was Virag, the father's name that 
poisoned himself. He changed it by deedpoll, the father did. 
— That's the new Messiah for Ireland! says the citizen. Island of saints and sages! 
— Well, they're still waiting for their redeemer, says Martin. For that matter so are we. 
— Yes, says J. J., and every male that's born they think it may be their Messiah. And every 
jew is in a tall state of excitement, I believe, till he knows if he's a father or a mother. 
— Expecting every moment will be his next, says Lenehan. 
— O, by God, says Ned, you should have seen Bloom before that son of his that died was 
born. I met him one day in the south city markets buying a tin of Neave's food six weeks 
before the wife was delivered. 
— En ventre sa mère, says J. J. 
— Do you call that a man? says the citizen. 
— I wonder did he ever put it out of sight, says Joe. 
— Well, there were two children born anyhow, says Jack Power. 
— And who does he suspect? says the citizen. 
Gob, there's many a true word spoken in jest. One of those mixed middlings he is. Lying up 
in the hotel Pisser was telling me once a month with headache like a totty with her courses. 
Do you know what I'm telling you? It'd be an act of God to take a hold of a fellow the like 
of that and throw him in the bloody sea. Justifiable homicide, so it would. Then sloping off 
with his five quid without putting up a pint of stuff like a man. Give us your blessing. Not 
as much as would blind your eye. 
— Charity to the neighbour, says Martin. But where is he? We can't wait. 
— A wolf in sheep's clothing, says the citizen. That's what he is. Virag from Hungary! 
Ahasuerus I call him. Cursed by God. 
 
p. 342 (280) 
 
And says he: 
— Mendelssohn was a jew and Karl Marx and Mercadante and Spinoza. And the Saviour 
was a jew and his father was a jew. Your God. 
— He had no father, says Martin. That'll do now. Drive ahead. 
— Whose God? says the citizen. 
— Well, his uncle was a jew, says he. Your God was a jew. Christ was a jew like me. 
Gob, the citizen made a plunge back into the shop. 
— By Jesus, says he, I'll brain that bloody jewman for using the holy name. By Jesus, I'll 
crucify him so I will. Give us that biscuitbox here. 
— Stop! Stop! says Joe. 

 
p. 345 (282) 

 
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 
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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 sheepsface 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, 
I promise you. 
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. 

	


