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 CIRCE (CHAPTER 15) 

 
 NOTE: Reader’s lines are marked with red initials. Paul Cronan will read each character’s name and 

its succeeding parenthetical stage direction, unless otherwise marked. 
  

p. 429 (350) 
  
 (PC) (The Mabbot street entrance of nighttown, before which stretches an uncobbled tramsiding set 

with skeleton tracks, red and green will-o'-the-wisps and danger signals. Rows of grimy houses with 
gaping doors. Rare lamps with faint rainbow fins. Round Rabaiotti's halted ice gondola stunted 
men and women squabble. They grab wafers between which are wedged lumps of coral and copper 
snow. Sucking, they scatter slowly. Children. The swancomb of the gondola, highreared, forges on 
through the murk, white and blue under a lighthouse. Whistles call and answer.) 
 
p. 431 (352) 
 

 (PC) (Stephen, flourishing the ashplant in his left hand, chants with joy the introit for paschal 
time. Lynch, his jockeycap low on his brow, attends him, a sneer of discontent wrinkling his face.) 
 
p. 434 (354) 
 

 (PC) At Antonio Rabaiotti's door Bloom halts, sweated under the bright arclamp. He disappears. In 
a moment he reappears and hurries on.) 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: Fish and taters. N. g. Ah! 
  
 (MJK) (He disappears into Olhausen's, the porkbutcher's, under the downcoming rollshutter. A few 

moments later he emerges from under the shutter, puffing Poldy, blowing Bloohoom. In each hand 
he holds a parcel, one containing a lukewarm pig's crubeen, the other a cold sheep's trotter, 
sprinkled with wholepepper. He gasps, standing upright. Then bending to one side he presses a 
parcel against his ribs and groans.) 
 

 (BW) BLOOM: Stitch in my side. Why did I run? 
  
pp. 437-441 (357-360) 
 

 (BW) BLOOM: Beware of pickpockets. Old thieves' dodge. Collide. Then snatch your 
purse. 
 

 (AF) (The retriever approaches sniffing, nose to the ground. A sprawled form sneezes. A stooped 
bearded figure appears garbed in the long caftan of an elder in Zion and a smokingcap with 
magenta tassels. Horned spectacles hang down at the wings of the nose. Yellow poison streaks are 
on the drawn face.) 

 



	 2	

 (SS) RUDOLPH: Second halfcrown waste money today. I told you not go with drunken goy 
ever. So you catch no money. 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Hides the crubeen and trotter behind his back and, crestfallen, feels warm and cold 

feetmeat.) Ja, ich weiss, papachi. 
 

 (SS) RUDOLPH: What you making down this place? Have you no soul? 
 
  
 (LD) (with feeble vulture talons he feels the silent face of Bloom.) Are you not my son Leopold, 

the grandson of Leopold? Are you not my dear son Leopold who left the house of his 
father and left the god of his fathers Abraham and Jacob? 
 

 (BW) BLOOM: (With precaution.) I suppose so, father. Mosenthal. All that's left of him. 
 

 (SS) RUDOLPH: (Severely.) One night they bring you home drunk as dog after spend your 
good money. What you call them running chaps? 
 

 (PC) (In youth's smart blue Oxford suit with white vestslips, narrowshouldered, in brown Alpine 
hat, wearing gent's sterling silver waterbury keyless watch and double curb Albert with seal 
attached, one side of him coated with stiffening mud.) 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: Harriers, father. Only that once. 

 
 (SS) RUDOLPH: Once! Mud head to foot. Cut your hand open. Lockjaw. They make you 

kaput, Leopoldleben. You watch them chaps. 
 

 (BW) BLOOM: (Weakly.) They challenged me to a sprint. It was muddy. I slipped. 
 

 (SS) RUDOLPH: (With contempt.) Goim nachez! Nice spectacles for your poor mother! 
 

 (BW) BLOOM: Mamma! 
 

 (FW) ELLEN BLOOM: (In pantomime dame's stringed mobcap, widow Twankey's crinoline and 
bustle, blouse with muttonleg sleeves buttoned behind, grey mittens and cameo brooch, her plaited 
hair in a crispine net, appears over the staircase banisters, a slanted candlestick in her hand, and 
cries out in shrill alarm.) 
 

 (MJK) O blessed Redeemer, what have they done to him! My smelling salts! 
 
 (FW) (She hauls up a reef of skirt and ransacks the pouch of her striped blay petticoat. A phial, an 

Agnus Dei, a shrivelled potato and a celluloid doll fall out.) 
 
 (MJK) Sacred Heart of Mary, where were you at all, at all?  
 (FW) Bloom, mumbling, his eyes downcast, begins to bestow his parcels in his filled pockets but 
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desists, muttering.) 
 

 (LD) A VOICE: (Sharply.) Poldy! 
 

 (BW) BLOOM: Who? 
 
 (AF) (He ducks and wards off a blow clumsily.) 
 
 (BW) At your service. 

 
 (LD) (He looks up. Beside her mirage of datepalms a handsome woman in Turkish costume stands 

before him. Opulent curves fill out her scarlet trousers and jacket, slashed with gold. A wide yellow 
cummerbund girdles her. A white yashmak, violet in the night, covers her face, leaving free only her 
large dark eyes and raven hair.) 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: Molly! 

 
 (FW) MARION: Welly? Mrs Marion from this out, my dear man, when you speak to 

me. (Satirically.)Has poor little hubby cold feet waiting so long? 
 

 (BW) BLOOM: (Shifts from foot to foot.) No, no. Not the least little bit. 
 

 (AF) (He breathes in deep agitation, swallowing gulps of air, questions, hopes, crubeens for her 
supper, things to tell her, excuse, desire, spellbound. A coin gleams on her forehead. On her feet are 
jewelled toerings. Her ankles are linked by a slender fetterchain. Beside her a camel, hooded with a 
turreting turban, waits. A silk ladder of innumerable rungs climbs to his bobbing howdah. He 
ambles near with disgruntled hindquarters. Fiercely she slaps his haunch, her goldcurb wristbangles 
angriling, scolding him in Moorish.) 

 
 (FW) MARION: Nebrakada! Femininum! 

 
 (LD) (The camel, lifting a foreleg, plucks from a tree a large mango fruit, offers it to his mistress, 

blinking, in his cloven hoof, then droops his head and, grunting, with uplifted neck, fumbles to 
kneel. Bloom stoops his back for leapfrog.) 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: I can give you... I mean as your business menagerer... Mrs Marion... if 

you... 
 

 (FW) MARION: So you notice some change? 
 
 (AF) (Her hands passing slowly over her trinketed stomacher. A slow friendly mockery in her eyes.) 
 
 (FW) MARION: O Poldy, Poldy, you are a poor old stick in the mud! Go and see life. See 

the wide world. 
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 (BW) BLOOM: I was just going back for that lotion whitewax, orangeflower water. Shop 
closes early on Thursday. But the first thing in the morning. 

 
 (AF) (He pats divers pockets.) 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: This moving kidney. Ah! 
 
 (LD) (He points to the south, then to the east. A cake of new clean lemon soap arises, diffusing 

light and perfume.) 
 

 (JW) THE SOAP: We're a capital couple are Bloom and I. He brightens the earth. I polish 
the sky. 
 

 (LD) (The freckled face of Sweny, the druggist, appears in the disc of the soapsun.) 
 

 (BC) SWENY: Three and a penny, please. 
 

 (BW) BLOOM: Yes. For my wife. Mrs Marion. Special recipe. 
 

 (FW) MARION: (Softly.) Poldy! 
 

 (BW) BLOOM: Yes, ma'am? 
 

 (FW) MARION: Ti trema un poco il cuore? 
 

 (LD) (In disdain she saunters away, plump as a pampered pouter pigeon, humming the duet 
from Don Giovanni.) 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: Are you sure about that voglio? I mean the pronunciati... 
 

pp. 489-494 (399-403) 
 

 (BW) BLOOM: I stand for the reform of municipal morals and the plain ten 
commandments. New worlds for old. Union of all, jew, moslem and gentile. Three acres 
and a cow for all children of nature. Saloon motor hearses. Compulsory manual labour 
for all. All parks open to the public day and night. Electric dishscrubbers. Tuberculosis, 
lunacy, war and mendicancy must now cease. General amnesty, weekly carnival with 
masked licence, bonuses for all, esperanto the universal language with universal 
brotherhood. No more patriotism of barspongers and dropsical impostors. Free money, 
free rent, free love and a free lay church in a free lay state. 

 
 (SS) O’MADDEN BURKE: Free fox in a free henroost. 

 
 (BC) DAVY BYRNE: (Yawning.) Iiiiiiiiiaaaaaaach! 

 



	 5	

 (BW) BLOOM: Mixed races and mixed marriage. 
 

 (JW) LENEHAN: What about mixed bathing? 
 

 (AF) (Bloom explains to those near him his schemes for social regeneration. All agree with him. The 
keeper of the Kildare Street Museum appears, dragging a lorry on which are the shaking statues of 
several naked goddesses, Venus Callipyge, Venus Pandemos, Venus Metempsychosis, and plaster 
figures, also naked, representing the new nine muses, Commerce, Operatic Music, Amor, Publicity, 
Manufacture, Liberty of Speech, Plural Voting, Gastronomy, Private Hygiene, Seaside Concert 
Entertainments, Painless Obstetrics and Astronomy for the People.) 

 
 (SS) FATHER FARLEY: He is an episcopalian, an agnostic, an anythingarian seeking to 

overthrow our holy faith. 
 

 (LD) MRS RIORDAN: (Tears up her will.) I'm disappointed in you! You bad man! 
 

 (FW) MOTHER GROGAN: (Removes her boot to throw it at Bloom.) You beast! You 
abominable person! 
 

 (BC) NOSEY FLYNN: Give us a tune, Bloom. One of the old sweet songs. 
 

 (BW) BLOOM: (With rollicking humour.) 
I vowed that I never would leave her, —She turned out a cruel deceiver. —With my 
tooraloom tooraloom tooraloom tooraloom.  

 
 (SS) HOPPY HOLOHAN: Good old Bloom! There's nobody like him after all. 

 
 (BC) PADDY LEONARD: Stage Irishman! 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: What railway opera is like a tramline in Gibraltar? The Rows of Casteele. 
 
 (JW) (Laughter.) 

 
 (SS) LENEHAN: Plagiarist! Down with Bloom! 

 
 (AF) THE VEILED SIBYL: (Enthusiastically.) I'm a Bloomite and I glory in it. I believe in him 

in spite of all. I'd give my life for him, the funniest man on earth. 
 

 (BW) BLOOM: (Winks at the bystanders.) I bet she's a bonny lassie. 
 

 (JW) THEODORE PUREFOY: (In fishingcap and oilskin jacket.) He employs a mechanical 
device to frustrate the sacred ends of nature. 

 
 (AF) THE VEILED SIBYL: (Stabs herself.) My hero god! 
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 (PC) (She dies.) 
 

 (BC) (Many most attractive and enthusiastic women also commit suicide by stabbing, drowning, 
drinking prussic acid, aconite, arsenic, opening their veins, refusing food, casting themselves under 
steamrollers, from the top of Nelson's Pillar, into the great vat of Guinness's brewery, 
asphyxiating themselves by placing their heads in gasovens, hanging themselves in stylish garters, 
leaping from windows of different storeys.) 

 
 (SS) ALEXANDER J DOWIE (Violently.) Fellowchristians and antiBloomites, the man called 

Bloom is from the roots of hell, a disgrace to christian men. A fiendish libertine from his 
earliest years this stinking goat of Mendes gave precocious signs of infantile debauchery, 
recalling the cities of the plain, with a dissolute granddam. This vile hypocrite, bronzed 
with infamy, is the white bull mentioned in the Apocalypse. A worshipper of the Scarlet 
Woman, intrigue is the very breath of his nostrils. The stake faggots and the caldron of 
boiling oil are for him. Caliban! 

 
 (LD) THE MOB: Lynch him! Roast him! He's as bad as Parnell was. Mr Fox! 

 
 (BC) (Mother Grogan throws her boot at Bloom. Several shopkeepers from upper and lower Dorset 

street throw objects of little or no commercial value, hambones, condensed milk tins, unsaleable 
cabbage, stale bread, sheeps' tails, odd pieces of fat.) 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Excitedly.) This is midsummer madness, some ghastly joke again. By 

heaven, I am guiltless as the unsunned snow! It was my brother Henry. He is my double. 
He lives in number 2 Dolphin's Barn. Slander, the viper, has wrongfully accused me. 
Fellowcountrymen, sgenl inn ban bata coisde gan capall. I call on my old friend, Dr Malachi 
Mulligan, sex specialist, to give medical testimony on my behalf. 

 
 (JW) DR MULLIGAN: (In motor jerkin, green motorgoggles on his brow.) Dr Bloom is bisexually 

abnormal. He has recently escaped from Dr Eustace's private asylum for demented 
gentlemen. Born out of bedlock hereditary epilepsy is present, the consequence of 
unbridled lust. Traces of elephantiasis have been discovered among his ascendants. 
There are marked symptoms of chronic exhibitionism. Ambidexterity is also latent. He is 
prematurely bald from selfabuse, perversely idealistic in consequence, a reformed rake, 
and has metal teeth. In consequence of a family complex he has temporarily lost his 
memory and I believe him to be more sinned against than sinning. I have made a 
pervaginal examination and, after application of the acid test to 5427 anal, axillary, 
pectoral and pubic hairs, I declare him to be virgo intacta. 
 

 (AF) (Bloom holds his high grade hat over his genital organs.) 
 

 (SS) DR MADDEN: Hypsospadia is also marked. In the interest of coming generations I 
suggest that the parts affected should be preserved in spirits of wine in the national 
teratological museum. 
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 (BC) DR CROTTHERS: I have examined the patient's urine. It is albuminoid. Salivation is 
insufficient, the patellar reflex intermittent. 

 
 (JW) DR PUNCH COSTELLO: The fetor judaicus is most perceptible. 

 
 (SS) DR DIXON: (Reads a bill of health.) Professor Bloom is a finished example of the new 

womanly man. His moral nature is simple and lovable. Many have found him a dear 
man, a dear person. He is a rather quaint fellow on the whole, coy though 
not feebleminded in the medical sense. He has written a really beautiful letter, a poem in 
itself, to the court missionary of the Reformed Priests' Protection Society which clears up 
everything. He is practically a total abstainer and I can affirm that he sleeps on a straw 
litter and eats the most Spartan food, cold dried grocer's peas. He wears a hairshirt of 
pure Irish manufacture winter and summer and scourges himself every Saturday. He 
was, I understand, at one time a firstclass misdemeanant in Glencree reformatory. 
Another report states that he was a very posthumous child. I appeal for clemency in the 
name of the most sacred word our vocal organs have ever been called upon to speak. He 
is about to have a baby. 
 

 (MJK) (General commotion and compassion. Women faint. A wealthy American makes a street 
collection for Bloom. Gold and silver coins, blank cheques, banknotes, jewels, treasury bonds, 
maturing bills of exchange, I. O. U's, wedding rings, watchchains, lockets, necklaces and bracelets 
are rapidly collected.) 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: O, I so want to be a mother. 

 
 (AF) MRS THORNTON: (In nursetender's gown.) Embrace me tight, dear. You'll be soon over 

it. Tight, dear. 
 

 (FW) (Bloom embraces her tightly and bears eight male yellow and white children. They appear on 
a redcarpeted staircase adorned with expensive plants. All the octuplets are handsome, with 
valuable metallic faces, wellmade, respectably dressed and wellconducted, speaking five modern 
languages fluently and interested in various arts and sciences. Each has his name printed in legible 
letters on his shirtfront: Nasodoro, Goldfinger, Chrysostomos, Maindoree, Silversmile, Silberselber, 
Vifargent, Panargyros. They are immediately appointed to positions of high public trust in several 
different countries as managing directors of banks, traffic managers of railways, chairmen of limited 
liability companies, vicechairmen of hotel syndicates.) 

 
pp. 496-499 (404-407) 
 

 (SS) A DEADHAND: (Writes on the wall.) Bloom is a cod. 
 
 (BC) CRAB: (In bushranger's kit.) What did you do in the cattlecreep behind Kilbarrack? 
 
 (AF) A FEMALE INFANT: (Shakes a rattle.) And under Ballybough bridge? 
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 (MJK) A HOLLYBUSH: And in the devil's glen? 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Blushes furiously all over from frons to nates, three tears filling from his left 

eye.) Spare my past. 
 
 (EVERYONE) THE IRISH EVICTED TENANTS: (In bodycoats, kneebreeches, with Donnybrook 

fair shillelaghs.) Sjambok him! (pronounced sham-bah) 
 

 (LD) (Bloom with asses' ears seats himself in the pillory with crossed arms, his feet protruding. He 
whistles Don Giovanni, a cenar teco. Artane orphans, joining hands, caper round him. Girls of the 
Prison Gate Mission, joining hands, caper round in the opposite direction.) 

 
 (JW) THE ARTANE ORPHANS: You hig, you hog, you dirty dog!  You think the ladies love 

you! 
 

(MJK, AF, LD & FW) THE PRISON GATE GIRLS: 
If you see Kay — Tell him he may — See you in tea  — Tell him from me. 

 
 (SS) HORNBLOWER: (In ephod and huntingcap, announces.) And he shall carry the sins of 

the people to Azazel, the spirit which is in the wilderness, and to Lilith, the nighthag. 
And they shall stone him and defile him, yea, all from Agendath Netaim and from 
Mizraim, the land of Ham. 
 

 (FW) (All the people cast soft pantomime stones at Bloom. Many bonafide travellers and ownerless 
dogs come near him and defile him. Mastiansky and Citron approach in gaberdines, wearing long 
earlocks. They wag their beards at Bloom.) 

 
 (JW) MASTIANSKY AND CITRON: Belial! Laemlein of Istria, the false Messiah! Abulafia! 

Recant! 
 

 (AF) (George S. Mesias, Bloom's tailor, appears, a tailor's goose under his arm, presenting a bill.) 
 
 (BC) MESIAS: To alteration one pair trousers eleven shillings. 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Rubs his hands cheerfully.) Just like old times. Poor Bloom! 

 
 (JW) (Reuben J. Dodd, blackbearded iscariot, bad shepherd, bearing on his shoulders the drowned 

corpse of his son, approaches the pillory.) 
 
 (SS) REUBEN J.: (Whispers hoarsely.) The squeak is out. A split is gone for the flatties. Nip 

the first rattler. 
 
 (JW) THE FIRE BRIGADE: Pflaap! 
 
 (BC) BROTHER BUZZ: (Invests Bloom in a yellow habit with embroidery of painted flames and 
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high pointed hat. He places a bag of gunpowder round his neck and hands him over to the civil 
power, saying.) Forgive him his trespasses. 
 

 (MJK) (Lieutenant Myers of the Dublin Fire Brigade by general request sets fire to Bloom. 
Lamentations.) 

 
 (SS) THE CITIZEN: Thank heaven! 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (In a seamless garment marked I. H. S. stands upright amid phoenix 

flames.) Weep not for me, O daughters of Erin. 
 

 (AF) (He exhibits to Dublin reporters traces of burning. The daughters of Erin, in black garments, 
with large prayerbooks and long lighted candles in their hands, kneel down and pray.) 

 
 (MJK, LD, AF & FW) THE DAUGHTERS OF ERIN: 

Kidney of Bloom, pray for us  Flower of the Bath, pray for us. Mentor of Menton, pray for 
us. Canvasser for the Freeman, pray for us. Charitable Mason, pray for us. Wandering 
Soap, pray for us. Sweets of Sin, pray for us. Music without Words, pray for us. Reprover 
of the Citizen, pray for us. Friend of all Frillies, pray for us. Midwife Most Merciful, pray 
for us.  Potato Preservative against Plague and Pestilence, pray for us. 
(A choir of six hundred voices, conducted by Vincent O'Brien, sings the chorus from Handel's 
Messiah alleluia for the lord god omnipotent reigneth, accompanied on the organ by Joseph Glynn. 
Bloom becomes mute, shrunken, carbonised.) 
 

 pp. 505-508 (411-414) 
  
 (JW) STEPHEN: (Abruptly.) What went forth to the ends of the world to traverse not itself, 

God, the sun, Shakespeare, a commercial traveller, having itself traversed in reality itself 
becomes that self. Wait a moment. Wait a second. Damn that fellow's noise in the street. 
Self which it itself was ineluctably preconditioned to become. Ecco! 

 
 (BC) LYNCH: (With a mocking whinny of laughter grins at Bloom and Zoe Higgins.) What a 

learned speech, eh? 
 
 (LD) ZOE: (Briskly.) God help your head, he knows more than you have forgotten. 

 
 (SS) (With obese stupidity Florry Talbot regards Stephen.) 
 
 (AF) FLORRY” They say the last day is coming this summer. 
 
 (MJK) KITTY: No! 
 
 (LD) ZOE: (Explodes in laughter.) Great unjust God! 

 
 (AF) FLORRY: (Offended.) Well, it was in the papers about Antichrist. O, my foot's 



	 10	

tickling. 
 

 (FW) (Ragged barefoot newsboys, jogging a wagtail kite, patter past, yelling.) 
 
 (BC, SS & JW) THE NEWSBOYS: Stop press edition. Result of the rockinghorse races. Sea 

serpent in the royal canal. Safe arrival of Antichrist. 
 

 (BC) (Stephen turns and sees Bloom.) 
 
 (JW) STEPHEN: A time, times and half a time. 

 
 (LD) (Reuben J. Antichrist, wandering jew, a clutching hand open on his spine, stumps forward. 

Across his loins is slung a pilgrim's wallet from which protrude promissory notes and dishonoured 
bills. Aloft over his shoulder he bears a long boatpole from the hook of which the sodden huddled 
mass of his only son, saved from Liffey waters, hangs from the slack of its breeches. A hobgoblin 
in the image of Punch Costello, hipshot, crookbacked, hydrocephalic, prognathic with receding 
forehead and Ally Sloper nose, tumbles in somersaults through the gathering darkness.) 

 
 (EVERYONE) ALL: What? 
 
 (JW) THE HOBGOBLIN: (His jaws chattering, capers to and fro, goggling his eyes, squeaking, 

kangaroohopping with outstretched clutching arms, then all at once thrusts his lipless face through 
the fork of his thighs.) Il vient! C'est moi! L'homme qui rit! L'homme primigene! (He whirls round 
and round with dervish howls.) Sieurs et dames, faites vos jeux! (He crouches juggling. Tiny 
roulette planets fly from his hands.) Les jeux sont faits! (The planets rush together, uttering 
crepitant cracks.) Rien n'va plus! (The planets, buoyant balloons, sail swollen up and away. He 
springs off into vacuum.) 

 
 (AF) FLORRY (Sinking into torpor, crossing herself secretly.) The end of the world! 
 
 (LD) (A female tepid effluvium leaks out from her. Nebulous obscurity occupies space. Through the 

drifting fog without the gramophone blares over coughs and feetshuffling.) 
 
 (BC) THE GRAMOPHONE: Jerusalem! Open your gates and sing Hosanna... 

 
 (MJK) (A rocket rushes up the sky and bursts. A white star fills from it, proclaiming the 

consummation of all things and second coming of Elijah. Along an infinite invisible tightrope taut 
from zenith to nadir the End of the World, a twoheaded octopus in gillie's kilts, busby and tartan 
filibegs, whirls through the murk, head over heels, in the form of the Three Legs of Man.) 

 
 (EVERYONE) THE END OF THE WORLD: (With a Scotch accent.) Wha'll dance the keel 

row, the keel row, the keel row? 
 

 (FW) (Over the possing drift and choking breathcoughs, Elijah's voice, harsh as a corncrake's, jars 
on high. Perspiring in a loose lawn surplice with funnel sleeves he is seen, vergerfaced, above a 
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rostrum about which the banner of old glory is draped. He thumps the parapet.) 
 
 (SS) ELIJAH: No yapping, if you please, in this booth. Jake Crane, Creole Sue, Dove 

Campbell, Abe Kirschner, do your coughing with your mouths shut. Say, I am operating 
all this trunk line. Boys, do it now. God's time is 12.25. Tell mother you'll be there. Rush 
your order and you play a slick ace. Join on right here! Book through to eternity 
junction, the nonstop run. Just one word more. Are you a god or a doggone clod? If the 
second advent came to Coney Island are we ready? Florry Christ, Stephen Christ, Zoe 
Christ, Bloom Christ, Kitty Christ, Lynch Christ, it's up to you to sense that cosmic force. 
Have we cold feet about the cosmos? No. Be on the side of the angels. Be a prism. You 
have that something within, the higher self. You can rub shoulders with a Jesus, a 
Gautama, an Ingersoll. Are you all in this vibration? I say you are. You once nobble that, 
congregation, and a buck joyride to heaven becomes a back number. You got me? It's a 
lifebrightener, sure. The hottest stuff ever was. It's the whole pie with jam in. It's just 
the cutest snappiest line out. It is immense, supersumptuous. It restores. It vibrates. I 
know and I am some vibrator. Joking apart and, getting down to bedrock, A. J. Christ 
Dowie and the harmonial philosophy, have you got that? O. K. Seventyseven west 
sixtyninth street. Got me? That's it. You call me up by sunphone any old time. 
Bumboosers, save your stamps. (He shouts.) Now then our glory song. All join heartily in 
the singing. Encore! 

 
(PC) (He sings.) 
 
 (SS) ELIJAH: Jeru... 
 

 pp. 527-528 (429-430) 
 

 (MJK) (The door opens. Bella Cohen, a massive whoremistress, enters. She is dressed in a 
threequarter ivory gown, fringed round the hem with tasselled selvedge, and cools herself flirting a 
black horn fan like Minnie Hauck in Carmen. On her left hand are wedding and keeper rings. Her 
eyes are deeply carboned. She has a sprouting moustache. Her olive face is heavy, slightly sweated 
and fullnosed with orangetainted nostrils. She has large pendant beryl eardrops.) 

 
 (FW) BELLA: My word! I'm all of a mucksweat. 

 
 (LD) (She glances round her at the couples. Then her eyes rest on Bloom with hard insistence. Her 

large fan winnows wind towards her heated faceneck and embonpoint. Her falcon eyes glitter.) 
 
 (FW) THE FAN: (Flirting quickly, then slowly.) Married, I see. 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: Yes. Partly, I have mislaid... 
 
 (FW) THE FAN: (Half opening, then closing.) And the missus is master. Petticoat 

government. 
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 (BW) BLOOM: (Looks down with a sheepish grin.) That is so. 
 
 (FW) THE FAN: (Folding together, rests against her left eardrop.) Have you forgotten me? 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: Nes. Yo. (note the reply is not: Yes, No.) 

 
 (FW) THE FAN: (Folded akimbo against her waist.) Is me her was you dreamed before? Was 

then she him you us since knew? Am all them and the same now we? 
 

 (BC) (Bella approaches, gently tapping with the fan.) 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Wincing.) Powerful being. In my eyes read that slumber which women 

love. 
 
 (FW) THE FAN: (Tapping.) We have met. You are mine. It is fate. 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Cowed.) Exuberant female. Enormously I desiderate your domination. I am 

exhausted, abandoned, no more young. I stand, so to speak, with an unposted letter bear-
ing the extra regulation fee before the too late box of the general postoffice of human life. 
 

 
 pp. 530-533 (432-434) 

 
 (BC) Bella places her foot on the floor. Bloom raises his head. Her heavy face, her eyes strike him 

in midbrow. His eyes grow dull, darker and pouched, his nose thickens.) 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Mumbles.) Awaiting your further orders we remain, gentlemen,... 
 
 (FW) BELLO: (With a hard basilisk stare, in a baritone voice.) Hound of dishonour! 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Infatuated.) Empress! 
 
 (FW) BELLO: (His heavy cheekchops sagging.) Adorer of the adulterous rump! 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Plaintively.) Hugeness! 
 
 (FW) BELLO: Dungdevourer! 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (With sinews semiflexed.) Magnificence! 
 
 (FW) BELLO: Down! (He taps her on the shoulder with his fan.) Incline feet forward! Slide left 

foot one pace back! You will fall. You are falling. On the hands down! 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Her eyes upturned in the sign of admiration, closing, yaps.) Truffles! 

 



	 13	

 (AF) (With a piercing epileptic cry she sinks on all fours, grunting, snuffling, rooting at his feet: 
then lies, shamming dead, with eyes shut tight, trembling eyelids, bowed upon the ground in the 
attitude of most excellent master.) 

 
 (FW) BELLO: (With bobbed hair, purple gills, fit moustache rings round his shaven mouth, in 

mountaineer's puttees, green silverbuttoned coat, sport skirt and alpine hat with moorcock's 
feather, his hands stuck deep in his breeches pockets, places his heel on her neck and grinds it 
in.) Footstool! Feel my entire weight. Bow, bondslave, before the throne of your despot's 
glorious heels so glistening in their proud erectness. 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Enthralled, bleats.) I promise never to disobey. 
 
 (FW) BELLO: (Laughs loudly.) Holy smoke! You little know what's in store for you. I'm the 

Tartar to settle your little lot and break you in! I'll bet Kentucky cocktails all round I 
shame it out of you, old son. Cheek me, I dare you. If you do tremble in anticipation of 
heel discipline to be inflicted in gym costume. 
 

 (BC) (Bloom creeps under the sofa and peers out through the fringe.) 
 
 (LD) ZOE: (Widening her slip to screen her.) She's not here. 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Closing her eyes.) She's not here. 
 
 (AF) FLORRY: (Hiding her with her gown.) She didn't mean it, Mr Bello. She'll be good, sir. 
 
 (MJK) KITTY: Don't be too hard on her, Mr Bello. Sure you won't, ma'amsir. 
 
 (FW) BELLO: (Coaxingly.) Come, ducky dear, I want a word with you, darling, just to 

administer correction. Just a little heart to heart talk, sweety. 
 
 (PC) (Bloom puts out her timid head.)  
 
 (FW) There's a good girly now. (Bello grabs her hair violently and drags her forward.) I only 

want to correct you for your own good on a soft safe spot. How's that tender behind? O, 
ever so gently, pet. Begin to get ready. 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Fainting.) Don't tear my... 
 
 (FW) BELLO: (Savagely.) The nosering, the pliers, the bastinado, the hanging hook, the 

knout I'll make you kiss while the flutes play like the Nubian slave of old. You're in for it 
this time! I'll make you remember me for the balance of your natural life. (His forehead 
veins swollen, his face congested.) I shall sit on your ottoman saddleback every morning after 
my thumping good breakfast of Matterson's fat hamrashers and a bottle of Guinness's 
porter. (He belches.) And suck my thumping good Stock Exchange cigar while I read 
the Licensed Victualler's Gazette. Very possibly I shall have you slaughtered and skewered 
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in my stables and enjoy a slice of you with crisp crackling from the baking tin basted and 
baked like sucking pig with rice and lemon or currant sauce. It will hurt you.  
(He twists her arm. Bloom squeals, turning turtle.) 
 

 pp. 535-537 (436-438) 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (A sweat breaking out over him.) Not man. 
 
 (PC) (He sniffs.) 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: Woman. 
 
 (FW) BELLO: (Stands up.) No more blow hot and cold. What you longed for has come to 

pass. Henceforth you are unmanned and mine in earnest, a thing under the yoke. Now 
for your punishment frock. You will shed your male garments, you understand, Ruby 
Cohen? and don the shot silk luxuriously rustling over head and shoulders and quickly 
too. 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Shrinks.) Silk, mistress said! O crinkly! scrapy! Must I tiptouch it with my 

nails? 
 
 (FW) BELLO: (Points to his whores.) As they are now so will you be, wigged, singed, 

perfumesprayed, ricepowdered, with smoothshaven armpits. Tape measurements will be 
taken next your skin. You will be laced with cruel force into vicelike corsets of soft dove 
coutille with whalebone busk to the diamondtrimmed pelvis, the absolute outside edge, 
while your figure, plumper than when at large, will be restrained in nettight frocks, 
pretty two ounce petticoats and fringes and things stamped, of course, with my 
houseflag, creations of lovely lingerie for Alice and nice scent for Alice. Alice will feel 
the pullpull. Martha and Mary will be a little chilly at first in such delicate thighcasing 
but the frilly flimsiness of lace round your bare knees will remind you... 

 
  
 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (A charming soubrette with dauby cheeks, mustard hair and large male hands and 

nose, leering mouth.) I tried her things on only twice, a small prank, in Holles street. When 
we were hard up I washed them to save the laundry bill. My own shirts I turned. It was 
the purest thrift. 

 
 (FW) BELLO: (Jeers.) Little jobs that make mother pleased, eh? And showed off coquettishly 

in your domino at the mirror behind closedrawn blinds your unskirted thighs and 
hegoat's udders in various poses of surrender, eh? Ho! ho! I have to laugh! That 
secondhand black operatop shift and short trunkleg naughties all split up the stitches at 
her last rape that Mrs Miriam Dandrade sold you from the Shelbourne hotel, eh? 
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 (BW) BLOOM: Miriam. Black. Demimondaine. 
 
 (FW) BELLO: (Guffaws.) Christ Almighty it's too tickling, this! You were a nicelooking 

Miriam when you clipped off your backgate hairs and lay swooning in the thing across 
the bed as Mrs Dandrade about to be violated by Lieutenant Smythe-Smythe, Mr Philip 
Augustus Blockwell M. P., signor Laci Daremo, the robust tenor, blueeyed Bert, the 
liftboy, Henri Fleury of Gordon Bennett fame, Sheridan, the quadroon Croesus, the varsity 
wetbob eight from old Trinity, Ponto, her splendid Newfoundland and Bobs, dowager 
duchess of Manorhamilton. (He guffaws again.) Christ, wouldn't it make a Siamese cat 
laugh? 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Her hands and features working.) It was Gerald converted me to be a true 

corsetlover when I was female impersonator in the High School play Vice Versa. It was 
dear Gerald. He got that kink, fascinated by sister's stays. Now dearest Gerald uses pinky 
greasepaint and gilds his eyelids. Cult of the beautiful. 

 
 (FW) BELLO: (With wicked glee.) Beautiful! Give us a breather! When you took your seat 

with womanish care, lifting your billowy flounces, on the smoothworn throne. 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: Science. To compare the various joys we each enjoy. 
 
 (PC) (Earnestly.) 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: And really it's better the position... because often I used to wet... 
 
 (FW) BELLO: (Sternly.) No insubordination! The sawdust is there in the corner for you. I 

gave you strict instructions, didn't I? Do it standing, sir! I'll teach you to behave like 
a jinkleman! If I catch a trace on your swaddles. Aha! By the ass of the Dorans you'll find 
I'm a martinet. The sins of your past are rising against you. Many. Hundreds. 
 

 (JW) THE SINS OF THE PAST: (In a medley of voices.) He went through a form of 
clandestine marriage with at least one woman in the shadow of the Black church. 
Unspeakable messages he telephoned mentally to Miss Dunn at an address in D'Olier 
street while he presented himself indecently to the instrument in the callbox. By word 
and deed he frankly encouraged a nocturnal strumpet to deposit fecal and other matter in 
an unsanitary outhouse attached to empty premises. In five public conveniences he 
wrote pencilled messages offering his nuptial partner to all strongmembered males. And 
by the offensively smelling vitriol works did he not pass night after night by loving 
courting couples to see if and what and how much he could see? Did he not lie in bed, 
the gross boar, gloating over a nauseous fragment of wellused toilet paper presented to 
him by a nasty harlot, stimulated by gingerbread and a postal order? 
 

 pp. 543-547 (443-446) 
 

 (FW) BELLO: Die and be damned to you if you have any sense of decency or grace about 
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you. I can give you a rare old wine that'll send you skipping to hell and back. Sign a will 
and leave us any coin you have! If you have none see you damn well get it, steal it, rob 
it! We'll bury you in our shrubbery jakes where you'll be dead and dirty with old Cuck 
Cohen, my stepnephew I married, the bloody old gouty procurator and sodomite with a 
crick in his neck, and my other ten or eleven husbands, whatever the buggers' names 
were, suffocated in the one cesspool. 

 
 (PC) (He explodes in a loud phlegmy laugh.) 
 
 (FW) BELLO: We'll manure you, Mr Flower! 
 
 (PC) (He pipes scoffingly.) 
 
 (FW) BELLO: Byby, Poldy! Byby, Papli! 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Clasps his head.) My willpower! Memory! I have sinned! I have suff... 

(He weeps tearlessly.) 
 
 (FW) BELLO: (Sneers.) Crybabby! Crocodile tears! 

 
 (SS) (Bloom, broken, closely veiled for the sacrifice, sobs, his face to the earth. The passing bell is 

heard. Darkshawled figures of the circumcised, in sackcloth and ashes, stand by the wailing wall. 
M. Shulomowitz, Joseph Goldwater, Moses Herzog, Harris Rosenberg, M. Moisel, J. Citron, Minnie 
Watchman, O. Mastiansky, The Reverend Leopold Abramovitz, Chazen. With swaying arms they 
wail in pneuma over the recreant Bloom.) 

 
 (BC) THE CIRCUMCISED: (In dark guttural chant as they cast dead sea fruit upon him, no 

flowers.) Shema Israel Adonai Elohenu Adonai Echad. 
 
 (EVERYONE) VOICES: (Sighing.) So he's gone. Ah yes. Yes, indeed. Bloom? Never heard of 

him. No? Queer kind of chap. There's the widow. That so? Ah, yes. 
 

 (JW) (From the suttee pyre the flame of gum camphire ascends. The pall of incense smoke screens 
and disperses. Out of her oakframe a nymph with hair unbound, lightly clad in teabrown 
artcolours, descends from her grotto and passing under interlacing yews stands over Bloom.) 

 
 (MJK, AF, LD & FW) THE YEWS: (Their leaves whispering.) Sister. Our sister. Ssh! 
 
 (AF) THE NYMPH: (Softly.) Mortal! 
 
 (PC) (Kindly.) 
 
 (AF) THE NYMPH: Nay, dost not weepest! 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Crawls jellily forward under the boughs, streaked by sunlight, with dignity.) This 
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position. I felt it was expected of me. Force of habit. 
 
 (AF) THE NYMPH: Mortal! You found me in evil company, highkickers, coster 

picnicmakers, pugilists, popular generals, immoral panto boys in fleshtights and the nifty 
shimmy dancers, La Aurora and Karini, musical act, the hit of the century. I was hidden 
in cheap pink paper that smelt of rock oil. I was surrounded by the stale smut of 
clubmen, stories to disturb callow youth, ads for transparencies, truedup dice and 
bustpads, proprietary articles and why wear a truss with testimonial from ruptured 
gentleman. Useful hints to the married. 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Lifts a turtle head towards her lap.) We have met before. On another star. 
 
 (AF) THE NYMPH: (Sadly.) Rubber goods. Neverrip brand as supplied to the aristocracy. 

Corsets for men. I cure fits or money refunded. Unsolicited testimonials for Professor 
Waldmann's wonderful chest exuber. My bust developed four inches in three weeks, 
reports Mrs Gus Rublin with photo. 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: You mean Photo Bits? 
 
 (AF) THE NYMPH: I do. You bore me away, framed me in oak and tinsel, set me above 

your marriage couch. Unseen, one summer eve, you kissed me in four places. And with 
loving pencil you shaded my eyes, my bosom and my shame. 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Humbly kisses her long hair.) Your classic curves, beautiful immortal, I was 

glad to look on you, to praise you, a thing of beauty, almost to pray. 
 
 (AF) THE NYMPH: During dark nights I heard your praise. 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Quickly.) Yes, yes. You mean that I... Sleep reveals the worst side of 

everyone, children perhaps excepted. I know I fell out of bed or rather was pushed. Steel 
wine is said to cure snoring. For the rest there is that English invention, pamphlet of 
which I received some days ago, incorrectly addressed. It claims to afford a noiseless, 
inoffensive vent. 

 
 (PC) (He sighs.) 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: 'Twas ever thus. Frailty, thy name is marriage. 
 
 (AF) THE NYMPH: (Her fingers in her ears.) And words. They are not in my dictionary. 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: You understood them? 
 
 (MJK, AF, LD & FW) THE YEWS: Ssh! 
 
 (AF) THE NYMPH: (Covers her face with her hands.) What have I not seen in that chamber? 
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What must my eyes look down on? 
 

 (BW) BLOOM: (Apologetically.) I know. Soiled personal linen, wrong side up with care. 
The quoits are loose. From Gibraltar by long sea long ago. 

 
 (AF) THE NYMPH: (Bends her head.) Worse, worse! 

 
 

 p. 549 (448) 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: I was precocious. Youth. The fauna. I sacrificed to the god of the forest. 

The flowers that bloom in the spring. It was pairing time. Capillary attraction is a 
natural phenomenon. Lotty Clarke, flaxenhaired, I saw at her night toilette through 
illclosed curtains with poor papa's operaglasses: The wanton ate grass wildly. She rolled 
downhill at Rialto bridge to tempt me with her flow of animal spirits. She climbed their 
crooked tree and I... A saint couldn't resist it. The demon possessed me. Besides, who 
saw? 
 

  
 (SS) (Staggering Bob, a whitepolled calf, thrusts a ruminating head with humid nostrils through the 

foliage.) 
 
 (BC) STAGGERING BOB: Me. Me see. 

 
 pp. 552-553 (450-451) 
 
 (AF) THE NYMPH: (Eyeless, in nun's white habit, coif and hugewinged wimple, softly, with 

remote eyes.) Tranquilla convent. Sister Agatha. Mount Carmel. The apparitions of Knock 
and Lourdes. No more desire. 

 
 (PC) (She reclines her head, sighing.) 
 
 (AF) THE NYMPH: Only the ethereal. Where dreamy creamy gull waves o'er the waters 

dull. 
 

 (JW) (Bloom half rises. His back trouserbutton snaps.) 
 
 (MJK) THE BUTTON: Bip! 

 
 (SS) (Two sluts of the coombe dance rainily by, shawled, yelling flatly.) 
 
 (AF & LD) THE SLUTS: O, Leopold lost the pin of his drawers —He didn't know what to 

do, —To keep it up, —To keep it up. 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Coldly.) You have broken the spell. The last straw. If there were only 
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ethereal where would you all be, postulants and novices? Shy but willing like an ass 
pissing. 

 
 p. 554 (452) 
 
 (LD) (The figure of Bella Cohen stands before him.) 

 
 (FW) BELLA: You'll know me the next time. 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Composed, regards her.) Passée. Mutton dressed as lamb. Long in the tooth 

and superfluous hair. A raw onion the last thing at night would benefit your complexion. 
And take some double chin drill. Your eyes are as vapid as the glasseyes of your stuffed 
fox. They have the dimensions of your other features, that's all. I'm not a triple screw 
propeller. 

 
 pp. 579-584 (473-477) 

 
 (JW) STEPHEN: Ho! 

 
 (SS) (Stephen's mother, emaciated, rises stark through the floor, in leper grey with a wreath of 

faded orangeblossoms and a torn bridal veil, her face worn and noseless, green with gravemould. 
Her hair is scant and lank. She fixes her bluecircled hollow eyesockets on Stephen and opens her 
toothless mouth uttering a silent word. A choir of virgins and confessors sing voicelessly.) 

 
 (MJK, AF, LD & FW) THE CHOIR: Liliata rutilantium te confessorum...Iubilantium te 

virginum... 
 

 (JW) (From the top of a tower Buck Mulligan, in particoloured jester's dress of puce and yellow and 
clown's cap with curling bell, stands gaping at her, a smoking buttered split scone in his hand.) 

 
 (BC) BUCK MULLIGAN: She's beastly dead. The pity of it! Mulligan meets the afflicted 

mother. 
 
 (PC) (He upturns his eyes.) 
 
 (BC) BUCK MULLIGAN: Mercurial Malachi! 
 
 (MJK) THE MOTHER: (With the subtle smile of death's madness.) I was once the beautiful 

May Goulding. I am dead. 
 
 (JW) STEPHEN: (Horrorstruck.) Lemur, who are you? No. What bogeyman's trick is this? 
 
 (BC) BUCK MULLIGAN: (Shakes his curling capbell.) The mockery of it! Kinch killed 

her dogsbody bitchbody. She kicked the bucket. 
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 (PC) (Tears of molten butter fall from his eyes on to the scone.) 
 
 (BC) BUCK MULLIGAN: Our great sweet mother! Epi oinopa ponton. 
 
 (MJK) THE MOTHER: (Comes nearer, breathing upon him softly her breath of wetted ashes.) All 

must go through it, Stephen. More women than men in the world. You too. Time will 
come. 

 
 (JW) STEPHEN: (Choking with fright, remorse and horror.) They say I killed you, mother. He 

offended your memory. Cancer did it, not I. Destiny. 
 
 (MJK) THE MOTHER: (A green rill of bile trickling from a side of her mouth.) You sang that 

song to me. Love's bitter mystery. 
 
 (JW) STEPHEN: (Eagerly.) Tell me the word, mother, if you know now. The word known 

to all men. 
 
 (MJK) THE MOTHER: Who saved you the night you jumped into the train at Dalkey with 

Paddy Lee? Who had pity for you when you were sad among the strangers? Prayer is 
allpowerful. Prayer for the suffering souls in the Ursuline manual and forty days' 
indulgence. Repent, Stephen. 

 
 (JW) STEPHEN: The ghoul! Hyena! 
 
 (MJK) THE MOTHER: I pray for you in my other world. Get Dilly to make you that boiled 

rice every night after your brainwork. Years and years I loved you, O, my son, my 
firstborn, when you lay in my womb. 

 
 (LD) ZOE: (Fanning herself with the grate fan.) I'm melting! 
 
 (AF) FLORRY: (Points to Stephen.) Look! He's white. 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Goes to the window to open it more.) Giddy. 
 
 (MJK) THE MOTHER: (With smouldering eyes.) Repent! O, the fire of hell! 
 
 (JW) STEPHEN: (Panting.) His noncorrosive sublimate! The corpsechewer! Raw head and 

bloody bones. 
 
 (MJK) THE MOTHER: (Her face drawing near and nearer, sending out an ashen 

breath.) Beware! (She raises her blackened withered right arm slowly towards Stephen's breast with 
outstretched fingers.)Beware God's hand! (A green crab with malignant red eyes sticks deep its 
grinning claws in Stephen's heart.) 

 
 (JW) STEPHEN: (Strangled with rage.) Shite! 
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 (BC) (His features grow drawn grey and old.) 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (At the window.) What? 
 
 (JW) STEPHEN: Ah non, par exemple! The intellectual imagination! With me all or not at 

all. Non serviam! 
 
 (AF) FLORRY: Give him some cold water. Wait. 
 
 (BC) (She rushes out.) 
 
 (MJK) THE MOTHER: (Wrings her hands slowly, moaning desperately.) O Sacred Heart of 

Jesus, have mercy on him! Save him from hell, O Divine Sacred Heart! 
 
 (JW) STEPHEN: No! No! No! Break my spirit, all of you, if you can! I'll bring you all to 

heel! 
 
 (MJK) THE MOTHER: (In the agony of her deathrattle.) Have mercy on Stephen, Lord, for 

my sake! Inexpressible was my anguish when expiring with love, grief and agony on 
Mount Calvary. 

 
 (JW) STEPHEN: Nothung! 

(He lifts his ashplant high with both hands and smashes the chandelier. Time's livid final flame 
leaps and, in the following darkness, ruin of all space, shattered glass and toppling masonry.) 

 
 (AF) THE GASJET: Pwfungg! 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: Stop! 
 
 (JW) LYNCH: (Rushes forward and seizes Stephen's hand.) Here! Hold on! Don't run amok! 
 
 (FW) BELLA: Police! 

(Stephen, abandoning his ashplant, his head and arms thrown back stark, beats the ground and 
flies from the room, past the whores at the door.) 

 
 (FW) BELLA: (Screams.) After him! 

(The two whores rush to the halldoor. Lynch and Kitty and Zoe stampede from the room. They talk 
excitedly. Bloom follows, returns.) 

 
 (MJK, AF, LD & FW) THE WHORES: (Jammed in the doorway, pointing.) Down there. 
 
 (LD) ZOE: (Pointing.) There. There's something up. 
 
 (FW) BELLA: Who pays for the lamp? (She seizes Bloom's coattail.) Here, you were with 
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him. The lamp's broken. 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Rushes to the hall, rushes back.) What lamp, woman? 
 
 (LD) A WHORE: He tore his coat. 
 
 (FW) BELLA: (Her eyes hard with anger and cupidity, points.) Who's to pay for that? Ten 

shillings. You're a witness. 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Snatches up Stephen's ashplant.) Me? Ten shillings? Haven't you lifted 

enough off him? Didn't he...? 
 
 (FW) BELLA: (Loudly.) Here, none of your tall talk. This isn't a brothel. A ten shilling 

house. 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (His head under the lamp, pulls the chain. Puling, the gasjet lights up a crushed 

mauve purple shade. He raises the ashplant.) Only the chimney's broken. Here is all he... 
 
 (FW) BELLA: (Shrinks back and screams.) Jesus! Don't! 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Warding off a blow.) To show you how he hit the paper. There's not 

sixpenceworth of damage done. Ten shillings! 
 

 
 p. 587 (479) 
 

(BC) THE HUE AND CRY: (Helterskelterpelterwelter.) He's Bloom! Stop Bloom! Stopabloom! 
Stopperrobber! Hi! Hi! Stophim on the corner! 
 

 (LD) (At the corner of Beaver Street beneath the scaffolding Bloom panting stops on the fringe of 
the noisy quarrelling knot, a lot not knowing a jot what hi! hi! row and wrangle round the whowhat 
brawlaltogether.) 

 
 (JW) STEPHEN: (With elaborate gestures, breathing deeply and slowly.) You are my 

guests. Uninvited. By virtue of the fifth of George and seventh of Edward. History to 
blame. Fabled by mothers of memory. 

 
 (SS) PRIVATE CARR: (To Cissy Caffrey.) Was he insulting you? 

 
 pp. 589-591 (481-483) 
 
 (JW) STEPHEN: (Laughs emptily.) My centre of gravity is displaced. I have forgotten the 

trick. Let us sit down somewhere and discuss. Struggle for life is the law of existence but 
human philirenists, notably the tsar and the king of England, have invented arbitration. 
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 (PC) (He taps his brow.) 
 
 (JW) STEPHEN: But in here it is I must kill the priest and the king. 
 
 (BC) BIDDY THE CLAP: Did you hear what the professor said? He's a professor out of the 

college. 
 
 (LD) CUNTY KATE: I did. I heard that. 
 
 (BC) BIDDY THE CLAP: He expresses himself with such marked refinement of 

phraseology. 
 
 (LD) CUNTY KATE: Indeed, yes. And at the same time with such apposite trenchancy. 

 
 (SS) PRIVATE CARR: (Pulls himself free and comes forward.) What's that you're saying about 

my king? 
 

 (FW) (Edward the Seventh appears in an archway. He wars a white jersey on which an image of 
the Sacred Heart is stitched with the insignia of Garter and Thistle, Golden Fleece, Elephant of 
Denmark, Skinner's and Probyn's horse, Lincoln's Inns' bencher and ancient and honourable 
artillery company of Massachusetts. He sucks a red jujube. He is robed as a grand elect perfect and 
sublime mason with trowel and apron, marked made in Germany. In his left hand he holds a 
plasterer's bucket on which is printed Défense d'uriner. A roar of welcome greets him.) 

 
 (SS) EDWARD THE SEVENTH: (Slowly, solemnly but indistinctly.) Peace, perfect peace. For 

identification, bucket in my hand. Cheerio, boys. 
 
 (PC) (He turns to his subjects.) 
 
 (SS) EDWARD THE SEVENTH: We have come here to witness a clean straight fight and 

we heartily wish both men the best of good luck. Mahak makar a bak. 
 
 (BC) (He shakes hands with Private Carr, Private Compton, Stephen, Bloom and Lynch. General 

applause. Edward the Seventh lifts his bucket graciously in acknowledgment.) 
 
 (SS) PRIVATE CARR: (To Stephen.) Say it again. 
 
 (JW) STEPHEN: (Nervous, friendly, pulls himself up.) I understand your point of view though 

I have no king myself for the moment. This is the age of patent medicines. A discussion is 
difficult down here. But this is the point. You die for your country. Suppose. 

 
 (PC) (He places his arm on Private Carr's sleeve.) 
 
 (JW) STEPHEN: Not that I wish it for you. But I say: Let my country die for me. Up to the 

present it has done so. I didn't want it to die. Damn death. Long live life! 
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 (SS) EDWARD THE SEVENTH: (Levitates over heaps of slain, in the garb and with the halo of 

Joking Jesus, a white jujube in his phosphorescent face.) My methods are new and are causing 
surprise. To make the blind see I throw dust in their eyes. 

 
 (JW) STEPHEN: Kings and unicorns! 
 
 (PC) (He falls back a pace.) 
 
 (JW) STEPHEN: Come somewhere and we'll... What was that girl saying?... 
 
 (BC) PRIVATE COMPTON: Eh, Harry, give him a kick in the knackers. Stick one into 

Jerry. 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (To the privates, softly.) He doesn't know what he's saying. Taken a little 

more than is good for him. Absinthe. Greeneyed monster. I know him. He's a gentleman, 
a poet. It's all right. 

 
 pp. 601-604 (490-493) 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Runs to Stephen.) Come along with me now before worse happens. Here's 

your stick. 
 
 (JW) STEPHEN: Stick, no. Reason. This feast of pure reason. 
 
 (AF) CISSY CAFFREY: (Pulling Private Carr.) Come on, you're boosed. He insulted me but I 

forgive him. 
 
 (PC) (Shouting in his ear.) 
 (AF) CISSY CAFFREY: I forgive him for insulting me. 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Over Stephen's shoulder.) Yes, go. You see he's incapable. 
 
 (SS) PRIVATE CARR: (Breaks loose.) I'll insult him. 
 
 (JW) (He rushes towards Stephen, fist outstretched, and strikes him in the face. Stephen totters, 

collapses, falls, stunned. He lies prone, his face to the sky, his hat rolling to the wall. Bloom follows 
and picks it up.) 

 
 (BC) MAJOR TWEEDY: (Loudly.) Carbine in bucket! Cease fire! Salute! 
 
 (MJK) THE RETRIEVER: (Barking furiously.) Ute ute ute ute ute ute ute ute. 
 
 (EVERYONE) THE CROWD: Let him up! Don't strike him when he's down! Air! Who? 

The soldier hit him. He's a professor. Is he hurted? Don't manhandle him! He's fainted! 
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 (BC) (The retriever, nosing on the fringe of the crowd, barks noisily.) 
 
 (LD) A HAG: What call had the redcoat to strike the gentleman and he under the 

influence. Let them go and fight the Boers! 
 
 (AF) THE BAWD: Listen to who's talking! Hasn't the soldier a right to go with his girl? He 

gave him the coward's blow. 
 
 (SS) (They grab at each other's hair, claw at each other and spit.) 
 
 (MJK) THE RETRIEVER: (Barking.) Wow wow wow. 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Shoves them back, loudly.) Get back, stand back! 
 
 (BC) PRIVATE COMPTON: (Tugging his comrade.) Here. Bugger off, Harry. Here's the cops! 
 
 (LD) (Two raincaped watch, tall, stand in the group.) 
 
 (JW) FIRST WATCH: What's wrong here? 
 
 (BC) PRIVATE COMPTON: We were with this lady. And he insulted us. And assaulted my 

chum. 
 
 (PC) (The retriever barks.) 
 
 (BC) PRIVATE COMPTON: Who owns the bleeding tyke? 
 
 (AF) CISSY CAFFREY: (With expectation.) Is he bleeding? 
 
 (JW) A MAN: (Rising from his knees.) No. Gone off. He'll come to all right. 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Glances sharply at the man.) Leave him to me. I can easily... 
 
 (BC) SECOND WATCH: Who are you? Do you know him? 
 
 (SS) PRIVATE CARR: (Lurches towards the watch.) He insulted my lady friend. 
 
  
 (BW) BLOOM: (Angrily.) You hit him without provocation. I'm a witness. Constable, take 

his regimental number. 
 
 (BC) SECOND WATCH: I don't want your instructions in the discharge of my duty. 

 
 (BC) PRIVATE COMPTON: (Pulling his comrade.) Here, bugger off Harry. Or Bennett'll have 
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you in the lockup. 
 
 (SS) PRIVATE CARR: (Staggering as he is pulled away.) God fuck old Bennett. He's a 

whitearsed bugger. I don't give a shit for him. 
 
 (JW) FIRST WATCH: (Takes out his notebook.) What's his name? 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Peering over the crowd.) I just see a car there. If you give me a hand a 

second, sergeant... 
 
 (JW) FIRST WATCH: Name and address. 

 
 (LD) (Corny Kelleker, weepers round his hat, a death wreath in his hand, appears among the 

bystanders.) 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Quickly.) O, the very man! (He whispers.) Simon Dedalus' son. A bit sprung. 

Get those policemen to move those loafers back. 
 
 (BC) SECOND WATCH: Night, Mr Kelleher. 
 
 (SS) CORNY KELLEHER: (To the watch, with drawling eye.) That's all right. I know him. Won 

a bit on the races. Gold cup. Throwaway. 
 
 (PC) (He laughs.) 
 
 (SS) CORNY KELLEHER: Twenty to one. Do you follow me? 
 
 (JW) FIRST WATCH: (Turns to the crowd.) Here, what are you all gaping at? Move on out 

of that. 
 
 (MJK) (The crowd disperses slowly, muttering, down the lane.) 

 
 pp. 605-606 (494) 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Shakes hands with both of the watch in turn.) Thank you very much, 

gentlemen. Thank you. 
 
 (PC) (He mumbles confidentially.) 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: We don't want any scandal, you understand. Father is a wellknown highly 

respected citizen. Just a little wild oats, you understand. 
 
 (JW) FIRST WATCH: O, I understand, sir. 
 
 (BC) SECOND WATCH: That's all right, sir. 
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 (JW) FIRST WATCH: It was only in case of corporal injuries I'd have to report it at the 

station. 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Nods rapidly.) Naturally. Quite right. Only your bounden duty. 
 
 (BC) SECOND WATCH: It's our duty. 
 
 (SS) CORNY KELLEHER: Good night, men. 
 
 (JW & BC) THE WATCH: (Saluting together.) Night, gentlemen. 
 
 (FW) (They move off with slow heavy tread.) 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Blows.) Providential you came on the scene. You have a car?... 
 
 (SS) CORNY KELLEHER: (Laughs, pointing his thumb over his right shoulder to the car brought 

up against the scaffolding.) Two commercials that were standing fizz in Jammet's. Like 
princes, faith. One of them lost two quid on the race. Drowning his grief. And were on 
for a go with the jolly girls. So I landed them up on Behan's car and down to nighttown. 

 
 pp. 608-609 (496-497) 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: Eh! Ho! 

(There is no answer; he bends again.) Mr Dedalus! 
 
(PC) (There is no answer.) 
 

 (BW) BLOOM: The name if you call. Somnambulist. 
 
(PC) (He bends again and hesitating, brings his mouth near the face of the prostrate form.) (BW) 
Stephen! 
 
(PC) (There is no answer. He calls again.) 
 

 (BW) BLOOM: Stephen! 
 
 (JW) STEPHEN: (Groans.) Who? Black panther. Vampire. 
 
 (PC) (He sighs and stretches himself, then murmurs thickly with prolonged vowels.) 
 
 (JW) STEPHEN: Who... drive... Fergus now. And pierce... wood's woven shade?... 

 
 (AF) (He turns on his left side, sighing, doubling himself together.) 
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 (BW) BLOOM: Poetry. Well educated. Pity. (He bends again and undoes the buttons of 
Stephen's waistcoat.) To breathe. 

 
 (PC) (He brushes the woodshavings from Stephen's clothes with light hand and fingers.) 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: One pound seven. Not hurt anyhow. 
 
 (PC) (He listens.) 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: What? 
 
 (JW) STEPHEN: (Murmurs.)... shadows... the woods... white breast... dim sea. 
  
  
 (MJK) (He stretches out his arms, sighs again and curls his body. Bloom, holding the hat and 

ashplant, stands erect. A dog barks in the distance. Bloom tightens and loosens his grip on the 
ashplant. He looks down on Stephen's face and form.) 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Communes with the night.) Face reminds me of his poor mother. In the 

shady wood. The deep white breast. Ferguson, I think I caught. A girl. Some girl. Best 
thing could happen him. 

 
 (PC) (He murmurs.) 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: ... swear that I will always hail, ever conceal, never reveal, any part or 

parts, art or arts... 
 
 (PC) (He murmurs.) 
 
 (BW) BLOOM: ... in the rough sands of the sea... a cabletow's length from the shore... 

where the tide ebbs... and flows ... 
  
 (LD) (Silent, thoughtful, alert he stands on guard, his fingers at his lips in the attitude of secret 

master. Against the dark wall a figure appears slowly, a fairy boy of eleven, a changeling, 
kidnapped, dressed in an eton suit with glass shoes and a little bronze helmet, holding a book in his 
hand. He reads from right to left inaudibly, smiling, kissing the page.) 

 
 (BW) BLOOM: (Wonderstruck, calls inaudibly.) Rudy! 
 
 (PC) RUDY: (Gazes, unseeing, into Bloom's eyes and goes on reading, kissing, smiling. He has a 

delicate mauve face. On his suit he has diamond and ruby buttons. In his free left hand he holds a 
slim ivory cane with a violet bowknot. A white lambkin peeps out of his waistcoat pocket.) 

	


