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			Preface

			Joyce’s theme in Ulysses was simple. He invoked the most elaborate means to present it. Like other great writers, he sensed that the methods available to him in previous literature were insufficient, and he determined to outreach them. The narrator figure who often in earlier novels chaperones the reader round the action disappears. In Ulysses his place is taken by a series of narrators, usually undependable, who emerge and disappear without being identified.

			Sometimes the narrative is impersonal, and in one episode, as if to mock this method by excess, a camera-like eye roves at random through Dublin, focusing on seemingly unrelated patches of urban life. In its subject-matter Joyce’s book invades our privacy. Experiences once considered too intimate for literature, such as going to the toilet, appear as a matter of course. The negotiation with language which Joyce carried on all his life assumes many forms in this book. In one episode the stages in the ontogeny of a foetus are recapitulated in the stages of development of English prose style. In another, words come as close to turning into musical notes as words can. The characters, too, are reconceived: they offer new blends of heroism and mock-heroism. Their thoughts are disclosed in internal monologues that register the slightest waverings of consciousness or of the world that surrounds consciousness. The author intervenes only with stage directions, not necessarily sympathetic. The passions and counter-passions of the characters’ unconscious minds once take external form in a vaudeville version that, while retaining ludicrousness, manages yet to fall somewhere between horror and pathos. A whole galaxy of new devices and stances and verbal antics, extravagant, derisive, savage, rollicking, tender, and lyrical, is held in Joyce’s ironic dominion. Behind all the manifold disguises can be felt the pervasive presence of an author who never in the book acknowledges his existence.

			Since Ulysses is as difficult as it is entertaining, readers have often felt that it puts them on their mettle. The decipherment of obscurities has gone on apace. But certain tangles have escaped notice because readers assume that they have missed something, not that Joyce has nodded. For some time now we have known that neither was to blame. The text was faulty. Given its unprecedented idiosyncracy, mistakes were inevitable.

			Joyce was too scrupulous a writer to tolerate even minor flaws. Soon after Sylvia Beach published the first edition of Ulysses under the imprint of Shakespeare and Company, on February 2, 1922, he compiled a list of errata. It was by no means complete. Further corrections were made from time to time in subsequent printings. Then in 1932 his friend Stuart Gilbert, freshly aware of more errors because he had just helped with a translation of the book into French, amended the text for the Odyssey Press edition published in Hamburg. Finally, in 1936 Joyce reread the book before it was published in London by The Bodley Head. After that year there is a history of publishers with varying degrees of conscientiousness trying to correct misprints, and quite often adding more. A famous instance is the final dot at the end of the penultimate chapter. This was assumed to be a flyspeck and dropped, when in fact it was the obscure yet indispensable answer to the precise and final question, ‘Where?’ Joyce gave specific instructions to the printer to enlarge the dot rather than to drop it.

			The situation has been confused enough to require expert assistance. Hans Walter Gabler, a professor at the University of Munich, trained in the rigorous textual-editing school of the University of Virginia, conceived the idea of a new edition. This would not merely touch up the text of 1922, but would return to manuscript evidence, typescripts, and proofs. His rationale for this procedure was fairly complex. Typist and typesetter had tended to conventionalize Joyce’s mannered punctuation and spelling, and Joyce, on the lookout for large issues, did not always notice details of this kind. It appears also that he rarely had an earlier version beside him when he was correcting a later one. Relying on memory, he sometimes sanctioned the inadvertent dropping of phrases; at other times, not recalling the earlier version exactly but sensing something was missing, he devised a circumlocutory substitute. Add to these propensities his defective eyesight and frequent haste. With so many complaints, one wonders that such an author ever wrote such a book. Fortunately he plugged on. What Gabler aims at is an ideal text, such as Joyce would have constructed in ideal conditions. The new edition relies heavily upon the evidence of existing manuscripts; where these have been lost, it attempts to deduce from other versions what the lost documents would have contained.

			Happily Professor Gabler is conservative in his construction of this ideal text. Few of the five thousand and more changes he has introduced will excite great controversy. Most of them involve what textual scholars call ‘accidentals,’ matters of punctuation or spelling. No one will belittle the importance of punctuation in prose that is so carefully wrought and close to poetry as Joyce’s, but these changes are quiet rather than earthshaking. Admirers of the book will wish to have the admirable new edition, but need not expect to find it an unfamiliar work. Ulysses has been given a commendably high polish and some of its small perfections have been recovered.

			The substantive changes, though less frequent, are often obvious improvements. Among those that reviewers have enumerated the following examples are notable. In the old editions, Bloom, as he looks in the window of a tea merchant, feels the heat:

			
				So warm. His right hand once more slowly went over again: choice blend, made of the finest Ceylon brands.

			

			This makes no sense. The new edition recovers some lost words:

			
				So warm. His right hand once more slowly went over his brow and hair. Then he put on his hat again, relieved: and read again: choice blend…

			

			Another perplexity in the old version comes in this passage:

			
				Ask them a question they ask you another. Good idea if you’re in a cart.

			

			We now learn it should have read:

			
				Ask them a question they ask you another. Good idea if you’re stuck. Gain time. But then you’re in a cart.

			

			Similarly, old editions read, inscrutably,

			
				Smells on all sides, bunched together. Each person too.

			

			when what Joyce wrote was:

			
				Smells on all sides bunched together. Each street different smell. Each person too.

			

			As Stephen walks along Sandymount strand, in the earlier edition,

			
				Unwholesome sandflats waited to suck his treading soles, breathing upward sewage breath.

			

			The new edition shows that Joyce intended a more elaborate fusion of water and fire:

			
				Unwholesome sandflats waited to suck his treading soles, breathing upward sewage breath, a pocket of seaweed smouldered in seafire under a midden of man’s ashes.

			

			Bloom, resting after his exertions inspired by Gerty MacDowell on the sea shore, sleepily links fragments of happenings and imaginings:

			
				heave under embon señorita young eyes Mulvey plump years dreams return

			

			when Joyce intended a richer associative cluster,

			
				heave under embon señorita young eyes Mulvey plump bubs me breadvan Winkle red slippers she rusty sleep wander years of dreams return

			

			It appears that the famous telegram from Simon Dedalus to Stephen did not read when delivered to him in Paris, ‘Mother dying come home father,’ but ‘Nother dying come home father.’ Hence it was, as Stephen recalls, a ‘curiosity to show.’ The typesetters could not believe their eyes in this instance, nor in another when Bella Cohen’s fan asks, ‘Have you forgotten me?’ and is answered, ‘Nes. Yo.’ They changed it to ‘Yes. No.’ And by printing, ‘Cheese digests all but itself. Mighty cheese,’ they lost Bloom’s pun, ‘Mity cheese.’

			For purposes of interpretation, the most significant of the many small changes in Gabler’s text has to do with the question that Stephen puts to his mother at the climax of the brothel scene, itself the climax of the novel. Stephen is appalled by his mother’s ghost, but like Ulysses he seeks information from her. His mother says, ‘You sang that song to me. Love’s bitter mystery.’ Stephen responds ‘eagerly,’ as the stage direction says, ‘Tell me the word, mother, if you know now. The word known to all men.’ She fails to provide it. This passage has been much interpreted. Most readers have supposed that the word known to all men must be love, though one critic maintains that it is death, and another that it is synteresis; the latter sounds like the one word unknown to all men.

			Professor Gabler has been able to settle this matter by recovering a passage left out of the scene that takes place in the National Library. Whether Joyce omitted it deliberately or not is still a matter of conjecture and debate. Gabler postulates an eyeskip from one ellipsis to another, leading to the omission of several lines—the longest omission in the book. These lines read in manuscript:

			
				Do you know what you are talking about? Love, yes. Word known to all men. Amor vero aliquid alicui bonum vult unde et ea quae concupiscimus…

			

			
				The Latin conjoins two phrases in Thomas Aquinas’s Summa contra gentiles. Aquinas is distinguishing between love, which as he says in the first six words, ‘genuinely wishes another’s good,’ and, in the next five, a selfish desire to secure our own pleasure ‘on account of which we desire these things,’ meaning lovelessly and for our own good, not another’s. In Joyce’s play Exiles Richard explains love to the sceptical Robert as meaning ‘to wish someone well.’ In accepting this view Stephen Dedalus is following his master Dante, who has Virgil say, in Canto XVII of the Purgatorio—that canto in which the meaning of purgatory is set forth—‘Neither Creator nor creature, my son, was ever without love…and this you know’ (Singleton translation).

			Now that the word known to all men is established as love, Stephen’s question to his mother’s ghost can be seen to connect with the hope his living mother expressed at the end of A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, that outside Ireland he will learn what the heart is and what it feels. It connects also with Leopold Bloom, who in an equally tense moment in Barney Kiernan’s pub declares, ‘But it’s no use…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?’ he is asked. ‘Love,’ Bloom is forced to say, and adds in embarrassment, ‘I mean the opposite of hatred.’ He drops the subject and leaves. That simple statement of his is immediately mocked by those left behind. The citizen comments, ‘A new apostle to the gentiles…Universal love.’ John Wyse Power offers a weak defence: ‘Well…Isn’t that what we’re told. Love your neighbour.’ The citizen, not wanting to be caught in impiety, changes his tack from mocking love to mocking Bloom: ‘That chap?…Beggar my neighbour is his motto. Love, moyal He’s a nice pattern of a Romeo and Juliet.’ At this point one of two narrators in this episode, who has scattered syrup intermittently during it, takes up the love theme: ‘Love loves to love love…You love a certain person. And this person loves that other person because everybody loves somebody but God loves everybody.’ Does this twaddle invalidate Bloom’s remark? Some have said so, but we may find the mockery more qualified if we remember that it parodies not only Bloom but Joyce’s master, Dante, and Dante’s master, Thomas Aquinas. (Aquinas declares, in the Summa theologica, that ‘God is love and loves all things.’) It is the kind of parody that protects seriousness by immediately going away from intensity. Love cannot be discussed without peril, but Bloom has nobly named it.

			The larger implications of Ulysses follow from the accord of Bloom and Stephen about love. Both men are against the tyranny of Church and State, and the tyranny of jingoism—tyrannies that make history a nightmare from which Bloom, like Stephen, is trying to awake. What they are for is also explicit. If we consider the book as a whole, the theme of love will be seen to pervade it. ‘Love’s bitter mystery,’ quoted repeatedly from Yeats’s poem ‘Who goes with Fergus?’, is something Stephen remembers having sung to his mother on her deathbed. It is something that Buck Mulligan, though he is the first to quote the poem, cannot understand, being himself the spirit that always denies. It is alien also to the experience of the womanizer Blazes Boylan. But Bloom does understand it, and so does Molly Bloom, and both cherish moments of affection from their lives together as crucial points from which to judge later events.

			The nature of love has to be more intimately anatomized, subjected to attacks of various kinds. On the sea shore Gerty MacDowell claims soulful love, yet her physical urges make their sly presence felt. The body pretends to be soul but isn’t. In the following episode in the maternity hospital, the medical students scorn love and deal only with the intromission of male into female parts. The soul pretends to be body but isn’t. In the brothel scene Stephen defies the forces of hatred, violence and history in the form of the British soldiers, his mother’s threats of hellfire and Old Gummy Granny’s insistence that he lose his life for Ireland. Bloom similarly opposes the British soldiers, the sadistic nun and the Irish police, as well as the sexual brutality of the brothel. He does so partly out of concern for Stephen—comradely and paternal love being among the forms that love takes. At the end of the brothel episode Bloom confirms Stephen’s theory that artistic creation is like natural creation, being dependent upon an act of love in the mental womb of the artist, when he imaginatively evokes the figure of his dead son Rudy, not misshapen as he was when he died at eleven days, but as he might have been at eleven years. Finally, in the last episode of the book, Molly Bloom, after some equivocation between her physical longing for Boylan and her thoughts of Bloom, comes down firmly on the side of Bloom and of their old feelings for each other. She proves by her discrimination that love is a blend of mind and body.

			Joyce is of course wary of stating so distinctly as Virgil does to Dante in The Divine Comedy his conception of love as the omnipresent force in the universe. As a young man he had the greatest difficulty in telling Nora Barnacle that he loved her, and Molly Bloom, on the subject of Bloom’s declaration of love during their courtship, remembers, ‘I had the devils own job to get it out of him.’ But allowing for the obliquity necessary to preserve the novel from didacticism or sentimentality, we perceive that the word known to the whole book is love in its various forms, sexual, parental, filial, brotherly, and by extension social. It is so glossed by Stephen, Bloom, and Molly. At the end the characters, discombobulated in the brothel, return to their habitual identities as if like Kant they had weathered Hume’s scepticism. Ulysses revolts against history as hatred and violence, and speaks in its most intense moments of their opposite. It does so with the keenest sense of how love can degenerate into dreamy creaminess or into brutishness, can claim to be all soul or all body, when only in the union of both can it truly exist. Like other comedies, Ulysses ends in a vision of reconciliation rather than of sundering. Affection between human beings, however transitory, however qualified, is the closest we can come to paradise. That it loses its force does not invalidate it. Dante says that Adam and Eve’s paradise lasted only six hours, and Proust reminds us that the only true paradise is the one we have lost. But the word known to all men has been defined and affirmed, regardless of whether or not it is subject to diminution.

			It has been said that Molly Bloom’s thoughts may not end. But Joyce has put a fullstop to them. The fullstop comes just at the moment when her memories culminate in a practical demonstration of the nature of love which bears out what Stephen and Bloom have said more abstractly. Another critical suggestion has been that Joyce never finished Ulysses, only abandoned it, on the grounds that he was revising it up to the last moment. But many writers stop writing at deadlines, and we do not say that their books are unfinished. Joyce finished his book in the sense of regarding his work as done and in another sense as well. Because Molly Bloom countersigns with the rhythm of finality what Stephen and Bloom have said about the word known to all men, Ulysses is one of the most concluded books ever written.

			Richard Ellmann

		

	
		
			Foreword

			James Joyce first conceived of Ulysses as a tale to be added to Dubliners. The short story was never written. Yet the idea implied in the title was not abandoned. Latent for the seven years from 1907 to 1914 during which A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man was written, it reemerged as the conception for a novel. Joyce took another seven years to write it. On 29 October 1921 he announced with relief that it was finished, though he continued to correct and revise proofs until the end of January 1922. Nevertheless, an efficient printer and a dedicated publisher—Maurice Darantiere, master printer of Dijon, and Sylvia Beach, American owner of the Paris bookshop Shakespeare and Co—managed to achieve the planned publication date. They presented to the author two copies of Ulysses bound in the Greek colours on 2 February 1922, James Joyce’s fortieth birthday.

			The earliest extant manuscripts for Ulysses—following initial sketches and drafts written during the first three years of planning and composition that have not been preserved—are fair copies of the opening chapters, together with a penultimate draft of the third (‘Proteus’) episode. They date from late 1917. From this time onwards, the novel’s growth is comprehensively documented. The composition proceeded episode by episode. A few fragmentary drafts survive. The complete chapter manuscripts that we still possess are usually the fair copies written out at each juncture in the composition. Fair copies were never made of episodes 10, 17 and 18 (‘Wandering Rocks’, ‘Ithaca’ and ‘Penelope’), which remain in their last drafts. Spanning a period of four years—1917 to 1921—the eighteen chapter autographs form the collection known today as the ‘Rosenbach Manuscript’ of Ulysses.

			Joyce had a typescript prepared of each episode just finished, from which it could be typeset and printed. The typists were a series of amateurs recruited over the same four-year span in Zurich, Trieste and Paris. Joyce provided them with either the chapter fair copies (or late drafts) or final working manuscripts, now lost, from which the corresponding fair copies also derive. If the latter, some time apparently elapsed between the making of fair copies and the typing. For the chapters concerned—episodes 5–9, 11 and 13–14 (‘Lotus Eaters’ to ‘Scylla and Charybdis’, ‘Sirens’, ‘Nausicaa’ and ‘Oxen of the Sun’)—the typescripts give a mainly revised text most readily explicable on the assumption that the final working manuscripts were gone over after the fair copies had been made from them. The assumption is essentially proved by the reciprocal circumstance that the fair copies at times revise the text as documented in the typescripts. Clearly Joyce revised as he made fair copies. He generally transferred the revisions back to the final working manuscripts, whence they reached the chapter typescripts. But occasionally he failed to do so, so that some revisions have remained unique to the fair copies, from which the text did not further develop. Yet the fact that some revisions are recorded only in a document outside the text’s main line of descent may be considered accidental. Since it was the act of making fair copies that gave the impulse to revise which carried forward into the last revision of the final working manuscripts, the whole process of revision was in truth continuous. Hence, all recoverable changes it occasioned belong to the stage of the text’s development that the documents comprise, and thus ultimately to a validly revised text of Ulysses. This has been recognised for this edited text, which for the first time incorporates revisions from the fair copies of the episodes in question.

			Each chapter typescript was delivered in a top copy and at least two carbons. All three copies were usually slightly revised as the typists returned them; often two would also be corrected with some care, while the third was laid aside, revised but uncorrected. For episodes 1 to 14, this procedure had textual consequences. The two fully marked copies were sent to Ezra Pound in London, who helped Joyce to get Ulysses serialised. One became the printer’s copy for the American serialisation in The Little Review, which began in March 1918 and ended with the final intervention of the New York censors in late summer 1920. The other, intended for Joyce’s benefactress Harriet Weaver, was in part used to set up the fragmentary English serialisation in The Egoist. The third copy was never meant to be more, it seems, than a spare record. Yet when, in the spring of 1921, neither of the fully marked typescripts was retrievable as printer’s copy for Maurice Darantiere, the third copy had to meet the emergency. Joyce heavily overlaid it with a second round of revisions. But, at a distance of up to four years, he recaptured only a fraction of the corrections that it had still needed. The serialisations, therefore, though they are derivative, and hence technically ‘unauthorised’, as well as full of misprints, nevertheless reflect the original marking of the unretrieved typescripts. Where all typescript copies are lost, as they are for episodes 1–3 and 5 (‘Telemachus’ to ‘Proteus’ and ‘Lotus Eaters’), the latter half of episode 4 (‘Calypso’) and the opening of episode 6 (‘Hades’), the serialisations alone bear witness to the corrected and early revised state of the chapter typescripts. Throughout episodes 1 to 14, they confirm the early revisions and add to the corrections evident from Darantiere’s printer’s copy and the text for the book edition as first set up. Occasionally, moreover, they reveal revisions—such as the preposition ‘on’ for ‘by’ in the novel’s second sentence: ‘A yellow dressinggown, ungirdled, was sustained gently behind him on the mild morning air’—that were not made in the third typescript copy. These revisions, missing in the printer’s copy, did not appear in the book text, but are now properly restored.

			Finally, on successive sets of proofs, which have all been preserved—sometimes as many as nine or ten sets for a given 16–page signature—Joyce further extensively revised the novel for book publication. Through all the changes and additions to typescripts and proofs—including comparatively few revisions now recovered from the serialisations and from the fair copies of some chapters—he expanded the text by a good third over the state represented in the collective autograph of the ‘Rosenbach Manuscript’. He was borne on a crest of creative activity to within days of publication. Yet once the book was out, Joyce did not further revise Ulysses. Nor, although intensely conscious of the printer’s errors remaining in the first edition, did he contribute more than sporadically and fragmentarily to the efforts of others—e.g., Sylvia Beach, Harriet Weaver, and later Stuart Gilbert—to weed them out. He helped to compile the Errata which were listed in the 2nd and 4th impressions of the first edition and were mainly corrected in the second edition of 1926. But no subsequent editions during Joyce’s lifetime, save the 1937 trade reprint from corrected plates of the 1936 first limited English edition, reveal discernible traces of the author’s hand in their textual changes. While correcting some of the obvious errors from the first edition, these subsequent editions invariably each introduce a complement of misprints of their own.

			The first edition of 1922, then, is Ulysses as Joyce allowed it to go before the public. As a work of literature and as an artifact of the printer’s trade, it is of historic importance. Yet, as Joyce himself was the first to be aware, the text it carries is corrupt. Joyce’s helpers, as well as many a conscientious later proofreader in the course of the book’s publishing history, attempted, on the whole unsuccessfully, to mend it at the surface. For the critical edition of 1984 we chose a different approach, endeavouring to attack the corruption at the roots. The deeper faults of the text as published originated throughout the pre-publication transmission from drafts to fair copies to typescripts to print. The rich array of surviving documents that record the work’s development made it possible to catch the text before these corruptions occurred and to rebuild Ulysses as Joyce wrote it. In the critical edition, this process is reflected in a two-fold presentation. The core of that edition is an edited synoptic analysis of the growth of the text through all stages of composition and revision from the fair copies or final working drafts to the first edition. The synopsis represents an innovative method of displaying a text as it constituted itself in the process of writing. Jointly with a conventional scholarly apparatus, it records the documentary evidence and explains and justifies all editorial decisions. It is also a critically relevant text of Ulysses in its own right. Its final extrapolation is a reading text which in the critical edition accompanies the synopsis, but which in the present edition is set forth by itself, to stand on its own merits.

			A new original text established from the acts of writing as recorded in the documents through which the novel developed, this reading text for Ulysses is thus, as nearly as editorial skill and critical understanding have been able to render it, a non-corrupted counterpart to the first edition of 1922. Yet it should be understood that it is an edited, and not a definitive text. No text written or edited can be wholly divorced from the processes of writing and editing and the decisions and judgements that they entail. Hence, definitive texts do not in truth exist, but at the most approximations to the best possible text.

			A small number of minor amendments to the reading text have been made before issue of this edition. They are detailed in the second impression of the critical edition. To ensure a common basis of reference, this text retains the lines, and thus the line-numbering by episodes of the critical edition.

			Hans Walter Gabler

			1986

		

	
		
			A Note on the Text

			
				The present reprint of the critically edited reading text of Ulysses—first published as the so-called ‘Corrected Text’ in 1986—stands corrected, as it must, in two readings: ‘Buller’ at 5.560 and ‘Thrift’ at 10.1259. This is the net outcome of the massive onslaught on the critical editing of Ulysses in the New York Review of Books of 30 June 1988 and elsewhere. Beyond that, the scholarly debate (where it takes and accepts the Critical and Synoptic Edition of 1984 on its own terms) leads, or would lead, to very few changes indeed to the reading text. The procedures of establishing that text, which is the text as it appears realized in this reprint, are grounded and documented in the apparatus of the critical edition. A textual modification in the present reprint alone would be without such a foundation, and no editorial changes have therefore been made.

			The alterations I felt inclined towards, but did not introduce, are the following:

			
				at 1.562, for ‘We’re always tired’ read ‘I’m always tired’

				(as by Joyce’s instruction in an unpublished letter cited in Antony Hammond’s review in The Library, 6th ser., 8 [1986], p. 387)

				at 16.1804-1805, for the phrasing ‘was not quite the same as the usual handsome blackguard type they unquestionably had an insatiable hankering after’ read ‘was not quite the same as the usual blackguard type they unquestionably had an indubitable hankering after’

				(an alternative editorial response to a complicated interrelationship of stages of the text’s development where John Kidd’s discussion in the New York Review of Books has suggested that the edition momentarily failed to observe its stated rules of procedure)

				at 17.314-315, for ‘Mr Bloom’ read ‘Mrs Bloom’

				(an emendation which, according to David Hayman’s conjecture in Sandulescu & Hart, Assessing the 1984 ‘Ulysses’ [1986], the context demands, though Joyce never made the change)

			

			
				As a whole, this critically edited text of Ulysses stands, and remains standing, as the result of its considered premises and reasoned scholarly procedures.

			Hans Walter Gabler

			August 1993

		

	
		
			I

		

	
		
			[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 knifeblade.

			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 coatsleeve. 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.

			He folded his razor neatly and with stroking palps of fingers felt the smooth skin.

			
			Stephen turned his gaze from the sea and to the plump face with its smokeblue mobile eyes.

			—That fellow I was with in the Ship last night, said Buck Mulligan, says you have g. p. i. He’s up in Dottyville with Connolly Norman. General paralysis of the insane!

			He swept the mirror a half circle in the air to flash the tidings abroad in sunlight now radiant on the sea. His curling shaven lips laughed and the edges of his white glittering teeth. Laughter seized all his strong wellknit trunk.

			—Look at yourself, he said, you dreadful bard!

			Stephen bent forward and peered at the mirror held out to him, cleft by a crooked crack. Hair on end. As he and others see me. Who chose this face for me? This dogsbody to rid of vermin. It asks me too.

			—I pinched it out of the skivvy’s room, Buck Mulligan said. It does her all right. The aunt always keeps plainlooking servants for Malachi. Lead him not into temptation. And her name is Ursula.

			Laughing again, he brought the mirror away from Stephen’s peering eyes.

			—The rage of Caliban at not seeing his face in a mirror, he said. If Wilde were only alive to see you!

			Drawing back and pointing, Stephen said with bitterness:

			—It is a symbol of Irish art. The cracked lookingglass of a servant.

			Buck Mulligan suddenly linked his arm in Stephen’s and walked with him round the tower, his razor and mirror clacking in the pocket where he had thrust them.

			—It’s not fair to tease you like that, Kinch, is it? he said kindly. God knows you have more spirit than any of them.

			Parried again. He fears the lancet of my art as I fear that of his. The cold steel pen.

			—Cracked lookingglass of a servant! Tell that to the oxy chap downstairs and touch him for a guinea. He’s stinking with money and thinks you’re not a gentleman. His old fellow made his tin by selling jalap to Zulus or some bloody swindle or other. God, Kinch, if you and I could only work together we might do something for the island. Hellenise it.

			Cranly’s arm. His arm.

			—And to think of your having to beg from these swine. I’m the only one that knows what you are. Why don’t you trust me more? What have you up your nose against me? Is it Haines? If he makes any noise here I’ll bring down Seymour and we’ll give him a ragging worse than they gave Clive Kempthorpe.

			Young shouts of moneyed voices in Clive Kempthorpe’s rooms. Palefaces: they hold their ribs with laughter, one clasping another. O, I shall expire! Break the news to her gently, Aubrey! I shall die! With slit ribbons of his shirt whipping the air he hops and hobbles round the table, with trousers down at heels, chased by Ades of Magdalen with the tailor’s shears. A scared calf’s face gilded with marmalade. I don’t want to be debagged! Don’t you play the giddy ox with me!

			Shouts from the open window startling evening in the quadrangle. A deaf gardener, aproned, masked with Matthew Arnold’s face, pushes his mower on the sombre lawn watching narrowly the dancing motes of grasshalms.

			To ourselves…. new paganism…. omphalos.

			—Let him stay, Stephen said. There’s nothing wrong with him except at night.

			—Then what is it? Buck Mulligan asked impatiently. Cough it up. I’m quite frank with you. What have you against me now?

			They halted, looking towards the blunt cape of Bray Head that lay on the water like the snout of a sleeping whale. Stephen freed his arm quietly.

			—Do you wish me to tell you? he asked.

			—Yes, what is it? Buck Mulligan answered. I don’t remember anything.

			He looked in Stephen’s face as he spoke. A light wind passed his brow, fanning softly his fair uncombed hair and stirring silver points of anxiety in his eyes.

			Stephen, depressed by his own voice, said:

			—Do you remember the first day I went to your house after my mother’s death?

			Buck Mulligan frowned quickly and said:

			—What? Where? I can’t remember anything. I remember only ideas and sensations. Why? What happened in the name of God?

			—You were making tea, Stephen said, and went across the landing to get more hot water. Your mother and some visitor came out of the drawingroom. She asked you who was in your room.

			—Yes? Buck Mulligan said. What did I say? I forget.

			
				—You said, Stephen answered, O, it’s only Dedalus whose mother is beastly dead.

			A flush which made him seem younger and more engaging rose to Buck Mulligan’s cheek.

			—Did I say that? he asked. Well? What harm is that?

			He shook his constraint from him nervously.

			
				—And what is death, he asked, your mother’s or yours or my own? You saw only your mother die. I see them pop off every day in the Mater and Richmond and cut up into tripes in the dissectingroom. It’s a beastly thing and nothing else. It simply doesn’t matter. You wouldn’t kneel down to pray for your mother on her deathbed when she asked you. Why? Because you have the cursed jesuit strain in you, only it’s injected the wrong way. To me it’s all a mockery and beastly. Her cerebral lobes are not functioning. She calls the doctor sir Peter Teazle and picks buttercups off the quilt. Humour her till it’s over. You crossed her last wish in death and yet you sulk with me because I don’t whinge like some hired mute from Lalouette’s. Absurd! I suppose I did say it. I didn’t mean to offend the memory of your mother.

			He had spoken himself into boldness. Stephen, shielding the gaping wounds which the words had left in his heart, said very coldly:

			—I am not thinking of the offence to my mother.

			—Of what then? Buck Mulligan asked.

			—Of the offence to me, Stephen answered.

			Buck Mulligan swung round on his heel.

			—O, an impossible person! he exclaimed.

			He walked off quickly round the parapet. Stephen stood at his post, gazing over the calm sea towards the headland. Sea and headland now grew dim. Pulses were beating in his eyes, veiling their sight, and he felt the fever of his cheeks.

			A voice within the tower called loudly:

			—Are you up there, Mulligan?

			—I’m coming, Buck Mulligan answered.

			He turned towards Stephen and said:

			—Look at the sea. What does it care about offences? Chuck Loyola, Kinch, and come on down. The Sassenach wants his morning rashers.

			His head halted again for a moment at the top of the staircase, level with the roof:

			—Don’t mope over it all day, he said. I’m inconsequent. Give up the moody brooding.

			His head vanished but the drone of his descending voice boomed out of the stairhead:

			
				—And no more turn aside and brood

			Upon love’s bitter mystery

			For Fergus rules the brazen cars.

			Woodshadows floated silently by through the morning peace from the stairhead seaward where he gazed. Inshore and farther out the mirror of water whitened, spurned by lightshod hurrying feet. White breast of the dim sea. The twining stresses, two by two. A hand plucking the harpstrings, merging their twining chords. Wave white wedded words shimmering on the dim tide.

			A cloud began to cover the sun slowly, wholly, shadowing the bay in deeper green. It lay beneath him, a bowl of bitter waters. Fergus’ song: I sang it alone in the house, holding down the long dark chords. Her door was open: she wanted to hear my music. Silent with awe and pity I went to her bedside. She was crying in her wretched bed. For those words, Stephen: love’s bitter mystery.

			Where now?

			Her secrets: old featherfans, tasselled dancecards, powdered with musk, a gaud of amber beads in her locked drawer. A birdcage hung in the sunny window of her house when she was a girl. She heard old Royce sing in the pantomime of Turko the Terrible and laughed with others when he sang:

			
				I am the boy

				That can enjoy

				Invisibility.

			

			Phantasmal mirth, folded away: muskperfumed.

			
				And no more turn aside and brood.

			

			Folded away in the memory of nature with her toys. Memories beset his brooding brain. Her glass of water from the kitchen tap when she had approached the sacrament. A cored apple, filled with brown sugar, roasting for her at the hob on a dark autumn evening. Her shapely fingernails reddened by the blood of squashed lice from the children’s shirts.

			In a dream, silently, she had come to him, her wasted body within its loose graveclothes giving off an odour of wax and rosewood, her breath, bent over him with mute secret words, a faint odour of wetted ashes.

			Her glazing eyes, staring out of death, to shake and bend my soul. On me alone. The ghostcandle to light her agony. Ghostly light on the tortured face. Her hoarse loud breath rattling in horror, while all prayed on their knees. Her eyes on me to strike me down. Liliata rutilantium te confessorum turma circumdet: iubilantium te virginum chorus excipiat.

			Ghoul! Chewer of corpses!

			No, mother! Let me be and let me live.

			—Kinch ahoy!

			Buck Mulligan’s voice sang from within the tower. It came nearer up the staircase, calling again. Stephen, still trembling at his soul’s cry, heard warm running sunlight and in the air behind him friendly words.

			—Dedalus, come down, like a good mosey. Breakfast is ready. Haines is apologising for waking us last night. It’s all right.

			—I’m coming, Stephen said, turning.

			—Do, for Jesus’ sake, Buck Mulligan said. For my sake and for all our sakes.

			His head disappeared and reappeared.

			—I told him your symbol of Irish art. He says it’s very clever. Touch him for a quid, will you? A guinea, I mean.

			—I get paid this morning, Stephen said.

			—The school kip? Buck Mulligan said. How much? Four quid? Lend us one.

			—If you want it, Stephen said.

			—Four shining sovereigns, Buck Mulligan cried with delight. We’ll have a glorious drunk to astonish the druidy druids. Four omnipotent sovereigns.

			He flung up his hands and tramped down the stone stairs, singing out of tune with a Cockney accent:

			
			
				—O, won’t we have a merry time,

			Drinking whisky, beer and wine!

			On coronation,

			Coronation day!

			O, won’t we have a merry time

			On coronation day!

			Warm sunshine merrying over the sea. The nickel shavingbowl shone, forgotten, on the parapet. Why should I bring it down? Or leave it there all day, forgotten friendship?

			He went over to it, held it in his hands awhile, feeling its coolness, smelling the clammy slaver of the lather in which the brush was stuck. So I carried the boat of incense then at Clongowes. I am another now and yet the same. A servant too. A server of a servant.

			In the gloomy domed livingroom of the tower Buck Mulligan’s gowned form moved briskly to and fro about the hearth, hiding and revealing its yellow glow. Two shafts of soft daylight fell across the flagged floor from the high barbacans: and at the meeting of their rays a cloud of coalsmoke and fumes of fried grease floated, turning.

			—We’ll be choked, Buck Mulligan said. Haines, open that door, will you?

			Stephen laid the shavingbowl on the locker. A tall figure rose from the hammock where it had been sitting, went to the doorway and pulled open the inner doors.

			—Have you the key? a voice asked.

			—Dedalus has it, Buck Mulligan said. Janey Mack, I’m choked!

			He howled, without looking up from the fire:

			—Kinch!

			—It’s in the lock, Stephen said, coming forward.

			The key scraped round harshly twice and, when the heavy door had been set ajar, welcome light and bright air entered. Haines stood at the doorway, looking out. Stephen haled his upended valise to the table and sat down to wait. Buck Mulligan tossed the fry on to the dish beside him. Then he carried the dish and a large teapot over to the table, set them down heavily and sighed with relief.

			—I’m melting, he said, as the candle remarked when…. But, hush! Not a word more on that subject! Kinch, wake up! Bread, butter, honey. Haines, come in. The grub is ready. Bless us, O Lord, and these thy gifts. Where’s the sugar? O, jay, there’s no milk.

			Stephen fetched the loaf and the pot of honey and the buttercooler from the locker. Buck Mulligan sat down in a sudden pet.

			—What sort of a kip is this? he said. I told her to come after eight.

			—We can drink it black, Stephen said thirstily. There’s a lemon in the locker.

			—O, damn you and your Paris fads! Buck Mulligan said. I want Sandycove milk.

			
			Haines came in from the doorway and said quietly:

			—That woman is coming up with the milk.

			—The blessings of God on you! Buck Mulligan cried, jumping up from his chair. Sit down. Pour out the tea there. The sugar is in the bag. Here, I can’t go fumbling at the damned eggs.

			He hacked through the fry on the dish and slapped it out on three plates, saying:

			
				—In nomine Patris et Filii et Spiritus Sancti.

			Haines sat down to pour out the tea.

			—I’m giving you two lumps each, he said. But, I say, Mulligan, you do make strong tea, don’t you?

			Buck Mulligan, hewing thick slices from the loaf, said in an old woman’s wheedling voice:

			—When I makes tea I makes tea, as old mother Grogan said. And when I makes water I makes water.

			—By Jove, it is tea, Haines said.

			Buck Mulligan went on hewing and wheedling:

			
				—So I do, Mrs Cahill, says she. Begob, ma’am, says Mrs Cahill, God send you don’t make them in the one pot.

			He lunged towards his messmates in turn a thick slice of bread, impaled on his knife.

			—That’s folk, he said very earnestly, for your book, Haines. Five lines of text and ten pages of notes about the folk and the fishgods of Dundrum. Printed by the weird sisters in the year of the big wind.

			He turned to Stephen and asked in a fine puzzled voice, lifting his brows:

			—Can you recall, brother, is mother Grogan’s tea and water pot spoken of in the Mabinogion or is it in the Upanishads?

			—I doubt it, said Stephen gravely.

			—Do you now? Buck Mulligan said in the same tone. Your reasons, pray?

			—I fancy, Stephen said as he ate, it did not exist in or out of the Mabinogion. Mother Grogan was, one imagines, a kinswoman of Mary Ann.

			Buck Mulligan’s face smiled with delight.

			—Charming! he said in a finical sweet voice, showing his white teeth and blinking his eyes pleasantly. Do you think she was? Quite charming!

			Then, suddenly overclouding all his features, he growled in a hoarsened rasping voice as he hewed again vigorously at the loaf:

			
				—For old Mary Ann

			She doesn’t care a damn.

			But, hising up her petticoats….

			He crammed his mouth with fry and munched and droned.

			The doorway was darkened by an entering form.

			—The milk, sir!

			—Come in, ma’am, Mulligan said. Kinch, get the jug.

			
			An old woman came forward and stood by Stephen’s elbow.

			—That’s a lovely morning, sir, she said. Glory be to God.

			—To whom? Mulligan said, glancing at her. Ah, to be sure!

			Stephen reached back and took the milk jug from the locker.

			—The islanders, Mulligan said to Haines casually, speak frequently of the collector of prepuces.

			—How much, sir? asked the old woman.

			—A quart, Stephen said.

			He watched her pour into the measure and thence into the jug rich white milk, not hers. Old shrunken paps. She poured again a measureful and a tilly. Old and secret she had entered from a morning world, maybe a messenger. She praised the goodness of the milk, pouring it out. Crouching by a patient cow at daybreak in the lush field, a witch on her toadstool, her wrinkled fingers quick at the squirting dugs. They lowed about her whom they knew, dewsilky cattle. Silk of the kine and poor old woman, names given her in old times. A wandering crone, lowly form of an immortal serving her conqueror and her gay betrayer, their common cuckquean, a messenger from the secret morning. To serve or to upbraid, whether he could not tell: but scorned to beg her favour.

			—It is indeed, ma’am, Buck Mulligan said, pouring milk into their cups.

			—Taste it, sir, she said.

			He drank at her bidding.

			—If we could live on good food like that, he said to her somewhat loudly, we wouldn’t have the country full of rotten teeth and rotten guts. Living in a bogswamp, eating cheap food and the streets paved with dust, horsedung and consumptives’ spits.

			—Are you a medical student, sir? the old woman asked.

			—I am, ma’am, Buck Mulligan answered.

			—Look at that now, she said.

			Stephen listened in scornful silence. She bows her old head to a voice that speaks to her loudly, her bonesetter, her medicineman: me she slights. To the voice that will shrive and oil for the grave all there is of her but her woman’s unclean loins, of man’s flesh made not in God’s likeness, the serpent’s prey. And to the loud voice that now bids her be silent with wondering unsteady eyes.

			—Do you understand what he says? Stephen asked her.

			—Is it French you are talking, sir? the old woman said to Haines.

			Haines spoke to her again a longer speech, confidently.

			—Irish, Buck Mulligan said. Is there Gaelic on you?

			—I thought it was Irish, she said, by the sound of it. Are you from the west, sir?

			—I am an Englishman, Haines answered.

			—He’s English, Buck Mulligan said, and he thinks we ought to speak Irish in Ireland.

			
			—Sure we ought to, the old woman said, and I’m ashamed I don’t speak the language myself. I’m told it’s a grand language by them that knows.

			—Grand is no name for it, said Buck Mulligan. Wonderful entirely. Fill us out some more tea, Kinch. Would you like a cup, ma’am?

			—No, thank you, sir, the old woman said, slipping the ring of the milkcan on her forearm and about to go.

			Haines said to her:

			—Have you your bill? We had better pay her, Mulligan, hadn’t we?

			Stephen filled again the three cups.

			—Bill, sir? she said, halting. Well, it’s seven mornings a pint at twopence is seven twos is a shilling and twopence over and these three mornings a quart at fourpence is three quarts is a shilling. That’s a shilling and one and two is two and two, sir.

			Buck Mulligan sighed and, having filled his mouth with a crust thickly buttered on both sides, stretched forth his legs and began to search his trouser pockets.

			—Pay up and look pleasant, Haines said to him, smiling.

			Stephen filled a third cup, a spoonful of tea colouring faintly the thick rich milk. Buck Mulligan brought up a florin, twisted it round in his fingers and cried:

			—A miracle!

			He passed it along the table towards the old woman, saying:

			
				—Ask nothing more of me, sweet.

			All I can give you I give.

			Stephen laid the coin in her uneager hand.

			—We’ll owe twopence, he said.

			—Time enough, sir, she said, taking the coin. Time enough. Good morning, sir.

			She curtseyed and went out, followed by Buck Mulligan’s tender chant:

			
				—Heart of my heart, were it more, More would be laid at your feet.

			He turned to Stephen and said:

			—Seriously, Dedalus. I’m stony. Hurry out to your school kip and bring us back some money. Today the bards must drink and junket. Ireland expects that every man this day will do his duty.

			—That reminds me, Haines said, rising, that I have to visit your national library today.

			—Our swim first, Buck Mulligan said.

			He turned to Stephen and asked blandly:

			—Is this the day for your monthly wash, Kinch?

			Then he said to Haines:

			—The unclean bard makes a point of washing once a month.

			—All Ireland is washed by the gulfstream, Stephen said as he let honey trickle over a slice of the loaf.

			
			Haines from the corner where he was knotting easily a scarf about the loose collar of his tennis shirt spoke:

			—I intend to make a collection of your sayings if you will let me.

			Speaking to me. They wash and tub and scrub. Agenbite of inwit. Conscience. Yet here’s a spot.

			—That one about the cracked lookingglass of a servant being the symbol of Irish art is deuced good.

			Buck Mulligan kicked Stephen’s foot under the table and said with warmth of tone:

			—Wait till you hear him on Hamlet, Haines.

			—Well, I mean it, Haines said, still speaking to Stephen. I was just thinking of it when that poor old creature came in.

			—Would I make any money by it? Stephen asked.

			Haines laughed and, as he took his soft grey hat from the holdfast of the hammock, said:

			—I don’t know, I’m sure.

			He strolled out to the doorway. Buck Mulligan bent across to Stephen and said with coarse vigour:

			—You put your hoof in it now. What did you say that for?

			—Well? Stephen said. The problem is to get money. From whom? From the milkwoman or from him. It’s a toss up, I think.

			—I blow him out about you, Buck Mulligan said, and then you come along with your lousy leer and your gloomy jesuit jibes.

			—I see little hope, Stephen said, from her or from him.

			Buck Mulligan sighed tragically and laid his hand on Stephen’s arm.

			—From me, Kinch, he said.

			In a suddenly changed tone he added:

			—To tell you the God’s truth I think you’re right. Damn all else they are good for. Why don’t you play them as I do? To hell with them all. Let us get out of the kip.

			He stood up, gravely ungirdled and disrobed himself of his gown, saying resignedly:

			—Mulligan is stripped of his garments.

			He emptied his pockets on to the table.

			—There’s your snotrag, he said.

			And putting on his stiff collar and rebellious tie he spoke to them, chiding them, and to his dangling watchchain. His hands plunged and rummaged in his trunk while he called for a clean handkerchief. God, we’ll simply have to dress the character. I want puce gloves and green boots. Contradiction. Do I contradict myself? Very well then, I contradict myself. Mercurial Malachi. A limp black missile flew out of his talking hands.

			—And there’s your Latin quarter hat, he said.

			Stephen picked it up and put it on. Haines called to them from the doorway:

			—Are you coming, you fellows?

			
			—I’m ready, Buck Mulligan answered, going towards the door. Come out, Kinch. You have eaten all we left, I suppose.

			Resigned he passed out with grave words and gait, saying, wellnigh with sorrow:

			—And going forth he met Butterly.

			Stephen, taking his ashplant from its leaningplace, followed them out and, as they went down the ladder, pulled to the slow iron door and locked it. He put the huge key in his inner pocket.

			At the foot of the ladder Buck Mulligan asked:

			—Did you bring the key?

			—I have it, Stephen said, preceding them.

			He walked on. Behind him he heard Buck Mulligan club with his heavy bathtowel the leader shoots of ferns or grasses.

			—Down, sir! How dare you, sir!

			Haines asked:

			—Do you pay rent for this tower?

			—Twelve quid, Buck Mulligan said.

			—To the secretary of state for war, Stephen added over his shoulder.

			They halted while Haines surveyed the tower and said at last:

			—Rather bleak in wintertime, I should say. Martello you call it?

			
				—Billy Pitt had them built, Buck Mulligan said, when the French were on the sea. But ours is the omphalos.

			—What is your idea of Hamlet? Haines asked Stephen.

			—No, no, Buck Mulligan shouted in pain. I’m not equal to Thomas Aquinas and the fiftyfive reasons he has made out to prop it up. Wait till I have a few pints in me first.

			He turned to Stephen, saying, as he pulled down neatly the peaks of his primrose waistcoat:

			—You couldn’t manage it under three pints, Kinch, could you?

			—It has waited so long, Stephen said listlessly, it can wait longer.

			—You pique my curiosity, Haines said amiably. Is it some paradox?

			—Pooh! Buck Mulligan said. We have grown out of Wilde and paradoxes.

			It’s quite simple. He proves by algebra that Hamlet’s grandson is Shakespeare’s grandfather and that he himself is the ghost of his own father.

			—What? Haines said, beginning to point at Stephen. He himself?

			Buck Mulligan slung his towel stolewise round his neck and, bending in loose laughter, said to Stephen’s ear:

			—O, shade of Kinch the elder! Japhet in search of a father!

			—We’re always tired in the morning, Stephen said to Haines. And it is rather long to tell.

			Buck Mulligan, walking forward again, raised his hands.

			—The sacred pint alone can unbind the tongue of Dedalus, he said.

			
				—I mean to say, Haines explained to Stephen as they followed, this tower and these cliffs here remind me somehow of Elsinore. That beetles o’er his base into the sea, isn’t it?

				
				Buck Mulligan turned suddenly for an instant towards Stephen but did not speak. In the bright silent instant Stephen saw his own image in cheap dusty mourning between their gay attires.

			—It’s a wonderful tale, Haines said, bringing them to halt again.

			Eyes, pale as the sea the wind had freshened, paler, firm and prudent. The seas’ ruler, he gazed southward over the bay, empty save for the smokeplume of the mailboat vague on the bright skyline and a sail tacking by the Muglins.

			—I read a theological interpretation of it somewhere, he said bemused. The Father and the Son idea. The Son striving to be atoned with the Father.

			Buck Mulligan at once put on a blithe broadly smiling face. He looked at them, his wellshaped mouth open happily, his eyes, from which he had suddenly withdrawn all shrewd sense, blinking with mad gaiety. He moved a doll’s head to and fro, the brims of his Panama hat quivering, and began to chant in a quiet happy foolish voice:

			
				—I’m the queerest young fellow that ever you heard.

			My mother’s a jew, my father’s a bird.

			With Joseph the joiner I cannot agree.

			So here’s to disciples and Calvary.

			He held up a forefinger of warning.

			
				—If anyone thinks that I amn’t divine

			He’ll get no free drinks when I’m making the wine

			But have to drink water and wish it were plain

			That I make when the wine becomes water again.

			He tugged swiftly at Stephen’s ashplant in farewell and, running forward to a brow of the cliff, fluttered his hands at his sides like fins or wings of one about to rise in the air, and chanted:

			
				—Goodbye, now, goodbye! Write down all I said

			And tell Tom, Dick and Harry I rose from the dead.

			What’s bred in the bone cannot fail me to fly

			And Olivet’s breezy – Goodbye, now, goodbye!

			He capered before them down towards the fortyfoot hole, fluttering his winglike hands, leaping nimbly, Mercury’s hat quivering in the fresh wind that bore back to them his brief birdsweet cries.

			Haines, who had been laughing guardedly, walked on beside Stephen and said:

			—We oughtn’t to laugh, I suppose. He’s rather blasphemous
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