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Ulysses by James Joyce is a contender for the greatest novel ever written.  I have twice tried to read it 
and failed.  Now, on my third try, I have made it to Chapter 14 and I believe that I will finish.  Still, it 
feels like climbing Mt.Everest, except that there will be no climbing down.

I have assembled these excerpts to give you a sense of what it might be like to read the whole novel and
why you might try to do so.  I share my encouragement so that you could get the most from these 
excerpts and perhaps some day read all of Ulysses on your first try, or at least, feel that there was no 
harm in failing.

Ulysses is important if you wish to imagine a "great book", perhaps one that you yourself would write 
some day.  It can thus be compared to great books that have anchored civilizations: Homer's Iliad and 
Odyssey for the Greeks, the Torah for the Jews, the Quran for Arabs and Muslims, Dante's Divine 
Comedy for Italians, Cervantes's Don Quixote for Spaniards, Goethe's Faust for Germans, Tolstoy's 
War and Peace for Russians, Cao Xueqin's Dream of the Red Chamber for the Chinese,  Murasaki 
Shikibu's Genji Monogatari for the Japanese and Shakespeare's Hamlet for the English.  

The most important thing to realize in trying to read such a book is that it is absolutely normal not to 
understand very much of it.  It is like overhearing a conversation about a faraway land.  Like all great 
books, much of it is boring.  But it is a great truth in life that the most boring times yield the most 
interesting memories if you stay alert for them.  Do not insist on understanding all of a great book but
stay alert to what captures your attention!

Like other great books, it is an encyclopedia for a civilization.  We are typically outsiders, and so it is 
helpful to read additional commentary to understand the details of that world.  James Joyce's Ulysses 
is about a single day, June 16, 1904, in the life of several characters in Dublin, Ireland, most notably 
Stephen Dedalus, Leopold Bloom and Molly Bloom.  I have been reading the book online at 
http://genius.com/albums/James-joyce/Ulysses
and clicking on the annotations.  I also look up words that I don't know.  Over time, I realize that I 
don't need to understand everything.  

However, a great book is bigger than itself, and so it helps to know something about its author and its 
context.  So let's start with an excerpt from Wikipedia about James Joyce.



James Joyce (Wikipedia)

James Augustine Aloysius Joyce (2 February 1882 – 13 January 1941) was an Irish novelist and poet. 
He contributed to the modernist avant-garde and is regarded as one of the most influential and 
important authors of the 20th century.

Joyce is best known for Ulysses (1922), a landmark work in which the episodes of Homer's Odyssey 
are paralleled in an array of contrasting literary styles, perhaps most prominent among these the stream 
of consciousness technique he utilised. Other well-known works are the short-story collection 
Dubliners (1914), and the novels A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man (1916) and Finnegans Wake 
(1939). His other writings include three books of poetry, a play, occasional journalism and his 
published letters.

Joyce was born in 41 Brighton Square, Rathgar, Dublin—about half a mile from his mother's birthplace
in Terenure—into a middle-class family on the way down. A brilliant student, he excelled at the Jesuit 
schools Clongowes and Belvedere, despite the chaotic family life imposed by his father's alcoholism 
and unpredictable finances. He went on to attend University College Dublin.

In 1904, in his early twenties, Joyce emigrated permanently to continental Europe with his partner (and 
later wife) Nora Barnacle. They lived in Trieste, Paris and Zurich. Though most of his adult life was 
spent abroad, Joyce's fictional universe centres on Dublin, and is populated largely by characters who 
closely resemble family members, enemies and friends from his time there. Ulysses in particular is set 
with precision in the streets and alleyways of the city. Shortly after the publication of Ulysses, he 
elucidated this preoccupation somewhat, saying, "For myself, I always write about Dublin, because if I 
can get to the heart of Dublin I can get to the heart of all the cities of the world. In the particular is 
contained the universal."

...

After graduating from University College Dublin in 1902, Joyce left for Paris to study medicine, but he
soon abandoned this. Richard Ellmann suggests that this may have been because he found the technical
lectures in French too difficult. Joyce had already failed to pass chemistry in English in Dublin. But 
Joyce claimed ill health as the problem and wrote home that he was unwell and complained about the 
cold weather . He stayed on for a few months, appealing for finance his family could ill afford and 
reading late in the Bibliothèque Sainte-Geneviève. When his mother was diagnosed with cancer, his 
father sent a telegram which read, "NOTHER [sic] DYING COME HOME FATHER". Joyce returned 
to Ireland. Fearing for her son's impiety, his mother tried unsuccessfully to get Joyce to make his 
confession and to take communion. She finally passed into a coma and died on 13 August, James and 
his brother Stanislaus having refused to kneel with other members of the family praying at her bedside. 
After her death he continued to drink heavily, and conditions at home grew quite appalling. He scraped 
a living reviewing books, teaching, and singing—he was an accomplished tenor, and won the bronze 
medal in the 1904 Feis Ceoil.

On 7 January 1904 Joyce attempted to publish A Portrait of the Artist, an essay-story dealing with 
aesthetics, only to have it rejected by the free-thinking magazine Dana. He decided, on his twenty-
second birthday, to revise the story into a novel he called Stephen Hero. It was a fictional rendering of 
Joyce's youth, but he eventually grew frustrated with its direction and abandoned this work. It was 
never published in this form, but years later, in Trieste, Joyce completely rewrote it as A Portrait of the 
Artist as a Young Man. The unfinished Stephen Hero was published after his death.



The same year he met Nora Barnacle, a young woman from Galway city who was working as a 
chambermaid. On 16 June 1904, they first stepped out together, an event which would be 
commemorated by providing the date for the action of Ulysses (as "Bloomsday").

Joyce remained in Dublin for some time longer, drinking heavily. After one of these drinking binges, he
got into a fight over a misunderstanding with a man in St Stephen's Green; he was picked up and dusted
off by a minor acquaintance of his father, Alfred H. Hunter, who took him into his home to tend to his 
injuries. Hunter was rumoured to be a Jew and to have an unfaithful wife, and would serve as one of 
the models for Leopold Bloom, the protagonist of Ulysses. He took up with medical student Oliver St 
John Gogarty, who formed the basis for the character Buck Mulligan in Ulysses. After staying for six 
nights in the Martello Tower that Gogarty was renting in Sandycove, he left in the middle of the night 
following an altercation which involved another student he lived with, the unstable Dermot Chenevix 
Trench (Haines in Ulysses), who fired a pistol at some pans hanging directly over Joyce's bed. Joyce 
walked the 8 miles (13 km) back to Dublin to stay with relatives for the night, and sent a friend to the 
tower the next day to pack his trunk. Shortly thereafter he left Ireland with Nora to live on the 
continent.

Joyce and Nora went into self-imposed exile, moving first to Zurich in Switzerland, where he had 
supposedly acquired a post to teach English at the Berlitz Language School through an agent in 
England. It turned out that the agent had been swindled; the director of the school sent Joyce on to 
Trieste, which was then part of Austria-Hungary (until the First World War), and is today part of Italy. 
Once again, he found there was no position for him, but with the help of Almidano Artifoni, director of 
the Trieste Berlitz School, he finally secured a teaching position in Pola, then also part of Austria-
Hungary (today part of Croatia). He stayed there, teaching English mainly to Austro-Hungarian naval 
officers stationed at the Pola base, from October 1904 until March 1905, when the Austrians—having 
discovered an espionage ring in the city—expelled all aliens. With Artifoni's help, he moved back to 
Trieste and began teaching English there. He remained in Trieste for most of the next ten years.

Later that year Nora gave birth to their first child, George, also known as Giorgio. 



Great books explain what it means to be a human among the powers-that-be.  James Joyce's Ulysses is 
inspired by the author's childhood fascination with Homer's Odyssey, which is the story of Greek 
warrior Ulysses's long travels home after fighting the Trojan War.  The Trojan War had many heroes 
with their charms and faults but Ulysses was the one who was most mature and well-rounded in every 
way.  We see him at the mercy of the gods.  What also makes him human, not just a hero, is his long 
separation from his wife and son Telemachus.  

James Joyce's hero, Leopold Bloom, is a very ordinary person, almost the opposite of Homer's Ulysses.
Leopold and his wife Molly have not had sex since their child died.  He is afraid that she will have an 
affair with a man he knows.  He also thinks about other women.  James Joyce organized his novel 
Ulysses to have many parallels with Homer's Odyssey and so let us start by reading about the original 
hero, Homer's Ulysses. Andrius

Odyssey, Book I, by Homer, translated by Samuel Butler

Tell me, O muse, of that ingenious hero who travelled far and wide after he had sacked the famous 
town of Troy. Many cities did he visit, and many were the nations with whose manners and customs he 
was acquainted; moreover he suffered much by sea while trying to save his own life and bring his men 
safely home; but do what he might he could not save his men, for they perished through their own sheer
folly in eating the cattle of the Sun-god Hyperion; so the god prevented them from ever reaching home.
Tell me, too, about all these things, O daughter of Jove, from whatsoever source you may know them. 

So now all who escaped death in battle or by shipwreck had got safely home except Ulysses, and he, 
though he was longing to return to his wife and country, was detained by the goddess Calypso, who had
got him into a large cave and wanted to marry him. But as years went by, there came a time when the 
gods settled that he should go back to Ithaca; even then, however, when he was among his own people, 
his troubles were not yet over; nevertheless all the gods had now begun to pity him except Neptune, 
who still persecuted him without ceasing and would not let him get home. 

Now Neptune had gone off to the Ethiopians, who are at the world's end, and lie in two halves, the one 
looking West and the other East. He had gone there to accept a hecatomb of sheep and oxen, and was
enjoying himself at his festival; but the other gods met in the house of Olympian Jove, and the sire of 
gods and men spoke first. At that moment he was thinking of Aegisthus, who had been killed by 
Agamemnon's son Orestes; so he said to the other gods: 

"See now, how men lay blame upon us gods for what is after all nothing but their own folly. Look at 
Aegisthus; he must needs make love to Agamemnon's wife unrighteously and then kill Agamemnon, 
though he knew it would be the death of him; for I sent Mercury to warn him not to do either of these 
things, inasmuch as Orestes would be sure to take his revenge when he grew up and wanted to return 
home. Mercury told him this in all good will but he would not listen, and now he has paid for 
everything in full." 

Then Minerva said, "Father, son of Saturn, King of kings, it served Aegisthus right, and so it would any
one else who does as he did; but Aegisthus is neither here nor there; it is for Ulysses that my heart 
bleeds, when I think of his sufferings in that lonely sea-girt island, far away, poor man, from all his 
friends. It is an island covered with forest, in the very middle of the sea, and a goddess lives there, 
daughter of the magician Atlas, who looks after the bottom of the ocean, and carries the great columns 
that keep heaven and earth asunder. This daughter of Atlas has got hold of poor unhappy Ulysses, and 
keeps trying by every kind of blandishment to make him forget his home, so that he is tired of life, and 



thinks of nothing but how he may once more see the smoke of his own chimneys. You, sir, take no heed
of this, and yet when Ulysses was before Troy did he not propitiate you with many a burnt sacrifice? 
Why then should you keep on being so angry with him?" 

And Jove said, "My child, what are you talking about? How can I forget Ulysses than whom there is no
more capable man on earth, nor more liberal in his offerings to the immortal gods that live in heaven?
Bear in mind, however, that Neptune is still furious with Ulysses for having blinded an eye of 
Polyphemus king of the Cyclopes. Polyphemus is son to Neptune by the nymph Thoosa, daughter to 
the sea-king Phorcys; therefore though he will not kill Ulysses outright, he torments him by preventing 
him from getting home. Still, let us lay our heads together and see how we can help him to return; 
Neptune will then be pacified, for if we are all of a mind he can hardly stand out against us."

And Minerva said, "Father, son of Saturn, King of kings, if, then, the gods now mean that Ulysses 
should get home, we should first send Mercury to the Ogygian island to tell Calypso that we have made
up our minds and that he is to return. In the meantime I will go to Ithaca, to put heart into Ulysses' son 
Telemachus; I will embolden him to call the Achaeans in assembly, and speak out to the suitors of his
mother Penelope, who persist in eating up any number of his sheep and oxen; I will also conduct him to
Sparta and to Pylos, to see if he can hear anything about the return of his dear father- for this will make 
people speak well of him." 

So saying she bound on her glittering golden sandals, imperishable, with which she can fly like the 
wind over land or sea; she grasped the redoubtable bronze-shod spear, so stout and sturdy and strong,
wherewith she quells the ranks of heroes who have displeased her, and down she darted from the 
topmost summits of Olympus, whereon forthwith she was in Ithaca, at the gateway of Ulysses' house, 
disguised as a visitor, Mentes, chief of the Taphians, and she held a bronze spear in her hand. There she
found the lordly suitors seated on hides of the oxen which they had killed and eaten, and playing 
draughts in front of the house. Men-servants and pages were bustling about to wait upon them, some 
mixing wine with water in the mixing-bowls, some cleaning down the tables with wet sponges and 
laying them out again, and some cutting up great quantities of meat. 

Telemachus saw her long before any one else did. He was sitting moodily among the suitors thinking 
about his brave father, and how he would send them flying out of the house, if he were to come to his 
own again and be honoured as in days gone by. Thus brooding as he sat among them, he caught sight of
Minerva and went straight to the gate, for he was vexed that a stranger should be kept waiting for 
admittance. He took her right hand in his own, and bade her give him her spear. "Welcome," said he, 
"to our house, and when you have partaken of food you shall tell us what you have come for." 



James Joyce's book Ulysses is very difficult to read.  I think it may help to consider it as a sequel to one
of his easier novels, A Portait of the Artist as a Young Man.  We can identify Joyce with the hero, 
Stephen Dedalus, and his impressions from childhood as he grew to become a writer.  Dedalus is the 
Greek hero who flew with wings that his father invented, but who fell to earth after he flew too close to 
the sun.  We see from the beginning the importance of his mother and father, which brings to mind the 
psychoanalyst Sigmund Freud and the sexual topics he was presenting at the time.  This excerpt shows 
the child's thought processes, his "stream of consciousness". Andrius

A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, Chapter 1

"Et ignotas animum dimittit in artes." Ovid, Metamorphoses, VIII., 18.

Once upon a time and a very good time it was there was a moocow coming down along the road and 
this moocow that was coming down along the road met a nicens little boy named baby tuckoo...

His father told him that story: his father looked at him through a glass: he had a hairy face.

He was baby tuckoo. The moocow came down the road where Betty Byrne lived: she sold lemon platt.

O, the wild rose blossoms
On the little green place.

He sang that song. That was his song.

O, the green wothe botheth.

When you wet the bed first it is warm then it gets cold. His mother put on the oilsheet. That had the 
queer smell.

His mother had a nicer smell than his father. She played on the piano the sailor's hornpipe for him to 
dance. He danced:

Tralala lala,
Tralala tralaladdy,
Tralala lala,
Tralala lala.

Uncle Charles and Dante clapped. They were older than his father and mother but uncle Charles was 
older than Dante.

Dante had two brushes in her press. The brush with the maroon velvet back was for Michael Davitt and
the brush with the green velvet back was for Parnell. Dante gave him a cachou every time he brought 
her a piece of tissue paper.

The Vances lived in number seven. They had a different father and mother. They were Eileen's father 
and mother. When they were grown up he was going to marry Eileen. He hid under the table. His 
mother said:

—O, Stephen will apologize.



Dante said:

—O, if not, the eagles will come and pull out his eyes.—

Pull out his eyes,
Apologize,
Apologize,
Pull out his eyes.
Apologize,
Pull out his eyes,
Pull out his eyes,
Apologize.

The wide playgrounds were swarming with boys. All were shouting and the prefects urged them on 
with strong cries. The evening air was pale and chilly and after every charge and thud of the footballers
the greasy leather orb flew like a heavy bird through the grey light. He kept on the fringe of his line, 
out of sight of his prefect, out of the reach of the rude feet, feigning to run now and then. He felt his 
body small and weak amid the throng of the players and his eyes were weak and watery. Rody 
Kickham was not like that: he would be captain of the third line all the fellows said.

Rody Kickham was a decent fellow but Nasty Roche was a stink. Rody Kickham had greaves in his 
number and a hamper in the refectory. Nasty Roche had big hands. He called the Friday pudding dog-
in-the-blanket. And one day he had asked:

—What is your name?

Stephen had answered: Stephen Dedalus.

Then Nasty Roche had said:

—What kind of a name is that?

And when Stephen had not been able to answer Nasty Roche had asked:

—What is your father?

Stephen had answered:

—A gentleman.

Then Nasty Roche had asked:

—Is he a magistrate?

He crept about from point to point on the fringe of his line, making little runs now and then. But his 
hands were bluish with cold. He kept his hands in the side pockets of his belted grey suit. That was a 
belt round his pocket. And belt was also to give a fellow a belt. One day a fellow said to Cantwell:



—I'd give you such a belt in a second.

Cantwell had answered:

—Go and fight your match. Give Cecil Thunder a belt. I'd like to see you. He'd give you a toe in the 
rump for yourself.

That was not a nice expression. His mother had told him not to speak with the rough boys in the 
college. Nice mother! The first day in the hall of the castle when she had said goodbye she had put up 
her veil double to her nose to kiss him: and her nose and eyes were red. But he had pretended not to see
that she was going to cry. She was a nice mother but she was not so nice when she cried. And his father
had given him two five-shilling pieces for pocket money. And his father had told him if he wanted 
anything to write home to him and, whatever he did, never to peach on a fellow. Then at the door of the
castle the rector had shaken hands with his father and mother, his soutane fluttering in the breeze, and 
the car had driven off with his father and mother on it. They had cried to him from the car, waving their
hands:

—Goodbye, Stephen, goodbye!

—Goodbye, Stephen, goodbye! 



Joyce's novel Ulysses starts with Stephen Dedalus's inner thinking.  But Stephen will not be the hero.  
We can think of him as Ulysses' son Telemachus.  We can imagine him in search of his father, and we 
can imagine the hero, Leopold Bloom, in search of his son.  

Ulysses, Chapter 1

Stately, plump Buck Mulligan came from the stairhead, bearing a bowl of lather on which a mirror and 
a razor lay crossed. A yellow dressinggown, ungirdled, was sustained gently behind him on the mild 
morning air. He held the bowl aloft and intoned:

—Introibo ad altare Dei.

Halted, he peered down the dark winding stairs and called out coarsely:

—Come up, Kinch! Come up, you fearful jesuit!

Solemnly he came forward and mounted the round gunrest. He faced about and blessed gravely thrice 
the tower, the surrounding land and the awaking mountains. Then, catching sight of Stephen Dedalus, 
he bent towards him and made rapid crosses in the air, gurgling in his throat and shaking his head. 
Stephen Dedalus, displeased and sleepy, leaned his arms on the top of the staircase and looked coldly at
the shaking gurgling face that blessed him, equine in its length, and at the light untonsured hair, grained
and hued like pale oak.

Buck Mulligan peeped an instant under the mirror and then covered the bowl smartly.

—Back to barracks! he said sternly.

He added in a preacher's tone:

—For this, O dearly beloved, is the genuine Christine: body and soul and blood and ouns. Slow music, 
please. Shut your eyes, gents. One moment. A little trouble about those white corpuscles. Silence, all.

He peered sideways up and gave a long slow whistle of call, then paused awhile in rapt attention, his 
even white teeth glistening here and there with gold points. Chrysostomos. Two strong shrill whistles 
answered through the calm.

—Thanks, old chap, he cried briskly. That will do nicely. Switch off the current, will you?

He skipped off the gunrest and looked gravely at his watcher, gathering about his legs the loose folds of
his gown. The plump shadowed face and sullen oval jowl recalled a prelate, patron of arts in the middle
ages. A pleasant smile broke quietly over his lips.

—The mockery of it! he said gaily. Your absurd name, an ancient Greek!

He pointed his finger in friendly jest and went over to the parapet, laughing to himself. Stephen 
Dedalus stepped up, followed him wearily halfway and sat down on the edge of the gunrest, watching 
him still as he propped his mirror on the parapet, dipped the brush in the bowl and lathered cheeks and 
neck.



Buck Mulligan's gay voice went on.

—My name is absurd too: Malachi Mulligan, two dactyls. But it has a Hellenic ring, hasn't it? Tripping 
and sunny like the buck himself. We must go to Athens. Will you come if I can get the aunt to fork out 
twenty quid?

He laid the brush aside and, laughing with delight, cried:

—Will he come? The jejune jesuit!

Ceasing, he began to shave with care.

—Tell me, Mulligan, Stephen said quietly.

—Yes, my love?

—How long is Haines going to stay in this tower?

Buck Mulligan showed a shaven cheek over his right shoulder.

—God, isn't he dreadful? he said frankly. A ponderous Saxon. He thinks you're not a gentleman. God, 
these bloody English! Bursting with money and indigestion. Because he comes from Oxford. You 
know, Dedalus, you have the real Oxford manner. He can't make you out. O, my name for you is the 
best: Kinch, the knife-blade.

He shaved warily over his chin.

—He was raving all night about a black panther, Stephen said. Where is his guncase?

—A woful lunatic! Mulligan said. Were you in a funk?

—I was, Stephen said with energy and growing fear. Out here in the dark with a man I don't know 
raving and moaning to himself about shooting a black panther. You saved men from drowning. I'm not 
a hero, however. If he stays on here I am off.

Buck Mulligan frowned at the lather on his razorblade. He hopped down from his perch and began to 
search his trouser pockets hastily.

—Scutter! he cried thickly.

He came over to the gunrest and, thrusting a hand into Stephen's upper pocket, said:

—Lend us a loan of your noserag to wipe my razor.

Stephen suffered him to pull out and hold up on show by its corner a dirty crumpled handkerchief. 
Buck Mulligan wiped the razorblade neatly. Then, gazing over the handkerchief, he said:

—The bard's noserag! A new art colour for our Irish poets: snotgreen. You can almost taste it, can't 
you?



He mounted to the parapet again and gazed out over Dublin bay, his fair oakpale hair stirring slightly.

—God! he said quietly. Isn't the sea what Algy calls it: a great sweet mother? The snotgreen sea. The 
scrotumtightening sea. Epi oinopa ponton. Ah, Dedalus, the Greeks! I must teach you. You must read 
them in the original. Thalatta! Thalatta! She is our great sweet mother. Come and look.

Stephen stood up and went over to the parapet. Leaning on it he looked down on the water and on the 
mailboat clearing the harbourmouth of Kingstown.

—Our mighty mother! Buck Mulligan said.

He turned abruptly his grey searching eyes from the sea to Stephen's face.

—The aunt thinks you killed your mother, he said. That's why she won't let me have anything to do 
with you.

—Someone killed her, Stephen said gloomily.

—You could have knelt down, damn it, Kinch, when your dying mother asked you, Buck Mulligan 
said. I'm hyperborean as much as you. But to think of your mother begging you with her last breath to 
kneel down and pray for her. And you refused. There is something sinister in you....

He broke off and lathered again lightly his farther cheek. A tolerant smile curled his lips.

—But a lovely mummer! he murmured to himself. Kinch, the loveliest mummer of them all!

He shaved evenly and with care, in silence, seriously.

Stephen, an elbow rested on the jagged granite, leaned his palm against his brow and gazed at the 
fraying edge of his shiny black coat-sleeve. Pain, that was not yet the pain of love, fretted his heart. 
Silently, in a dream she had come to him after her death, her wasted body within its loose brown 
graveclothes giving off an odour of wax and rosewood, her breath, that had bent upon him, mute, 
reproachful, a faint odour of wetted ashes. Across the threadbare cuffedge he saw the sea hailed as a 
great sweet mother by the wellfed voice beside him. The ring of bay and skyline held a dull green mass 
of liquid. A bowl of white china had stood beside her deathbed holding the green sluggish bile which 
she had torn up from her rotting liver by fits of loud groaning vomiting. 

Buck Mulligan wiped again his razorblade. 

—Ah, poor dogsbody! he said in a kind voice. I must give you a shirt and a few noserags. How are the 
secondhand breeks? 

—They fit well enough, Stephen answered. 

Buck Mulligan attacked the hollow beneath his underlip. 

—The mockery of it, he said contentedly. Secondleg they should be. God knows what poxy bowsy left 
them off. I have a lovely pair with a hair stripe, grey. You'll look spiffing in them. I'm not joking, 



Kinch. You look damn well when you're dressed. 

—Thanks, Stephen said. I can't wear them if they are grey. 

—He can't wear them, Buck Mulligan told his face in the mirror. Etiquette is etiquette. He kills his 
mother but he can't wear grey trousers. 



Here is a scene from the point of view of the hero, Leopold Bloom.  His mind is not poetic like 
Stephen's.  He is not a perfect person.  However, we often see his human side.  He has a very brief 
encounter with his wife, Molly.  She will be on his mind all day despite his interest in other women.

Ulysses, Chapter 4

Mr Leopold Bloom ate with relish the inner organs of beasts and fowls. He liked thick giblet soup, 
nutty gizzards, a stuffed roast heart, liverslices fried with crustcrumbs, fried hencods' roes. Most of all 
he liked grilled mutton kidneys which gave to his palate a fine tang of faintly scented urine. 

Kidneys were in his mind as he moved about the kitchen softly, righting her breakfast things on the 
humpy tray. Gelid light and air were in the kitchen but out of doors gentle summer morning 
everywhere. Made him feel a bit peckish. 

The coals were reddening. 

Another slice of bread and butter: three, four: right. She didn't like her plate full. Right. He turned from 
the tray, lifted the kettle off the hob and set it sideways on the fire. It sat there, dull and squat, its spout 
stuck out. Cup of tea soon. Good. Mouth dry. The cat walked stiffly round a leg of the table with tail on
high. 

—Mkgnao! 

—O, there you are, Mr Bloom said, turning from the fire. 

The cat mewed in answer and stalked again stiffly round a leg of the table, mewing. Just how she stalks
over my writingtable. Prr. Scratch my head. Prr. 

Mr Bloom watched curiously, kindly the lithe black form. Clean to see: the gloss of her sleek hide, the 
white button under the butt of her tail, the green flashing eyes. He bent down to her, his hands on his 
knees. 

—Milk for the pussens, he said. 

—Mrkgnao! the cat cried. 

They call them stupid. They understand what we say better than we understand them. She understands 
all she wants to. Vindictive too. Cruel. Her nature. Curious mice never squeal. Seem to like it. Wonder 
what I look like to her. Height of a tower? No, she can jump me. 

—Afraid of the chickens she is, he said mockingly. Afraid of the chookchooks. I never saw such a 
stupid pussens as the pussens. 

—Mrkrgnao! the cat said loudly. 

She blinked up out of her avid shameclosing eyes, mewing plaintively and long, showing him her 
milkwhite teeth. He watched the dark eyeslits narrowing with greed till her eyes were green stones. 
Then he went to the dresser, took the jug Hanlon's milkman had just filled for him, poured 



warmbubbled milk on a saucer and set it slowly on the floor. 

—Gurrhr! she cried, running to lap. 

He watched the bristles shining wirily in the weak light as she tipped three times and licked lightly. 
Wonder is it true if you clip them they can't mouse after. Why? They shine in the dark, perhaps, the tips.
Or kind of feelers in the dark, perhaps. 

He listened to her licking lap. Ham and eggs, no. No good eggs with this drouth. Want pure fresh water.
Thursday: not a good day either for a mutton kidney at Buckley's. Fried with butter, a shake of pepper. 
Better a pork kidney at Dlugacz's. While the kettle is boiling. She lapped slower, then licking the saucer
clean. Why are their tongues so rough? To lap better, all porous holes. Nothing she can eat? He glanced
round him. No. 

On quietly creaky boots he went up the staircase to the hall, paused by the bedroom door. She might 
like something tasty. Thin bread and butter she likes in the morning. Still perhaps: once in a way. 

He said softly in the bare hall: 

—I'm going round the corner. Be back in a minute. 

And when he had heard his voice say it he added: 

—You don't want anything for breakfast? 

A sleepy soft grunt answered: 

—Mn. 

No. She didn't want anything. He heard then a warm heavy sigh, softer, as she turned over and the loose
brass quoits of the bedstead jingled. 



Leopold Bloom reads a letter from a woman he is flirting with.

Ulysses, Chapter 5

He opened the letter within the newspaper.

A flower. I think it's a. A yellow flower with flattened petals. Not annoyed then? What does she say?

Dear Henry

I got your last letter to me and thank you very much for it. I am sorry you did not like my last letter. 
Why did you enclose the stamps? I am awfully angry with you. I do wish I could punish you for that. I 
called you naughty boy because I do not like that other world. Please tell me what is the real meaning 
of that word? Are you not happy in your home you poor little naughty boy? I do wish I could do 
something for you. Please tell me what you think of poor me. I often think of the beautiful name you 
have. Dear Henry, when will we meet? I think of you so often you have no idea. I have never felt 
myself so much drawn to a man as you. I feel so bad about. Please write me a long letter and tell me 
more. Remember if you do not I will punish you. So now you know what I will do to you, you naughty 
boy, if you do not wrote. O how I long to meet you. Henry dear, do not deny my request before my 
patience are exhausted. Then I will tell you all. Goodbye now, naughty darling, I have such a bad 
headache. today. and write by return to your longing

Martha

P. S. Do tell me what kind of perfume does your wife use. I want to know.

He tore the flower gravely from its pinhold smelt its almost no smell and placed it in his heart pocket. 
Language of flowers. They like it because no-one can hear. Or a poison bouquet to strike him down. 
Then walking slowly forward he read the letter again, murmuring here and there a word. Angry tulips 
with you darling manflower punish your cactus if you don't please poor forgetmenot how I long violets 
to dear roses when we soon anemone meet all naughty nightstalk wife Martha's perfume. Having read it
all he took it from the newspaper and put it back in his sidepocket.

Weak joy opened his lips. Changed since the first letter. Wonder did she wrote it herself. Doing the 
indignant: a girl of good family like me, respectable character. Could meet one Sunday after the rosary. 
Thank you: not having any. Usual love scrimmage. Then running round corners. Bad as a row with 
Molly. Cigar has a cooling effect. Narcotic. Go further next time. Naughty boy: punish: afraid of words,
of course. Brutal, why not? Try it anyhow. A bit at a time.

Fingering still the letter in his pocket he drew the pin out of it. Common pin, eh? He threw it on the 
road. Out of her clothes somewhere: pinned together. Queer the number of pins they always have. No 
roses without thorns. 



Stephen's father Simon Dedalus is a friend of Leopold Bloom's.  The two meet here briefly at a funeral. 
This excerpt likewise associates in Leopold's mind themes of ghosts and sex and Molly. 

Ulysses, Chapter 6

Mr O'Connell shook all their hands in silence. Mr Dedalus said: 

—I am come to pay you another visit. 

—My dear Simon, the caretaker answered in a low voice. I don't want your custom at all. 

Saluting Ned Lambert and John Henry Menton he walked on at Martin Cunningham's side puzzling 
two long keys at his back. 

—Did you hear that one, he asked them, about Mulcahy from the Coombe? 

—I did not, Martin Cunningham said. 

They bent their silk hats in concert and Hynes inclined his ear. The caretaker hung his thumbs in the 
loops of his gold watchchain and spoke in a discreet tone to their vacant smiles. 

—They tell the story, he said, that two drunks came out here one foggy evening to look for the grave of
a friend of theirs. They asked for Mulcahy from the Coombe and were told where he was buried. After 
traipsing about in the fog they found the grave sure enough. One of the drunks spelt out the name: 
Terence Mulcahy. The other drunk was blinking up at a statue of Our Saviour the widow had got put 
up. 

The caretaker blinked up at one of the sepulchres they passed. He resumed: 

—And, after blinking up at the sacred figure, Not a bloody bit like the man, says he. That's not 
Mulcahy, says he, whoever done it. 

Rewarded by smiles he fell back and spoke with Corny Kelleher, accepting the dockets given him, 
turning them over and scanning them as he walked. 

—That's all done with a purpose, Martin Cunningham explained to Hynes. 

—I know, Hynes said. I know that. 

—To cheer a fellow up, Martin Cunningham said. It's pure goodheartedness: damn the thing else. 

Mr Bloom admired the caretaker's prosperous bulk. All want to be on good terms with him. Decent 
fellow, John O'Connell, real good sort. Keys: like Keyes's ad: no fear of anyone getting out. No passout
checks. Habeas corpus. I must see about that ad after the funeral. Did I write Ballsbridge on the 
envelope I took to cover when she disturbed me writing to Martha? Hope it's not chucked in the dead 
letter office. Be the better of a shave. Grey sprouting beard. That's the first sign when the hairs come 
out grey. And temper getting cross. Silver threads among the grey. Fancy being his wife. Wonder he 
had the gumption to propose to any girl. Come out and live in the graveyard. Dangle that before her. It 



might thrill her first. Courting death. Shades of night hovering here with all the dead stretched about. 
The shadows of the tombs when churchyards yawn and Daniel O'Connell must be a descendant I 
suppose who is this used to say he was a queer breedy man great catholic all the same like a big giant in
the dark. Will o' the wisp. Gas of graves. Want to keep her mind off it to conceive at all. Women 
especially are so touchy. Tell her a ghost story in bed to make her sleep. Have you ever seen a ghost? 
Well, I have. It was a pitchdark night. The clock was on the stroke of twelve. Still they'd kiss all right if
properly keyed up. Whores in Turkish graveyards. Learn anything if taken young. You might pick up a 
young widow here. Men like that. Love among the tombstones. Romeo. Spice of pleasure. In the midst 
of death we are in life. Both ends meet. Tantalising for the poor dead. Smell of grilled beefsteaks to the 
starving. Gnawing their vitals. Desire to grig people. Molly wanting to do it at the window. Eight 
children he has anyway. 



Stephen Dedalus, like James Joyce, wants to be a great writer.  He thus has to find his place in Irish 
literature, which is problematic.  He is writing in English, the language of Ireland's occupier.  Irish 
nationalism is very constraining, and ultimately Joyce will spend his life in other parts of Europe, yet 
always writing about life in Dublin, Ireland.  In this excerpt, Stephen Dedalus is sharing with Irish 
authors his theory that Shakespeare thought of himself as Hamlet's father.  We can imagine that 
Stephen identifies with Hamlet and his phrase "to be or not to be".  Stephen imagines he is 
Shakespeare's dead son Hamnet = Hamlet!  Stephen = Telemachus and Leopold Bloom = Ulysses = 
Shakespeare!

Ulysses, Chapter 9

—He will have it that Hamlet is a ghoststory, John Eglinton said for Mr Best's behoof. Like the fat boy 
in Pickwick he wants to make our flesh creep. 

List! List! O List! 

My flesh hears him: creeping, hears. 

If thou didst ever... 

—What is a ghost? Stephen said with tingling energy. One who has faded into impalpability through 
death, through absence, through change of manners. Elizabethan London lay as far from Stratford as 
corrupt Paris lies from virgin Dublin. Who is the ghost from limbo patrum, returning to the world that 
has forgotten him? Who is King Hamlet? 

John Eglinton shifted his spare body, leaning back to judge. 

Lifted. 

—It is this hour of a day in mid June, Stephen said, begging with a swift glance their hearing. The flag 
is up on the playhouse by the bankside. The bear Sackerson growls in the pit near it, Paris garden. 
Canvasclimbers who sailed with Drake chew their sausages among the groundlings. 

Local colour. Work in all you know. Make them accomplices. 

—Shakespeare has left the huguenot's house in Silver street and walks by the swanmews along the 
riverbank. But he does not stay to feed the pen chivying her game of cygnets towards the rushes. The 
swan of Avon has other thoughts. 

Composition of place. Ignatius Loyola, make haste to help me! 

—The play begins. A player comes on under the shadow, made up in the castoff mail of a court buck, a 
wellset man with a bass voice. It is the ghost, the king, a king and no king, and the player is 
Shakespeare who has studied Hamlet all the years of his life which were not vanity in order to play the 
part of the spectre. He speaks the words to Burbage, the young player who stands before him beyond 
the rack of cerecloth, calling him by a name: 



Hamlet, I am thy father's spirit, 

bidding him list. To a son he speaks, the son of his soul, the prince, young Hamlet and to the son of his 
body, Hamnet Shakespeare, who has died in Stratford that his namesake may live for ever. 

Is it possible that that player Shakespeare, a ghost by absence, and in the vesture of buried Denmark, a 
ghost by death, speaking his own words to his own son's name (had Hamnet Shakespeare lived he 
would have been prince Hamlet's twin), is it possible, I want to know, or probable that he did not draw 
or foresee the logical conclusion of those premises: you are the dispossessed son: I am the murdered 
father: your mother is the guilty queen, Ann Shakespeare, born Hathaway? 

—But this prying into the family life of a great man, Russell began impatiently. 

Art thou there, truepenny? 

—Interesting only to the parish clerk. I mean, we have the plays. I mean when we read the poetry of 
King Lear what is it to us how the poet lived? As for living our servants can do that for us, Villiers de 
l'Isle has said. Peeping and prying into greenroom gossip of the day, the poet's drinking, the poet's 
debts. We have King Lear: and it is immortal. 

Mr Best's face, appealed to, agreed. 

      Flow over them with your waves and with your waters, Mananaan,
      Mananaan MacLir...

How now, sirrah, that pound he lent you when you were hungry? 

Marry, I wanted it. 

Take thou this noble. 

Go to! You spent most of it in Georgina Johnson's bed, clergyman's daughter. Agenbite of inwit. 

Do you intend to pay it back? 

O, yes. 

When? Now? 

Well... No. 

When, then? 

I paid my way. I paid my way. 

Steady on. He's from beyant Boyne water. The northeast corner. You owe it. 

Wait. Five months. Molecules all change. I am other I now. Other I got pound. 

Buzz. Buzz. 

But I, entelechy, form of forms, am I by memory because under everchanging forms. 

I that sinned and prayed and fasted. 



A child Conmee saved from pandies. 

I, I and I. I. 

A.E.I.O.U. 

—Do you mean to fly in the face of the tradition of three centuries? John Eglinton's carping voice 
asked. Her ghost at least has been laid for ever. She died, for literature at least, before she was born. 

—She died, Stephen retorted, sixtyseven years after she was born. She saw him into and out of the 
world. She took his first embraces. She bore his children and she laid pennies on his eyes to keep his 
eyelids closed when he lay on his deathbed. 

Mother's deathbed. Candle. The sheeted mirror. Who brought me into this world lies there, 
bronzelidded, under few cheap flowers. Liliata rutilantium. 

I wept alone. 

John Eglinton looked in the tangled glowworm of his lamp. 

—The world believes that Shakespeare made a mistake, he said, and got out of it as quickly and as best 
he could. 

—Bosh! Stephen said rudely. A man of genius makes no mistakes. His errors are volitional and are the 
portals of discovery. 

Portals of discovery opened to let in the quaker librarian, softcreakfooted, bald, eared and assiduous. 

—A shrew, John Eglinton said shrewdly, is not a useful portal of discovery, one should imagine. What 
useful discovery did Socrates learn from Xanthippe? 

—Dialectic, Stephen answered: and from his mother how to bring thoughts into the world. What he 
learnt from his other wife Myrto (absit nomen!), Socratididion's Epipsychidion, no man, not a woman, 
will ever know. But neither the midwife's lore nor the caudlelectures saved him from the archons of 
Sinn Fein and their naggin of hemlock. 

—But Ann Hathaway? Mr Best's quiet voice said forgetfully. Yes, we seem to be forgetting her as 
Shakespeare himself forgot her. 



Joyce chose for his hero, Leopold Bloom, an Irish Jew, who has to deal with anti-semitism and also his 
own self-definition as an Irishman in an intensely Catholic Ireland.  Joyce draws parallels between the 
history of the Irish people and that of the Jewish people, as well as between his "great book" and the 
Bible.  Joyce's "great book" may not serve Irish civilization, but rather, serve all of modern civilization.
In this scene, Leopold is arguing at an Irish pub.

Ulysses, Chapter 12

—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 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. 

—A new apostle to the gentiles, says the citizen. Universal love. 

—Well, says John Wyse. Isn't that what we're told. Love your neighbour. 

—That chap? says the citizen. Beggar my neighbour is his motto. Love, moya! He's a nice pattern of a 
Romeo and Juliet. 

Love loves to love love. Nurse loves the new chemist. Constable 14A loves Mary Kelly. Gerty 
MacDowell loves the boy that has the bicycle. M. B. loves a fair gentleman. Li Chi Han lovey up kissy 
Cha Pu Chow. Jumbo, the elephant, loves Alice, the elephant. Old Mr Verschoyle with the ear trumpet 
loves old Mrs Verschoyle with the turnedin eye. The man in the brown macintosh loves a lady who is 



dead. His Majesty the King loves Her Majesty the Queen. Mrs Norman W. Tupper loves officer Taylor. 
You love a certain person. And this person loves that other person because everybody loves somebody 
but God loves everybody. 



Gerty MacDowell is a teenage girl on the beach with friends and two small boys they are watching 
over.  In this chapter, we hear her inner thoughts which ultimately turn to Leopold Bloom, who is 
watching her.  The sun has gone down.  He fondles himself while she bends back to look at the 
fireworks.

Ulysses, Chapter 13

For Gerty had her dreams that no-one knew of. She loved to read poetry and when she got a keepsake 
from Bertha Supple of that lovely confession album with the coralpink cover to write her thoughts in 
she laid it in the drawer of her toilettable which, though it did not err on the side of luxury, was 
scrupulously neat and clean. It was there she kept her girlish treasure trove, the tortoiseshell combs, her
child of Mary badge, the whiterose scent, the eyebrowleine, her alabaster pouncetbox and the ribbons 
to change when her things came home from the wash and there were some beautiful thoughts written in
it in violet ink that she bought in Hely's of Dame Street for she felt that she too could write poetry if 
she could only express herself like that poem that appealed to her so deeply that she had copied out of 
the newspaper she found one evening round the potherbs. Art thou real, my ideal? it was called by 
Louis J Walsh, Magherafelt, and after there was something about twilight, wilt thou ever? and ofttimes 
the beauty of poetry, so sad in its transient loveliness, had misted her eyes with silent tears for she felt 
that the years were slipping by for her, one by one, and but for that one shortcoming she knew she need
fear no competition and that was an accident coming down Dalkey hill and she always tried to conceal 
it. But it must end, she felt. If she saw that magic lure in his eyes there would be no holding back for 
her. Love laughs at locksmiths. She would make the great sacrifice. Her every effort would be to share 
his thoughts. Dearer than the whole world would she be to him and gild his days with happiness. There 
was the allimportant question and she was dying to know was he a married man or a widower who had 
lost his wife or some tragedy like the nobleman with the foreign name from the land of song had to 
have her put into a madhouse, cruel only to be kind. But even if—what then? Would it make a very 
great difference? From everything in the least indelicate her finebred nature instinctively recoiled. She 
loathed that sort of person, the fallen women off the accommodation walk beside the Dodder that went 
with the soldiers and coarse men with no respect for a girl's honour, degrading the sex and being taken 
up to the police station. No, no: not that. They would be just good friends like a big brother and sister 
without all that other in spite of the conventions of Society with a big ess. Perhaps it was an old flame 
he was in mourning for from the days beyond recall. She thought she understood. She would try to 
understand him because men were so different. The old love was waiting, waiting with little white 
hands stretched out, with blue appealing eyes. Heart of mine! She would follow, her dream of love, the 
dictates of her heart that told her he was her all in all, the only man in all the world for her for love was 
the master guide. Nothing else mattered. Come what might she would be wild, untrammelled, free. 

Canon O'Hanlon put the Blessed Sacrament back into the tabernacle and genuflected and the choir sang
Laudate Dominum omnes gentes and then he locked the tabernacle door because the benediction was 
over and Father Conroy handed him his hat to put on and crosscat Edy asked wasn't she coming but 
Jacky Caffrey called out: 



—O, look, Cissy! 

And they all looked was it sheet lightning but Tommy saw it too over the trees beside the church, blue 
and then green and purple. 

—It's fireworks, Cissy Caffrey said. 

And they all ran down the strand to see over the houses and the church, helterskelter, Edy with the 
pushcar with baby Boardman in it and Cissy holding Tommy and Jacky by the hand so they wouldn't 
fall running. 

—Come on, Gerty, Cissy called. It's the bazaar fireworks. 

But Gerty was adamant. She had no intention of being at their beck and call. If they could run like 
rossies she could sit so she said she could see from where she was. The eyes that were fastened upon 
her set her pulses tingling. She looked at him a moment, meeting his glance, and a light broke in upon 
her. Whitehot passion was in that face, passion silent as the grave, and it had made her his. At last they 
were left alone without the others to pry and pass remarks and she knew he could be trusted to the 
death, steadfast, a sterling man, a man of inflexible honour to his fingertips. His hands and face were 
working and a tremour went over her. She leaned back far to look up where the fireworks were and she 
caught her knee in her hands so as not to fall back looking up and there was no-one to see only him and
her when she revealed all her graceful beautifully shaped legs like that, supply soft and delicately 
rounded, and she seemed to hear the panting of his heart, his hoarse breathing, because she knew too 
about the passion of men like that, hotblooded, because Bertha Supple told her once in dead secret and 
made her swear she'd never about the gentleman lodger that was staying with them out of the 
Congested Districts Board that had pictures cut out of papers of those skirtdancers and highkickers and 
she said he used to do something not very nice that you could imagine sometimes in the bed. But this 
was altogether different from a thing like that because there was all the difference because she could 
almost feel him draw her face to his and the first quick hot touch of his handsome lips. Besides there 
was absolution so long as you didn't do the other thing before being married and there ought to be 
women priests that would understand without your telling out and Cissy Caffrey too sometimes had 
that dreamy kind of dreamy look in her eyes so that she too, my dear, and Winny Rippingham so mad 
about actors' photographs and besides it was on account of that other thing coming on the way it did. 

And Jacky Caffrey shouted to look, there was another and she leaned back and the garters were blue to 
match on account of the transparent and they all saw it and they all shouted to look, look, there it was 
and she leaned back ever so far to see the fireworks and something queer was flying through the air, a 
soft thing, to and fro, dark. And she saw a long Roman candle going up over the trees, up, up, and, in 
the tense hush, they were all breathless with excitement as it went higher and higher and she had to lean
back more and more to look up after it, high, high, almost out of sight, and her face was suffused with a
divine, an entrancing blush from straining back and he could see her other things too, nainsook 
knickers, the fabric that caresses the skin, better than those other pettiwidth, the green, four and eleven, 
on account of being white and she let him and she saw that he saw and then it went so high it went out 
of sight a moment and she was trembling in every limb from being bent so far back that he had a full 



view high up above her knee where no-one ever not even on the swing or wading and she wasn't 
ashamed and he wasn't either to look in that immodest way like that because he couldn't resist the sight 
of the wondrous revealment half offered like those skirtdancers behaving so immodest before 
gentlemen looking and he kept on looking, looking. She would fain have cried to him chokingly, held 
out her snowy slender arms to him to come, to feel his lips laid on her white brow, the cry of a young 
girl's love, a little strangled cry, wrung from her, that cry that has rung through the ages. And then a 
rocket sprang and bang shot blind blank and O! then the Roman candle burst and it was like a sigh of 
O! and everyone cried O! O! in raptures and it gushed out of it a stream of rain gold hair threads and 
they shed and ah! they were all greeny dewy stars falling with golden, O so lovely, O, soft, sweet, soft! 

Then all melted away dewily in the grey air: all was silent. Ah! She glanced at him as she bent forward 
quickly, a pathetic little glance of piteous protest, of shy reproach under which he coloured like a girl. 
He was leaning back against the rock behind. Leopold Bloom (for it is he) stands silent, with bowed 
head before those young guileless eyes. What a brute he had been! At it again? A fair unsullied soul had
called to him and, wretch that he was, how had he answered? An utter cad he had been! He of all men! 
But there was an infinite store of mercy in those eyes, for him too a word of pardon even though he had
erred and sinned and wandered. Should a girl tell? No, a thousand times no. That was their secret, only 
theirs, alone in the hiding twilight and there was none to know or tell save the little bat that flew so 
softly through the evening to and fro and little bats don't tell. 

Cissy Caffrey whistled, imitating the boys in the football field to show what a great person she was: 
and then she cried: 

—Gerty! Gerty! We're going. Come on. We can see from farther up. 

Gerty had an idea, one of love's little ruses. She slipped a hand into her kerchief pocket and took out 
the wadding and waved in reply of course without letting him and then slipped it back. Wonder if he's 
too far to. She rose. Was it goodbye? No. She had to go but they would meet again, there, and she 
would dream of that till then, tomorrow, of her dream of yester eve. She drew herself up to her full 
height. Their souls met in a last lingering glance and the eyes that reached her heart, full of a strange 
shining, hung enraptured on her sweet flowerlike face. She half smiled at him wanly, a sweet forgiving 
smile, a smile that verged on tears, and then they parted. 

Slowly, without looking back she went down the uneven strand to Cissy, to Edy to Jacky and Tommy 
Caffrey, to little baby Boardman. It was darker now and there were stones and bits of wood on the 
strand and slippy seaweed. She walked with a certain quiet dignity characteristic of her but with care 
and very slowly because—because Gerty MacDowell was... 

Tight boots? No. She's lame! O! 

Mr Bloom watched her as she limped away. Poor girl! That's why she's left on the shelf and the others 
did a sprint. Thought something was wrong by the cut of her jib. Jilted beauty. A defect is ten times 
worse in a woman. But makes them polite. Glad I didn't know it when she was on show. Hot little devil 
all the same. 



Leopold then goes to a hospital where his friend's wife is giving birth.  It is as if she is giving birth to 
the novel.  Stephen Dedalus and his friends are also present.  Joyce equates their repulsive 
conversation to Ulysses's sailors' sin in slaughtering and eating oxen which belonged to the gods.  This
chapter is a parody of the history of English literature. This early paragraph is written in a complex 
Latin style of the kind that George Orwell protested against in his essay.  These are also sins against 
the gods.  You don't have to understand it!

Ulysses, Chapter 14

Universally that person's acumen is esteemed very little perceptive concerning whatsoever matters are 
being held as most profitably by mortals with sapience endowed to be studied who is ignorant of that 
which the most in doctrine erudite and certainly by reason of that in them high mind's ornament 
deserving of veneration constantly maintain when by general consent they affirm that other 
circumstances being equal by no exterior splendour is the prosperity of a nation more efficaciously 
asserted than by the measure of how far forward may have progressed the tribute of its solicitude for 
that proliferent continuance which of evils the original if it be absent when fortunately present 
constitutes the certain sign of omnipollent nature's incorrupted benefaction. For who is there who 
anything of some significance has apprehended but is conscious that that exterior splendour may be the 
surface of a downwardtending lutulent reality or on the contrary anyone so is there unilluminated as not
to perceive that as no nature's boon can contend against the bounty of increase so it behoves every most
just citizen to become the exhortator and admonisher of his semblables and to tremble lest what had in 
the past been by the nation excellently commenced might be in the future not with similar excellence 
accomplished if an inverecund habit shall have gradually traduced the honourable by ancestors 
transmitted customs to that thither of profundity that that one was audacious excessively who would 
have the hardihood to rise affirming that no more odious offence can for anyone be than to oblivious 
neglect to consign that evangel simultaneously command and promise which on all mortals with 
prophecy of abundance or with diminution's menace that exalted of reiteratedly procreating function 
ever irrevocably enjoined? 



Molly lies in bed next to Leopold. She thinks of various admirers.  In the very end, she remembers 
Leopold's marriage proposal and her acceptance.  I think we can say, in her heart, she has been true to
Leopold, despite his long odyssey of doubt.  But I have not yet read the final chapters!

Joyce has been admired for his daring and success at portraying a woman's inner thoughts.  His novel 
Ulysses was censored for many years in the UK and the US as indecent.  However, I think he has 
shown that modern people, like himself, however ordinary, unheroic and incoherent we may be, are 
ultimately decent.

Ulysses, Chapter 18

... Ill just give him one more chance Ill get up early in the morning Im sick of Cohens old bed in any 
case I might go over to the markets to see all the vegetables and cabbages and tomatoes and carrots and
all kinds of splendid fruits all coming in lovely and fresh who knows whod be the 1st man Id meet 
theyre out looking for it in the morning Mamy Dillon used to say they are and the night too that was 
her massgoing Id love a big juicy pear now to melt in your mouth like when I used to be in the longing 
way then Ill throw him up his eggs and tea in the moustachecup she gave him to make his mouth bigger
I suppose hed like my nice cream too I know what Ill do Ill go about rather gay not too much singing a 
bit now and then mi fa pieta Masetto then Ill start dressing myself to go out presto non son piu forte Ill 
put on my best shift and drawers let him have a good eyeful out of that to make his micky stand for him
Ill let him know if thats what he wanted that his wife is fucked yes and damn well fucked too up to my 
neck nearly not by him 5 or 6 times handrunning theres the mark of his spunk on the clean sheet I 
wouldnt bother to even iron it out that ought to satisfy him if you dont believe me feel my belly unless I
made him stand there and put him into me Ive a mind to tell him every scrap and make him do it out in 
front of me serve him right its all his own fault if I am an adulteress as the thing in the gallery said O 
much about it if thats all the harm ever we did in this vale of tears God knows its not much doesnt 
everybody only they hide it I suppose thats what a woman is supposed to be there for or He wouldnt 
have made us the way He did so attractive to men then if he wants to kiss my bottom Ill drag open my 
drawers and bulge it right out in his face as large as life he can stick his tongue 7 miles up my hole as 
hes there my brown part then Ill tell him I want £ 1 or perhaps 30/- Ill tell him I want to buy 
underclothes then if he gives me that well he wont be too bad I dont want to soak it all out of him like 
other women do I could often have written out a fine cheque for myself and write his name on it for a 
couple of pounds a few times he forgot to lock it up besides he wont spend it Ill let him do it off on me 
behind provided he doesnt smear all my good drawers O I suppose that cant be helped Ill do the 
indifferent 1 or 2 questions Ill know by the answers when hes like that he cant keep a thing back I 
know every turn in him Ill tighten my bottom well and let out a few smutty words smellrump or lick 
my shit or the first mad thing comes into my head then Ill suggest about yes O wait now sonny my turn 
is coming Ill be quite gay and friendly over it O but I was forgetting this bloody pest of a thing pfooh 
you wouldnt know which to laugh or cry were such a mixture of plum and apple no Ill have to wear the
old things so much the better itll be more pointed hell never know whether he did it or not there thats 
good enough for you any old thing at all then Ill wipe him off me just like a business his omission then 
Ill go out Ill have him eying up at the ceiling where is she gone now make him want me thats the only 
way a quarter after what an unearthly hour I suppose theyre just getting up in China now combing out 
their pigtails for the day well soon have the nuns ringing the angelus theyve nobody coming in to spoil 
their sleep except an odd priest or two for his night office or the alarmclock next door at cockshout 
clattering the brains out of itself let me see if I can doze off 1 2 3 4 5 what kind of flowers are those 
they invented like the stars the wallpaper in Lombard street was much nicer the apron he gave me was 



like that something only I only wore it twice better lower this lamp and try again so as I can get up 
early Ill go to Lambes there beside Findlaters and get them to send us some flowers to put about the 
place in case he brings him home tomorrow today I mean no no Fridays an unlucky day first I want to 
do the place up someway the dust grows in it I think while Im asleep then we can have music and 
cigarettes I can accompany him first I must clean the keys of the piano with milk whatll I wear shall I 
wear a white rose or those fairy cakes in Liptons I love the smell of a rich big shop at 7 1/2d a lb or the 
other ones with the cherries in them and the pinky sugar 11d a couple of lbs of those a nice plant for the
middle of the table Id get that cheaper in wait wheres this I saw them not long ago I love flowers Id 
love to have the whole place swimming in roses God of heaven theres nothing like nature the wild 
mountains then the sea and the waves rushing then the beautiful country with the fields of oats and 
wheat and all kinds of things and all the fine cattle going about that would do your heart good to see 
rivers and lakes and flowers all sorts of shapes and smells and colours springing up even out of the 
ditches primroses and violets nature it is as for them saying theres no God I wouldnt give a snap of my 
two fingers for all their learning why dont they go and create something I often asked him atheists or 
whatever they call themselves go and wash the cobbles off themselves first then they go howling for 
the priest and they dying and why why because theyre afraid of hell on account of their bad conscience 
ah yes I know them well who was the first person in the universe before there was anybody that made it
all who ah that they dont know neither do I so there you are they might as well try to stop the sun from 
rising tomorrow the sun shines for you he said the day we were lying among the rhododendrons on 
Howth head in the grey tweed suit and his straw hat the day I got him to propose to me yes first I gave 
him the bit of seedcake out of my mouth and it was leapyear like now yes 16 years ago my God after 
that long kiss I near lost my breath yes he said I was a flower of the mountain yes so we are flowers all 
a womans body yes that was one true thing he said in his life and the sun shines for you today yes that 
was why I liked him because I saw he understood or felt what a woman is and I knew I could always 
get round him and I gave him all the pleasure I could leading him on till he asked me to say yes and I 
wouldnt answer first only looked out over the sea and the sky I was thinking of so many things he didnt
know of Mulvey and Mr Stanhope and Hester and father and old captain Groves and the sailors playing
all birds fly and I say stoop and washing up dishes they called it on the pier and the sentry in front of 
the governors house with the thing round his white helmet poor devil half roasted and the Spanish girls 
laughing in their shawls and their tall combs and the auctions in the morning the Greeks and the jews 
and the Arabs and the devil knows who else from all the ends of Europe and Duke street and the fowl 
market all clucking outside Larby Sharons and the poor donkeys slipping half asleep and the vague 
fellows in the cloaks asleep in the shade on the steps and the big wheels of the carts of the bulls and the
old castle thousands of years old yes and those handsome Moors all in white and turbans like kings 
asking you to sit down in their little bit of a shop and Ronda with the old windows of the posadas 2 
glancing eyes a lattice hid for her lover to kiss the iron and the wineshops half open at night and the 
castanets and the night we missed the boat at Algeciras the watchman going about serene with his lamp 
and O that awful deepdown torrent O and the sea the sea crimson sometimes like fire and the glorious 
sunsets and the figtrees in the Alameda gardens yes and all the queer little streets and the pink and blue 
and yellow houses and the rosegardens and the jessamine and geraniums and cactuses and Gibraltar as 
a girl where I was a Flower of the mountain yes when I put the rose in my hair like the Andalusian girls
used or shall I wear a red yes and how he kissed me under the Moorish wall and I thought well as well 
him as another and then I asked him with my eyes to ask again yes and then he asked me would I yes to
say yes my mountain flower and first I put my arms around him yes and drew him down to me so he 
could feel my breasts all perfume yes and his heart was going like mad and yes I said yes I will Yes. 


