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A medical student, an oarsman, a tenor, an amateur actor, a
shouting politician, a small landlord, a small investor, a drinker,
a good fellow, a story-teller, somebody’s secretary, something in
a distillery, a tax-gatherer, a bankrupt and at present a praiser of

his own past. (A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, P.241)
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Old father, old artificer, stand me now and ever in good

stead. (A Portrait, P.253)
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Hef image had passed into his soul for ever and no word had
broken the holy silence of his ecstasy. Ier eyes had called him
and his soul had leaped at the call. To live, to err, to fall, to
triumph, to recreate life out of life! A wild angel had appeared
to him, the angel of mortal youth and beauty, an envoy from the
fair courts of life, to throw open before him in an instant of
ecstasy the gates of all the ways of error and glory. On and on

and on and on! (A Portraif, P.172)
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When the soul of a man is born in this country there are
nets flung at it to hold it back from flight. You talk to me of

natibnality, language, religion. I shall try to fly by those nets.
(A Portrait, P.203)

B EOReRD TEMOMFC L o712 25 « —Tid, ZOBNSBELL
[RHEE | OBWMEZI - THFS 7Y Vit b, 29 v~ BHEOEE T,
< -5 ni  (Martello Tower) [CEZHENy 7 » <Y 5y (Buck Mulligan)
EIITE R T 4 — T ORENSEDPERYVICIN TN, < Y #o BRI
WAHRDENTERD ZL TN EBOBRTHATO AR LI DLTH-TRLR
WollAT 4~ T 2EDIITh, BACENOERE i Ti2x57 1~V EST, B
hOFH 2T A ERTEEL o1, vV HBE 7Y o OBEICH- TER TR

263



Ulysses TR % —#58 —3OR - TR T—

DNOERZBEUNEE,  DOHERI 58 ] LIFODIT %o

God, he said quietly. Isn’t the sea what Algy (=Algernon
Charles Swinburne) calls it! a grey sweet mother V?_ The snotgreen
sea. The scrotumtightening sea. Epi oinopa ponton (=into the
vine-coloured sea). 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. w-reresssrisriesisiimisiinisiecns

-------- Qur mighty mother. Buck Mulligan said. (Ulysses, P.7)
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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 liguid. A bowl of white chi-
na had stood baside her deathbed holding the green sluggish bile
which she had torn up from her rotting liver by fits of loud groan-
ing vomiting. (Ulysses, P.7)
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A cloud began to cover the sun slowly, shadowing the bay in
deeper green. It lay Eehind 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.

Folded away in the memory of nature with her toys. Memo-

ries beset his brooding brain. Her glass of water from the kitchen
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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 squash-
ed lice from the children’s shirts.

In a dream, silently, she had to 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. (Ulysses, PP.11-12)

TR OFET TIEE b THio L i s TREEEAORE, e piH
Ao E RS EEADWDE, WEMA Ao o EREIRTET [
Y 77"7\..‘ %@i bo '

DL, 27 4 —T3MECRERS EBOTRCNE IND, HIKITHT S
WP ER S 72D, BB E RN DI, FDITHTHAD,

—Is this the day for your monthly wash,b Kinch (=Stephen) ?
Then he said to Haines :
—The unclean bard makes a point of washing once a month.
—All Ireland is washed by the gulistream, Stephen said as he lef
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 :
—1I 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. (Ulysses, P.17)
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Two men stood at the verge of the cliff, watching: business-
man, boatman.
—She's making for Bullock harbour.

The boatman nodded towards the north of the bay with some
disdain.
—There’s five fathoms out there, he said. It'll be swept up that
way when the tide comes in about one. It's nine days today.

The man that was drowned. A sail veering about the blank
bay waiting for a swollen bundle to bob up, roll over to the sun

a puffy face, salt white. Here I am. (Ulysses, P.23) -

Would you do what he (=Mulligan) did? A boat would be
near, a lifebuoy. Naturlich, put there for you. Would you or
would you not? The man that was drowned nine days ago off
Maiden’s rock. They are waiting for him now. The truth, spit
it out. I would want to. I would try. I am not a strong swimmer.
Water cold soft. When I put my face into it in the basin at Clon-
gowes. Can’t see! Who's behind me? Out quickly, quickly ! Do you
see the tide flowing quickly in on all sides, sheeting the lows of
sands quickly, shell-cocoacoloured? If I had land wunder ‘my
feet. I want his life stili to be his, mine to be mine. A drowning
man. His human eyés scream to me out of horror of his death.

Leeooe With him together down--:--: I could not save her (mother).

Waters: bitter death: lost. (Ulysses, P.46)

She is drowning. Agenbite. Save her. Agenbite. All against
us. She will drowﬁ me with her, eyes and hair. Lank coils of
seaweed hair around me, my heart, my soul. Salt green death.

We.

Agenbite of inwit. Inwit’s agenbite.

Misery ! Misery! (Ulysses, P.240)

That he was hydrophobe, hating partial contact by immersion
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or total by submersion in cold water (his last bath having taken
place in the month of October of the preceding year), disliking
the aqueous substances of glass and crystal, distrusting aquacities

of thought and language. (Ulysses, P.657)
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Fatherhood, in the sense of conscious begetting, is unknown
to man. It is a mystical estate, an apostolic succession, from only
begetter to only begotten. Amor matris, subjective and objective
genitive, may be the only true thing in life. Paternibty may be a
legal fiction. Who is the father of any son that any son should

love him or he any son? (Ulysses, PP.204—205)
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—Whatever else is unsure in this stinking dunghill of a world a
mother’s love is not. Your mother brings you into the world, car—
ries you first in her body. What do we know about what she feels?

" But whatever she feels, it, at least, must be real. It must be.
(A Portrait, PP.241—242)
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I will not serve that in which I no longer believe, whether it
call itself my home, my fatherlaﬁd, or my church: and I will try
to express myself in some mode of life or art as freelj as I
can and as wholly as I can, using for my defence the only arms
I allow myself to use----- silence, exile,and cunning. k

(A Portrait, P.247)
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The Mother
(With the subtle smile of death’s madness.) I was once the

beautiful May Goulding. I am dead.

Stephen
(Horrorstruck.) Lemur, who are you? What bogeyman’s trick

is this?

Buck Mulligan
(Shakes his curling capbell.) The mockery of it! Kinch
(=Stephen) killed her dogsbody bitchbody. She kickedA the
bucket. (Tears of molten butter fall from his éyes into the

scone.) Our great sweet mother! Epi oinopa ponton.

The Mother
(Comes nearer, breathing upon him softly her breath of
wetted ashes.) All must go through it, Stephen. More women

than men in the world. You too. Time will come.
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Stephen
(Choking with fright, remorse and horror.) They said I killed
you, mother. He offended your memory. Cancer did it, not I

Destiny.

The Mother
(A green rill of bile trickling from a side of her mouth.)

" You sang that song to me. Love’s bitter mystery.

Stephen

(Eagerly.) Tell me the word, mother, if you know now. The

WOTrd Known 1o All Tri@I, rrvererrr rerasienimeeeinesst e intiieeeinscasasineceniseine

The Mother
I pray for you in my other world. (Get Dilly to make you
that boiled rice every night after your brain work. Years and

years I loved you, O my son, my firstborn, when you lay in my
womb.

The Mother
(With smouldering eyes.) Repent! O, the fire of hell!

Stephen
(Panting.) The corpsechewer ! Raw head and bloody bones !

The Mothe_r
(Her face drawing near and nearer, sending out an ashen
breath.) Beware ! (She raises her blackened, withered right arm
slowly towards Stephen’s breast with outstretched fingers.) Be-
ware ! God’s hand ! (A green crab with malignant red eyes sticks

deep its grinning claws in Stephen’s heart.)

Stephen
(Strangled with rage.) Shite ! (His features grown drawn and

grey and old.)

Bloom
(At the window.) What?
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Stephen
Ah non, par exemple! The intellectual imagination ! With me

all or not at all. Non serviam !

The Mother
(Wrings her hands slowly, moaning desperately.) O Sacred
Heart of Jesus, have mercy on him! Save him from hell, O divine

Sacred Heart!

Stephen
No! No! No! Break my spirit all of you if you can! I'll’
bring you all to heel! (Ulysses, PP.565—567)
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—1 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. (Ulysses, P.20)

--------- the subtle African heresiarch Sabellius who held that the
Father was Himse!f His own Son. (Ulysses, P.22)
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He Who Himself begot, middler the Holy Ghost, and
Himself sent Himself, .Agenbuyer, between Himself and oth-
QIS ererresereernriesiasineieies e oo (lysses, PL195)

—Sabellius, the African, subtlest heresiarch of all the beasts of
the field, held that the Father was Himself His Own Son.
(Ulysses, P. 205)

weeeeeeglorified man, an androgynous angel, being a wife unto

himself. (Ulysses, P.210)
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March 20. Long talk with Cranly on the subject of my re-

to imagine his mother: cannot.

Very young or very old? Hardly the firsf. If so; Cranly would
not have spoken as he did. Old then. Probably, and neglected.
Hence Cranly’s despair of soul: the child of exhausted loins.

' March 21, morning. -+ The exhausted loins are those of
Elizabeth and Zacchary. Then he is the precursor. Item:. he eats
chiefly beily bacon and dried figs. Read locusts and wild honey.
Also, when thinking of him, saw always a stern severed head or
death mask as if outlined on a grey curtain or veronica.- Decolla-
tion they call it in the gold. Puzzled for the moment by saint John
at the Latin gate. What do I see? A decollated precursor trying to
pick the lock. (A Portrait, P.248)

Z?4~ﬁyﬁ7§VU~%%%%EA%&ﬁHb,ﬁ%ﬁﬁ@%@%ﬁ&fof“
Ba)v—x ] EHTERED, FOTENPURZH 5, Stephen DR =Mary,

$755%, Stephen=Christ (D pattern PHLPICTHEEIN TS,

The Mother
(In the agony of her deathrattle.) Have mercy on Stephen,
Lord, for my sake! Inexpressible was my anguish when expiring

with love, grief and agony on Mount Calvary. (Ulysses, P. 567)
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The mystery of esthetic, like that of material creation, is ac-
complished. The artist, like the God of creation, remains within
or behind or beyond or above his handiwork, invisible, refined
out of existence, indifferent, paring his fingernails.

(A Portrait, P.215)

--------- A hawk-like man flying sunward above the sea, a prophecy
of the end he had been born to serve and had been following
through the mists of childhood and boyhood, a symbol of the artist
forging anew in his workshop out of the sluggish matter of the
earth a new soaring impalpable imperishable being?

(A Portrait, P.169)

His soul had arisen from the grave of boyhood, spurni}xg her
grave-clothes. Yes! Yes! Yes! He would create proudly out of
the freedom and power of his soul, as the great artificer whose
name he bore, a living thing, new and soaring and beautiful, im-
palpable, imperishable. (A Portrait, P.170)

"""" him (=Stephen), a priest of the eternal imagination, trans-
muting the daily bread of experience into the radiant body of ever-
living life. (A Portrait, P.221)

FEIRR EU TOEER T, MEDERHPIETIL, WX OIS0 ~OWKYT S 28T
BTCODAIZHAEDAT 4 — T DDEEIRD L D IGRIN TN G,

The instant of inspiration seemed now to be reflected from all
sides at once from a multitude of cloudy circumstances of what

had happened or of what might have happened.
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The instant flashed forth like a point of light and now from cloud

on cloud of vague circumstance confused form was veiling softly

was made flesh. Gabriel the seraph had come to the virgin’s cham-

ber. (A Portrait, P.217)
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In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with: God,

and the Word was God.

And the Word became flesh and dwelt among us, full of grace
and truth; we have beheld his glory,glory as of the only Son from
the Father.. (New Testament, John 1:1-14)
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--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. (Ulysses, P.20)
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And John bore witness, “I saw the Spirit descend as a .dove
from heaven, and it remained on him.” (New Testament, John

1:32)
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—Que vous a mis dans cette fichue position ?
—C’est le pigeon, Joseph. (Ulysses, P.42)
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COBIER, HHUES RO TIHEINTHS v - 27 vv (Léo Taxil,
1854~1907, 7 5 ZADHFIRTY = X4 v bRd, ) OEICHT S parody T
HBo

M. L’eo Taxil nous a dit que qui 'avait mise dans cette fichue

position c’était le sacré pigeon, ventre de Dieu! (Ulysses,P.385)
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DORGEETH 5 M2 AL &0 5 REBEHCE TR BI»ES C LB, [V
WL AEEE] WL CORDHIDRINT NS,

And Mary said to the angel, “How can this be, since I have no
husband?” And the angel said to her,
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Ulysses 9 5—2% —#OR - TR T—

“The Holy Spirit will come

upon you,

and the power of the Most High will overshadow you;
therefore the child to be born

will be called hoiy,

the Son of God.” (New Testament, Luke 1:34,35)

BT OB B B BT 4V w TOLIEIC ¢ parody  WEdH B b
F

Philip Drunk

(Gravely.) Qui vous a mis dans cette fichue position, Philippe?

Philip Sober
(Gaily.) C’était le sacré pigeon, Philippe.
' (Ulysses, 509)

BRCh~<7zc &L, 5otz parody &, FT2RD2 T Vv— s LT DY
B —REERO IS ICAA LD, EEREOCZNL2EE DT T b, TTHE
WIEHDE, T— aBR02 v 7 DFEEZL TNDHLETH D, TUIFET ) —
OFREVBER 8- T b, FUTiZAERTP—HBIZFEATIV— 7« DT, 21
DIMER L ENTEE Y — (Milly) 200555 CORIEEMED EF TR E
WA BERDD Do TN— AIZ, T T FIRICHD EOT O HE T W b L
Vo BT TBEEOBEEOBE T T V— AT OV TEHELA S ZAD A EHS 7 D
—DERTH b,

—Well, there were two children born anyhow, says Jack Power.
—And who does he suspect? says the citizen,

Gob, there’s many a true word spoken in jest. (Ulysses, P.332)

30—~ (Milly) OEOREHE Y ~DEDOEATH 122V 4 (Mul-
vey) EWHBETRIZVD? EWV D Tv— ADEENIE BHEREE LT Y ~0
IR SV T ORI C 5,

15 June 1889. A querulous newborn female infant crying to

cause and lessen congestion. A child renamed Padney Socks she
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shook with shocks her moneybox: counted his three free money-
penny buttons one, tloo, tlee: a doil, a boy, a sailor she cast
away . blond, born of two dark, she had blond ancestry, «=«-sooore

a hallucination, lieutenant Mulvey, British navy. (Ulysses, P.677)

COEREDNTO BRI TV — sOF# -+ (Ulysses, P.716) *, =Y — @il
fileo(Ulysses, P.744, P.746) ZOMTHASN5, WAL T 5
parody {3, =24« 7 The Holy Ghost—dove T4 - TEFEIZINLT2D &l
B, B a w7 725 Tv— npdfix Y —OBAEIT L > T s T B &%
il SERL T A XD ThHHe LTI V- ald, BELEIRDII &L TH
RO LNEOT 25100, PEOIERTH > 2L L35, Etiild
BERC< Y Hid TV — A% Dbisexually abnormal - (Ulysses, P.483)  (Fif:
PETAEEE) WK, Farasd (Dr. Dixon) (34§% a finished
example of the new womanly man:- (Ulysses, P.483) TdhYh, “Heis
about to have a baby.” -+ - (Ulysses, P.484) LT A, Tv—nld O,
1 so want to be a mother.” - (Ulysses, P.484) *st, X 51T, “Bloom,

are you the Messiah ben Joseph or ben David?” DS EITHL
“You have said it.” = (Ulysses, P.485) &2& A%, HOFIE  firm fuall
masculine feminine passive active hand - (Ulysses, P.658) &ffiisiL.
T b, o
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1. Ulysses, by James Joyce, Modern Library.
2. A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, by James Joyce,
Penguin Books.



