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			Preface

			For the reader coming to Ulysses daunted by its reputation, its length, and by its status as a landmark in the literary ‘Grand Tour’ of modern masterpieces, the greatest challenge is to put aside what they have heard about it and simply begin. 

			This is easier said than done, because Joyce’s novel has already reached us in fragmented, distorted or rumoured form through all the channels we call a ‘culture’. Joyce’s people have bedded themselves down in the gallery of famous characters. Leopold and Molly Bloom and Stephen Dedalus join the likes of Emma Bovary, Mrs Dalloway and Anna Karenina in the realm of invented persons we talk of as if they were real because they are so fully imagined that they have become so. Joyce’s places are riveted with plaques – not just Dublin, where Ulysses is set, but the cities he lived and wrote in, and which are named on the last page of the novel, as if to emphasis the internationalism of this quintessentially Irish work: Trieste-Zürich-Paris, 1914-1921. Like Shakespeare’s, Joyce’s language is several languages at once, gorging itself on hybrid words, neologisms, foreign terms and a gamut of expressions ranging from the high-falutin to the blasphemous and the profane – often in the same sentence or train of thought. He takes us to the edge of what is possible in English, and yet the world he describes, and the characters whose feelings and thoughts, bodily urges and physical sensations he evokes, are not heroes or grand historical figures, but people like us, seen through the rhythms of their daily lives. 

			‘Je suis au bout de l’anglais,’ Joyce told the Swiss sculptor August Suter in 1922. It translates as both ‘I have reached the end of English’ and ‘I have exhausted English’ – two subtly different propositions, both of which claims Ulysses can fairly be said to demonstrate. As for Joyce’s ‘techniques’, they are staples of academic articles and books,  earnest literary discussions and airy cultural chatter: ‘stream of consciousness’, ‘modernist collage’, ‘the polyphonic novel’, and Joyce’s reputation for difficulty is only enhanced by the fact that Ulysses is not even his most experimental work. That honour belongs to Finnegans Wake, which appeared in 1939, two years before his death.  Then come the interpretations: feminist readings, postcolonial readings, psychoanalysis, deconstruction, modernism, postmodernism and many more. 

			Joyce foresaw all of this when he wrote: ‘I’ve put in so many enigmas and puzzles that it will keep the professors busy for centuries arguing over what I meant, and that’s the only way of insuring one’s immortality.’ This comment is often invoked as a barrier to reading Ulysses, but Joyce was – for all his linguistic exuberance and adventure – careful with his words too: he’s talking about ‘professors’, not about us. What is also revealing, apart from his faith in the ‘Academy’ as a place where artistic reputations are made, is the way Joyce links the immortality of the author with the inexhaustibility of the book. His version of the ‘Death of the Author’ happens when the book runs out of interpretable life. Joyce was more indulgent to readers than to professors, though he still asks something of us: ‘Certainly any intelligent reader can understand [Ulysses], if he returns to it again and again. He is setting out on an adventure.’ 

			In Why Read the Classics?, Italo Calvino offers a playful but unerringly accurate fourteen-point definition of a classic work. Every one of those points pertains to Joyce’s Ulysses – in fact, we might suspect that Calvino wrote them with Ulysses itself in mind. But most reassuring for any reader, newcomer or old hand (though one of the pleasures of Ulysses is that it makes newcomers of us all) is the ninth: ‘Classics are books which, the more we think we know them through hearsay, the more original, unexpected, and innovative we find them when we actually read them.’

			Inexhaustible though Ulysses may be, unapproachable it is not. On the contrary, the reader who begins this novel having ignored all the ‘hearsay’ will find it rich, welcoming and warm-hearted. 

			I

			When Ulysses appeared in book form in 1922, having been partly serialised by The Little Review, Joyce was already an established author in modernist circles. His previous prose works, the short stories of Dubliners and the autobiographical fiction, Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, had garnered him a reputation for exacting and allusive writing and daring subject-matter. Dubliners took nine years to publish – first sent out in 1904, it finally appeared in 1914, after difficulties in London and in Dublin with editors and printers who objected to the ‘obscene’ contents or feared legal action. When Portrait of the Artist appeared, in late 1916, the world was readier, or at any rate, modernist writers had found their public and laid hands on the means of production: the wealthy benefactors, the visionary publishers and the avant-garde little magazines receptive to their work. 

			The controversies that had followed Joyce’s writing were balanced by the enthusiasm and support of those who believed in him. Ezra Pound, The Little Review’s foreign editor at the time, W.B. Yeats, T.S. Eliot and, in Paris, Valery Larbaud (his French translator) were among the influential writers who promoted his writing. Joyce’s material circumstances were greatly helped by Harriet Shaw Weaver, editor of The Little Review and the benefactress who sent him a regular income, and it was Sylvia Beach, of Shakespeare and Company in Paris, who published Ulysses at a time when the risks were many and the rewards seemed few and financially meagre. And while his detractors were of the sort whose disapproval could often be a boost to one’s reputation as well as one’s sales – notably the Catholic Church – the publication of Ulysses was dogged by problems: printers refusing to typeset pages, accusations of obscenity, and by legal proceedings. In 1921, when The Little Review published the ‘Nausicaa’ episode (Part 13), a court case was launched in New York that resulted in the book being banned in the US until 1935. In the UK, it was banned until the following year. 

			Joyce’s relationship with Ireland was testy. Though his writing is imbued with Ireland and Irish life, Joyce left for the last time in 1912 and never returned. The Dublin Joyce was born in – in 1882 – was part of the United Kingdom. The Dublin Joyce finally left was increasingly tenuously so. The themes of Irish Home Rule, nationalism and the stirring of Irish consciousness run through all of Joyce’s works, and when Ulysses appeared, Ireland was an independent nation, albeit one he would never visit. Ulysses grew out of an idea for Dubliners – ‘Ulysses in Dublin’ – and also draws upon the character of Stephen Dedalus, his younger alter ego, in Portrait. Joyce’s fictions, while each constituting fresh and stylistically different stages in his development, are also organically linked: they beget each other.

			There is something fitting about Ulysses appearing, as it were, in ‘exile’, and, like its cosmopolitan author, in a complicated push-pull relationship with its language (English) and its setting (Ireland). Ulysses returns to many of the themes Joyce had broached, often indirectly or suggestively, in his previous works, but does so on an epic scale, and with unbridled linguistic invention and narrative daring. Even those who had kept abreast of Joyce’s work – Pound, Weaver, Larbaud – were amazed by the extraordinary inventiveness of Ulysses.  The novel treats of religion and nationalism both as subjects in themselves and as facets of social and political control. Joyce writes of sex and sexual frustration, of thwarted lives and desiccated hypocrisies – of fear and repression, but also escape and self-discovery. He writes of female desire, of mobile and unbordered sexual and gender identities, of lust as well as love, and of the way the two are imbricated. He writes about what we might be if we were free of religious and social guilt, and of what a culture and a nation might be if they were free of claims to universality, purity, or essence. Though Ireland is his source and his subject, he rejects the claims of Irish nationalism (or the identitarian terms on which they appeared, at the time, to be offered), the colonial brutality and hauteur of British rule, and the colonised and subservient mentality of many of his compatriots at the time. That may appear to be a long list of rejections, but what has ensured the ‘immortality’ of Ulysses is what and how much it affirms. Indeed, its last lines are precisely that: affirmation. 

			Joyce was correcting, adjusting and overwriting Ulysses up to and including the proof stage, and did not leave it alone once it was published either. The history of editions of the novel is contested, and adds another layer to the ‘enigmas and puzzles’ Joyce boasted of. It’s as if the publication-date is a mirror-line on either side of which the text keeps moving, reflecting the energies of its gestation and the ongoing textual twitchings of its published afterlife. 

			II

			Ezra Pound was well-versed in grand claims, and made perhaps the grandest of them when he called 1922 year one of a new era. What he meant was that it began with Joyce’s Ulysses and ended with Eliot’s The Waste Land – both of which Pound himself had had a hand in bringing into being. The Little Review calendar that year began with ‘Year 1 p.s.u’ – post scriptum Ulixi – and for a time Pound dated his letters and correspondence in the same way: the literary equivalent of A.D. 

			Pound was good at slogans, but he also grasped with uncanny clarity the significance of what Joyce had created, calling it a ‘super-novel’, claiming that it had ‘poached on the epic’, and was ‘a triumph in form, in balance, in main schema, with continuous inweavings and arabesques’. The idea of a ‘super-novel’ is a useful one, because when Ulysses appeared, it seemed to many not to be a novel at all, or even to mark the end of the novel. What Pound saw as early as 1922 was that Ulysses was a novel – only more so. What that only more so might mean is worth pausing over.

			In 1923 T.S. Eliot published ‘Ulysses, Order and Myth’, taking issue with the words of Richard Aldington, who had called Ulysses a ‘libel on humanity’. Aldington, a now-forgotten modernist comrade, claimed that Joyce presented humanity at its lowest and most ‘sordid’, in a style that was ‘incoherence, affectation and wordy confusion’. While he conceded that Joyce’s ‘singular prose is readable because he controls it’, Aldington feared that it would be a bad influence on future writers. Future writers are also in Eliot’s mind, but with a different emphasis: 

			No one else has built a novel upon such a foundation before: it has never before been necessary. I am not begging the question in calling Ulysses a ‘novel’; and if you call it an epic it will not matter. If it is not a novel, that is simply because the novel is a form which will no longer serve; it is because the novel, instead of being a form, was simply the expression of an age which had not sufficiently lost all form to feel the need of something stricter.

			Eliot concluded that Ulysses marked the end of the ‘narrative method’ and the start of the ‘mythical method’, and that it was, ‘I seriously believe, a step toward making the modern world possible for art’. Eliot was not just alluding to the book’s conception and scale but to its structure, with its episodes organised, loosely and freely but nonetheless perceptibly, around Homer’s Odyssey. 

			The eighteen episodes of Ulysses map onto Homer’s epic in ways that help us, as readers, to perceive a governing structure beneath, but also around, the novel’s radically experimental narrative methods. Joyce himself referred to these episodes by their Homeric names – ‘Telemachus’, ‘Nausicaa’, ‘Oxen of the Sun’ etc. – but they are not so-titled in the novel. This is just as well, because Joyce called his Homeric parallels ‘ports of call’: they are best used as navigation guides and not as direct correlations. 

			Eliot was in admiration, Aldington was aghast – but both agreed that Joyce had produced a novel after which there was no going back. Other writers grasped what Joyce was doing, but with a more ambivalent sense of its value. Virginia Woolf (whose Hogarth Press had turned it down) found Ulysses ‘an illiterate, underbred book [. . .] the book [. . .] of a self-taught working man, & we all know how distressing they are, how egotistic, insistent, raw, striking, & ultimately nauseating. When one can have cooked flesh, why have the raw?’ 

			Her comments are more than disobliging, and contain more than just literary or aesthetic differences: they reveal social snobbery and a sense of English superiority (here feeling threatened) over the Irish. In so doing, they lead us to something else that is crucial to Ulysses and to its reception: an Irish writer, at once ‘primitive’ and ‘sophisticated’, emerging from a colonial Ireland, and whose work appears at once to undo the English language and assert its triumphant ownership of it. English responses to Joyce were not simply guided by his style or his subject matter, but by the political, ideological and cultural implications of what he had made out of words. 

			Woolf, writing in 1922, had interrupted her reading of Proust’s In Search of Lost Time, beside which most books might appear ‘raw’. But Ulysses is often ‘raw’ – that is part of its singular allure: the rawness of its happenings, its events, of the bodies of the men and women who laugh and cry, eat and drink, shit and piss and orgasm in its pages. But it is also the rawness of voices and consciousnesses that hit the page unmediated, transcribed directly without the ‘cooking’ of the third-person, all-knowing narrator. Woolf knew this, and in a 1919 article for the Times Literary Supplement, took a more sympathetic line as she discussed the work-in-progress that was Ulysses: 

			 

			The mind, exposed to the ordinary course of life, receives upon its surface a myriad impressions – trivial, fantastic, evanescent, or engraved with the sharpness of steel. From all sides they come, an incessant shower of innumerable atoms, composing in their sum what we might venture to call life itself; and to figure further as the semi-transparent envelope, or luminous halo, surrounding us from the beginning of consciousness to the end. Is it not perhaps the chief task of the novelist to convey this incessantly varying spirit with whatever stress or sudden deviation it may display, and as little admixture of the alien and external as possible?

			 

			Woolf is the contemporary whose work, in this respect, most closely resembles Joyce’s, and in 1922 had published her own modernist masterpiece, Jacob’s Room. Her engagement with Joyce was far more complex than her reaction to Ulysses suggests. She will have recognised in Ulysses something analogous to her own ambitions for the novel. 

			Ulysses takes place on a single day – 16 June 1904 – and joins the roster of modernist circadian masterpieces: Apollinaire’s ‘Zone’, Hope Mirrlees’s ‘Paris’ and Woolf’s Mrs Dalloway. The date marked the second time Joyce met his wife-to-be, Nora Barnacle, and walked with her around Dublin. ‘You made me a man’, he later told her. In Ulysses, it is the day its hero – the wandering, Jewish Irishman Leopold Bloom – walks the streets of Dublin avoiding, but also, in mind and body, magnetically drawn back to, his home, where his wife, Molly awaits her lover. As Bloom, a middlebrow Everyman, makes his winding odyssey, we are also involved in the doings and thinkings of Stephen Dedalus, the young intellectual back from Europe after the death of his mother. Bloom worries about his wife, but mourns his father and his dead baby son; Stephen mourns his mother, but is haunted by guilt at not having prayed for her. Both, in their ways, are outsiders, pursued by questions of national and cultural belonging, of family and inheritance, past and future, and the novel tracks their itineraries in a Dublin that is more than a backdrop. It is a character in itself, as richly as it is accurately recreated. Joyce claimed to have made ‘a picture of Dublin so complete that if the city suddenly disappeared from the earth, it could be reconstructed from my book’. Though Joyce never returned to Dublin, Ulysses is his eternal return. 

			III

			The novel with a linear arc, characters who experience the world in coherent segments, who think in grammatically correct sentences and live lives that are edited into stories overseen by the third-person narrator – fiction’s original line-manager – is an artifice. It is also a relatively recent invention – the first novel, Cervantes’s Don Quixote (1605-1615) is a hybrid, metafictional, ironic, epically mock-heroic prose work that would barely pass muster as a ‘novel’ today. This is because, when we talk of the novel, we generally mean the nineteenth-
century novel, and forget that the novel came first, and the rules and conventions came later.

			What makes Ulysses so sophisticated and yet so raw is not that it is remote from how the world is experienced but that it is so close to it. Its novelty is, in its way, a return to the possibilities of the novel, and the reader of, say, Tristram Shandy (1759) in English, or Jacques le Fataliste in French (1796) would have had less trouble with Ulysses than the reader of Gissing or Thomas Hardy. The novel began as a barbaric, disobedient, unbuttoned form – ‘underbred’, to use Woolf’s word – and for all his radically innovative techniques, Joyce rebar­barises it for the modern world. 

			While Ulysses is supremely learned and allusive, full of puns and word-play, literary references steeped in a variety of cultures, it is also a novel about bodies. Joyce’s writing is holistic: everything is connected, because at every moment of the day we are ourselves, not merely at selected ‘novelistic’ intervals. Whether thinking about Homer, debating Irish Home Rule, fretting about the one we love, eating a gorgonzola sandwich, having an orgasm or reading on the toilet (‘at stool’, to be precise), we are minds and bodies in organic relation. This might be disturbing to some; to others it was – and is – liberating. As Joyce wrote: ‘In my book the body lives in and moves through space and is the home of the full human personality. The words I use are adapted to express first one of its functions then another.’

			Equally uncensored, unexpurgated and un-hierarchical, are Joyce’s narrative techniques, which present the uneditability of human consciousness. While it is true that these techniques are his most radical and sustained innovations, and that they are the source of much of his reputed ‘difficulty’, it is more akin to a happy and dynamic dis­orientation than anything we could call literary ‘obscurity’. We do not always know who is speaking, who is thinking, whose thoughts or memories, urges and fragmented desires are intercutting whose. But there is always enough to go on, and enough for us to go forward. The pleasure of Ulysses lies in experiencing the novel rather than merely reading it. We do not need to solve the puzzles, though there is pleasure in that, too, in what Joyce called ‘Sherlockholmesing’. 

			As for the charge of ‘obscurity’, the opposite is the case: the voices, visions, trains of thought, the monologues and the scattered, aleatory connections are clear and sharp, just unmediated and undigested by the traditional narrator. In case we are in doubt, all we need to do is track our own thoughts and desires, our own internal monologues, with their unfinished sentences and their interrupted flows. We quickly realise we are not tracking a finished product, but life itself, in its ongoingness. We will also notice that there is no third-person narrator inside ourselves, and not much of one outside, either. 

			It is not that Ulysses excludes us; it is, rather, that it includes us in ways that no other work prepares us for. The question is not ‘what is a novel?’, but, what can a novel be? Ulysses is the answer.

			 

			Patrick McGuinness

		

	
		
			Restoring the 1922 Ulysses: A Brief Textual Note

			When Ulysses was first published in book form in Paris in 1922, Joyce was dismayed at the state of the text: a significant number of typographical errors marred his idealised vision of the epic he had struggled with for so many years. Otherwise, in its mise en page, in its heft, binding, appearance and completeness, all was well. After many trials, Joyce’s masterpiece had emerged into the world.

			The errors, though numerous, were for the most part trivial – punctu­ation, misspelled words, a few omissions – and as such did not make the novel unreadable, unlike the corresponding textual corruption found in Finnegans Wake. Although its foliage is radical, Ulysses is rooted in the grounds of tradition. The reading experience could and did take the errors in its stride, and the world’s response to the new publication dealt with other, grander aspects.

			At the same time, it remained (and remains) true that the version Joyce wanted was (and is) realisable; and from the very beginning of its own odyssey the text has been subjected to several rounds of ‘correction’. The first attempts at restoring the text were patchy in the extreme, yet somehow managed to get rid of a good proportion of the worst of the errors.

			With the emergence of an entire field of scholarship dedicated to the Joyce œuvre, it became possible, by the mid-1970s, more than fifty years after the first publication, to contemplate a critical edition. Sufficient of the genesis of the novel had been mapped out, and the majority of the original documents – the drafts and notes behind the typescripts and proofs – had been located, conserved, examined and ordered.1

			The first serious and comprehensive attempt to create a critical edition of Ulysses was undertaken by a team headed by Hans Walter Gabler of the University of Munich. After seven years’ painstaking work, the newly edited text was published in 1984 by Garland Publishing of New York.2 The scholars’ response was initially adulatory, but a number of critics soon emerged: John Kidd, Clive Hart and Philip Gaskell, for example. These dissenting scholars rejected the claim that the ‘Gabler edition’ accurately and truthfully represented the text as Joyce wanted it to be printed, had no typographical errors intervened.

			The underlying reason for the controversy lay in a difference in interpretation of the expression: what Joyce wanted. The Gabler team took this to mean: what Joyce wrote down in the manuscripts. The alternative interpretation, not clearly advanced by the dissenters, some of whom had a rather minimalist view of the matter,3 was succinctly, if a little disingenuously, expressed by Peter du Sautoy, a publisher and a Trustee of the Joyce Estate: what he sent to his publishers to print. 

			In an ideal world, the two definitions should result in the same text. But the world is not ideal. The Gabler team did not seek to correct the text as it then stood, as was the common practice. Instead, they decided to reconstitute the text from the ground up, starting with the holograph manuscript and adding to this all the revisions that Joyce made on the typescripts and proofs. The end result, while undoubtedly a valid text of Ulysses by James Joyce, was in many small ways curiously unlike the Ulysses that most readers then knew and loved. This was not primarily because of the many errors corrected (these were welcomed) but rather because it feels stylistically different. For example, ‘Eumeus’, the episode near the end of the book describing Bloom and Stephen’s conversation in the cabman’s shelter, reads very differently in the 1984 text from the way it reads in the 1922 and subsequent editions.4 

			The present edition takes as its essential rationale du Sautoy’s prescription. Thus, the base text is not the manuscript but rather the typescript as carefully read and corrected by Joyce before sending it on to be printed: in the case of the first thirteen episodes, to Ezra Pound for submission to The Little Review, a New York magazine; in the case of the remainder of the book, to Sylvia Beach, proprietor of Shakespeare and Company.5 From this point on, we have included the revisions that Joyce made on the placards and proofs, with one exception: we have not accepted a small number of additions on the proofs that were not sent to the printer, and thus are questionable. Finally, Joyce’s corrections made after 1922 and incorporated in later editions have also been included.

			Our copy-text is the 1922 first edition. In practice, this means that in the case of uncertain readings, those that are not clearly misprints requiring correction, the 1922 text has priority. For the first time, then, a text has been realised that accurately embodies – to the extent that our efforts have been successful – the Ulysses that James Joyce wanted to be published.

			 

			Danis Rose and John O’Hanlon

			

			
				
					1 See James Joyce Ulysses, a Facsimile of the Manuscript, in 3 volumes, edited by Clive Driver and Harry Levin (London: Faber and Faber, 1975), and The James Joyce Archive, in 63 volumes, edited by Michael Groden, Hans Walter Gabler, David Hayman, A. Walton Litz and Danis Rose (New York: Garland, 1977–8).

				
				

				
					2 James Joyce, Ulysses, a Critical and Synoptic Edition, edited by Hans Walter Gabler, Wolfhard Steppe and Claus Melchior, assisted by Walter Hettche, John O’Hanlon, Danis Rose, Charity Scott Stokes and Kinga Thomas.

				
				

				
					3 e.g. Clive Hart, who suggested that the final set of revised page proofs, which is incidentally almost entirely identical to the text published in 1922, is the only valid manuscript. 

				
				

				
					4 Something similar can be said of A New Reader’s Edition (Houyhnhnm, 2004), which Danis Rose prepared as a modernised, fact-checked version. The stylistic change, though intended, was not especially welcomed.

				
				

				
					5 It is true that many of the typescripts themselves are no longer extant. Nevertheless, their contents can be, and have been, reconstructed using the exemplars provided by the text as published in The Little Review, in surviving typescript sent to Sylvia Beach, and the text as printed in the first set of placards (paged galleys) for the Shakespeare and Company edition.

				
				

			

		

	
		
			ULYSSES

		

	
		
			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 up 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 country 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 low 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 quick 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 Conolly 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 dissecting room. 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. Wavewhite 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 about the hearth to and fro, hiding and revealing its yellow glow. Two shafts of soft daylight fell across the flagged floor from the high barbicans: 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. 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 milkjug 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 only 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.

			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 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 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!

			— I’m 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 birdlike cries.

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

			— We oughtn’t to laugh, I suppose. He’s rather blasphemous. I’m not a believer myself, that is to say. Still his gaiety takes the harm out of it somehow, doesn’t it? What did he call it? Joseph the Joiner?

			— The ballad of Joking Jesus, Stephen answered.

			— O, Haines said, you have heard it before?

			— Three times a day, after meals, Stephen said drily.

			— You’re not a believer, are you? Haines asked. I mean, a believer in the narrow sense of the word. Creation from nothing and miracles and a personal God.

			— There’s only one sense of the word, it seems to me, Stephen said.

			Haines stopped to take out a smooth silver case in which twinkled a green stone. He sprang it open with his thumb and offered it.

			— Thank you, Stephen said, taking a cigarette.

			Haines helped himself and snapped the case to. He put it back in his sidepocket and took from his waistcoatpocket a nickel tinderbox, sprang it open too, and, having lit his cigarette, held the flaming spunk towards Stephen in the shell of his hands.

			— Yes, of course, he said, as they went on again. Either you believe or you don’t, isn’t it? Personally I couldn’t stomach that idea of a personal God. You don’t stand for that, I suppose?

			— You behold in me, Stephen said with grim displeasure, a horrible example of free thought.

			He walked on, waiting to be spoken to, trailing his ashplant by his side. Its ferrule followed lightly on the path, squealing at his heels. My familiar, after me, calling, Steeeeeeeeeeeephen! A wavering line
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