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FINNEGANS WAKE- L1E3. Book I: The Book of Parents. Chapter III: His Trial and Incarceration. 

 

1. Michael Connolly 

Fifthly, how parasoliloquisingly truetoned on his first time of hearing the wretch’s statement 
that, muttering Irish, he had had had o’gloriously a’lot too much hanguest or hoshoe fine to 
drink in the House of Blazes, the Parrot in Hell, the Orange Tree, the Glibt, the Sun, the Holy 
Lamb and, lapse not leashed, in Ramitdown’s ship hotel since the morning moment he could 
dixtinguish a white thread from a black till the engine of the laws declosed unto Murray and 
was only falling fillthefluthered up against the gatestone pier which, with the cow’s bonnet 
a’top o’it, he falsetook for a cattlepillar with purest peaceablest intentions. Yet how lamely 
hobbles the hoy of his then pseudojocax axplanation how, according to his own story, he vas a 
process server and was merely trying to open zozimus a bottlop stoub by mortially hammering 
his magnum bonum (the curter the club the sorer the savage) against the bludgey gate for the 
boots about the swan, Maurice Behan, who hastily into his shoes with nothing his hald barra 
tinnteack and came down with homp, shtemp and jumphet to the tiltyard from the wastes 
a’sleep in his obi ohny overclothes or choker, attracted by the norse of guns playing Delandy is 
cartager on the raglar rock to Dulyn, said war’ prised safe in bed as he dreamed that he’d 
wealthes in mormon halls when wokenp by a fourth loud snore out of his land of byelo while 
hickstrey’s maws was grazing in the moonlight by hearing hammering on the pandywhank 
scale emanating from the blind pig and anything like it (oonagh!oonagh!) in the whole history 
of the Mullingcan Inn he never. This battering babel allower the door and sideposts, he always 
said, was not in the very remotest like the belzey babble of a bottle of boose which would not 
rouse him out o’ slumber deep but reminded him loads more of the martiallawsey marses of 
foreign musikants’ instrumongs or the overthrewer to the third last days of Pompery, if 
anything. And that after this most nooningless knockturn the young reine came down 
desperate and the old liffopotamus started ploring all over the plains, as mud as she cud be, 
ruinating all the bouchers’ schurts and the backers’ wischandtugs so that be the chandeleure 
of the Rejaneyjailey they were all night wasching the walters of, the weltering walters off. 
Whyte. 

2.   Bill Dixon 

Just one moment. A pinch in time of the ideal, musketeers! Alphos, Burkos and Caramis, leave 
Astrelea for the astrollajerries and for the love of the saunces and the honour of Keavens pike 
puddywhackback to Pamintul. And roll away the reel world, the reel world, the reel world! And 
call all your smokeblushes, Snowwhite and Rosered, if you will have the real cream! Now for a 
strawberry frolic! Filons, filoosh! Cherchons la flamme! Fammfamm! Fammfamm! 

Come on, ordinary man with that large big nonobli head, and that blanko berbecked fischial 
ekksprezzion Machinsky Scapolopolos, Duzinascu or other. Your machelar’s mutton leg’s 
getting musclebound from being too pulled. Noah Beery weighed stone thousand one when 
Hazel was a hen. Now her fat’s falling fast. Therefore, chatbags, why not yours? There are 29 
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sweet reasons why blossomtime’s the best. Elders fall for green almonds when they’re raised 
on bruised stone root ginger though it winters on their heads as if auctumned round their 
waistbands. If you’d had pains in your hairs you wouldn’t look so orgibald. You’d have Colley 
Macaires on your lump of lead. Now listen, Mr Leer! And stow that sweatyfunnyadams Simper! 
Take an old geeser who calls on his skirt. Note his sleek hair, so elegant, tableau vivant. He 
vows her to be his own honeylamb, swears they will be papa pals, by Sam, and share good 
times way down west in a guaranteed happy lovenest when May moon she shines and they 
twit twinkle all the night, combing the comet’s tail up right and shooting popguns at the stars. 
Creampuffs all to dime! Every nice, missymackenzies! For dear old grumpapar, he’s gone on 
the razzledar, through gazing and crazing and blazing at the stars. Compree! She wants her 
wardrobe to hear from above by return with cash so as she can buy her Peter Robinson 
trousseau and cut a dash with Arty, Bert or possibly Charley Chance (who knows?) so tolloll Mr 
Hunker you’re too dada for me to dance (so off she goes!) and that’s how half the gels in town 
has got their bottom drars while grumpapar he’s trying to hitch his braces on to his trars. But 
old grum he’s not so clean dippy between sweet you and yum (not on your life, boy! not in 
those trousers! not by a large jugful!) for someplace on the sly, where Furphy he isn’t by, old 
grum has his gel number two (bravevow, our Grum!) and he would like to canoodle her too 
some part of the time for he is downright fond of his number one but O he’s fair mashed on 
peaches number two so that if he could only canoodle the two, chivee chivoo, all three would 
feel genuinely happy, it’s as simple as A. B. C., the two mixers, we mean, with their cherrybum 
chappy (for he is simply shamming dippy) if they all were afloat in a dreamlifeboat, hugging 
two by two in his zoo-doo-you-doo, a tofftoff for thee, missymissy for me and howcameyou-
e’enso for Farber, in his tippy, upindown dippy, tiptoptippy canoodle, can you? Finny. 

3. Mal Murphy 

Ack, ack, ack. With which clap, trap and soddenment, three to a loaf, our mutual friends the 
fender and the bottle at the gate seem to be implicitly in the same bateau, so to singen, 
bearing also several of the earmarks of design, for there is in fact no use in putting a tooth in a 
snipery of that sort and the amount of all those sort of things which has been going on 
onceaday in and twiceaday out every other nachtistag among all kinds of promiscious 
individuals at all ages in private homes and reeboos publikiss and allover all and elsewhere 
throughout secular sequence the country over and overabroad has been particularly 
stupendous. To be continued. Federals’ Uniteds’ Transports’ Unions’ for Exultations’ of 
Triumphants’ Ecstasies. 

But resuming inquiries. Will it ever be next morning the postal unionist’s (officially called 
carrier’s, Letters Scotch, Limited) strange fate (Fierceendgiddyex he’s hight, d.e., the losel that 
hucks around missivemaids’ gummibacks) to hand in a huge chain envelope, written in seven 
divers stages of ink, from blanchessance to lavandaiette, every pothook and pancrook 
bespaking the wisherwife, superscribed and subpencilled by yours A Laughable Party, with 
afterwite, S.A.G., to Hyde and Cheek, Edenberry, Dubblenn, WC? Will whatever will be written 
in lappish language with inbursts of Maggyer always seem semposed, black looking white and 
white guarding black, in that siamixed twoatalk used twist stern swift and jolly roger? Will it 
bright upon us, nightle, and we plunging to our plight? Well, it might now, mircle, so it light. 
Always and ever till Cox’s wife, twice Mrs Hahn, pokes her beak into the matter with Owen K. 
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after her, to see whawa smutter after, will this kiribis pouch filled with litterish fragments lurk 
dormant in the paunch of that halpbrother of a herm, a pillarbox? 

The coffin, a triumph of the illusionist’s art, at first blench naturally taken for a handharp (it is 
handwarp to tristinguish jubabe from jabule or either from tubote when all three have just 
been invened) had been removed from the hardware premises of Oetzmann and Nephew, a 
noted house of the gonemost west, which in the natural course of all things continues to 
supply funeral requisites of every needed description. Why needed, though? Indeed needed 
(wouldn’t you feel like rattanfowl if you hadn’t the oscar!) because the flash brides or bride in 
their lily boleros one games with at the Nivynubies’ finery ball and your upright grooms that 
always come right up with you (and by jingo when they do!) what else in this mortal world, 
now ours, when meet there night, mid their nackt, me there naket, made their nought the 
hour strikes, would bring them rightcame back in the flesh, thumbs down, to their orses and 
their hashes. 
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ULYSSES, E14: OXEN OF THE SUN 

4. Reader: Ultan Cronin.  

Deshil Holles Eamus. Deshil Holles Eamus. Deshil Holles Eamus. 
 
Send us bright one, light one, Horhorn, quickening and wombfruit. Send us bright one, light 
one, Horhorn, quickening and wombfruit. Send us bright one, light one, Horhorn, quickening 
and wombfruit. 
 
Hoopsa boyaboy hoopsa! Hoopsa boyaboy hoopsa! Hoopsa boyaboy hoopsa! 
(…) 
 
The mode of Anglo-Saxon alliterative prose, principally of Aelfric, heavily rhythmic; this is 
the style that recurs from time to time throughout the episode to indicate the movement of 
the oxen´s hoof. 
 

It is not why therefore we shall wonder if, as the best historians relate, among the Celts, 
who nothing that was not in its nature admirable admired, the art of medicine shall have been 
highly honoured. Not to speak of hostels, leperyards, sweating chambers, plaguegraves, their 
greatest doctors, the O’Shiels, the O’Hickeys, the O’Lees, have sedulously set down the divers 
methods by which the sick and the relapsed found again health whether the malady had been 
the trembling withering or loose boyconnell flux. Certainly in every public work which in it 
anything of gravity contains preparation should be with importance commensurate and 
therefore a plan was by them adopted (whether by having preconsidered or as the maturation 
of experience it is difficult in being said which the discrepant opinions of subsequent inquirers 
are not up to the present congrued to render manifest) whereby maternity was so far from all 
accident possibility removed that whatever care the patient in that allhardest of woman hour 
chiefly required and not solely for the copiously opulent but also for her who not being 
sufficiently moneyed scarcely and often not even scarcely could subsist valiantly and for an 
inconsiderable emolument was provided. 

To her nothing already then and thenceforward was anyway able to be molestful for this 
chiefly felt all citizens except with proliferent mothers prosperity at all not to can be and as 
they had received eternity gods mortals generation to befit them her beholding, when the 
case was so hoving itself, parturient in vehicle thereward carrying desire immense among all 
one another was impelling on of her to be received into that domicile. O thing of prudent 
nation not merely in being seen but also even in being related worthy of being praised that 
they her by anticipation went seeing mother, that she by them suddenly to be about to be 
cherished had been begun she felt! 
 

Before born bliss babe had. Within womb won he worship. Whatever in that one case done 
commodiously done was. A couch by midwives attended with wholesome food reposeful, 
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cleanest swaddles as though forthbringing were now done and by wise foresight set: but to 
this no less of what drugs there is need and surgical implements which are pertaining to her 
case not omitting aspect of all very distracting spectacles in various latitudes by our terrestrial 
orb offered together with images, divine and human, the cogitation of which by sejunct 
females is to tumescence conducive or eases issue in the high sunbright wellbuilt fair home of 
mothers when, ostensibly far gone and reproductitive, it is come by her thereto to lie in, her 
term up. 

Some man that wayfaring was stood by housedoor at night’s oncoming. Of Israel’s folk was 
that man that on earth wandering far had fared. Stark ruth of man his errand that him lone led 
till that house. 

Of that house A. Horne is lord. Seventy beds keeps he there teeming mothers are wont that 
they lie for to thole and bring forth bairns hale so God’s angel to Mary quoth. Watchers tway 
there walk, white sisters in ward sleepless. Smarts they still, sickness soothing: in twelve 
moons thrice an hundred. Truest bedthanes they twain are, for Horne holding wariest ward. 

In ward wary the watcher hearing come that man mildhearted eft rising with swire 
ywimpled to him her gate wide undid. Lo, levin leaping lightens in eyeblink Ireland’s westward 
welkin. Full she drad that God the Wreaker all mankind would fordo with water for his evil sins. 
Christ’s rood made she on breastbone and him drew that he would rathe infare under her 
thatch. That man her will wotting worthful went in Horne’s house. 

Loth to irk in Horne’s hall hat holding the seeker stood. On her stow he ere was living with 
dear wife and lovesome daughter that then over land and seafloor nine years had long 
outwandered. Once her in townhithe meeting he to her bow had not doffed. Her to forgive 
now he craved with good ground of her allowed that that of him swiftseen face, hers, so young 
then had looked. Light swift her eyes kindled, bloom of blushes his word winning. 

As her eyes then ongot his weeds swart therefor sorrow she feared. Glad after she was that 
ere adread was. Her he asked if O’Hare Doctor tidings sent from far coast and she with 
grameful sigh him answered that O’Hare Doctor in heaven was. Sad was the man that word to 
hear that him so heavied in bowels ruthful. All she there told him, ruing death for friend so 
young, algate sore unwilling God’s rightwiseness to withsay. She said that he had a fair sweet 
death through God His goodness with masspriest to be shriven, holy housel and sick men’s oil 
to his limbs. The man then right earnest asked the nun of which death the dead man was died 
and the nun answered him and said that he was died in Mona Island through bellycrab three 
year agone come Childermas and she prayed to God the Allruthful to have his dear soul in his 
undeathliness. He heard her sad words, in held hat sad staring. So stood they there both 
awhile in wanhope sorrowing one with other. 

 
5. Lectora: Maria Paz González. Estilo: Viajes de Sir John Mandeville. Comienzo  del 

segundo mes de gestación. 

Y en tanto que así hablaban la puerta del castiello abnose y hasta ellos llegó gran ruido como 
de alcavela aparejada para yantar. Y hasta aquel logar acercóse donde afincados estaban un 
mozo caballero escolar nombrado Dixon. Y el andante Leopoldo era dél cognocido dende que 
aconteciera que amos atingencia tuvieran en la casa de misincordia donde este caballero 
escolar hallábase por causa que el andante Leopoldo allí adeliño para se guarir por razón de 
ser fendo en los pechos por una lanza conque un horrible y espantoso dragón húbole jasado 
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para eso fizo un ungüento de sal volátil y crisma abastadamente. Y díjole luego que debría 
entrar en aquel castiello para tomar solaz con los que dentro estaban. Y el andante Leopoldo 
dijo quél debría ser ido a un otra parte porque era hombre caboso y sotil. También la dama fue 
del mesmo acuerdo y reprochó al caballero escolar anque ella bien sabía que el andante no 
había dicho verdad por su sotileza. Mas el caballero escolar no quería oír decir no ni complir su 
comendamiento ni saber de nada que no plaziera a su gusto y fablóle de las maravillas del 
castiello. Y el andante Leopoldo entró en el castiello para se holgar durante un rato 
desmarridos había los membros depués de muchas andanzas ambulando por vanas tierras y 
otrossí por deleitosos placeres amatonos. 

Y en el castiello estaba puesta una mesa que era de abedul de Finlandia y soportada por cuatro 
enanos de aquellas comarcas pero no se aventuraban a moverse por el encantamiento. Y 
sobre esa mesa había espantosas espadas y cuchillos que son hechos en grandes algares por 
afanados demonios que forjan de blancas llamas y luego fijan en los cuernos de búfalos y 
venados que allí asombrosamente abundan. Y había vasos labrados por la magia de Mahoma 
con arenas de mar y aire por un encantador con el soplo que sopla en ellos asemejado a 
burbujas. Y copiosas y regaladas vituallas había sobre la mesa que ningún nacido podría 
antojarse más copiosas ni más regaladas. Y también había una cuba de plata que con mañas 
era accionada en la que yacían extraños peces carecientes de cabezas aunque hombres 
descreídos rechazan que cosa así sea posible a no ser que lo vieren empero así acontece. Y 
estos peces yacen en agua oleosa traída cabalmente desde las tierras de Portugal por causa de 
la gasa que hay dentro semejante a los caldos de las almazaras. 

De la mesma suerte era maravilla ver en aquel castiello cómo por arte de magia hacían en 
aquel castiello un conmisto de ubérrimos granos de trigo de Caldea que con ayuda de ciertos 
espíritus mflamados que en él ponen se hincha asombrosamente semejando una inmensa 
montaña. Y allí se enseña a las serpientes a enroscarse en luengos palos clavados en el suelo y 
las escamas de esas serpientes fermentan un mejunje semejante al aguamiel. 

Y el caballero escolar tuvo a bien verter para el Infante Don Leopoldo una colana y la sirvió con 
agrado al tiempo que todos los que allí estaban bebían sin exceptuación. Y el Infante Don 
Leopoldo enderezóse la babera para contentarle y tomó derechamente una miaja por 
atenencia porque nunca bebía en modo alguno aguamiel la cual apañó y luego muy 
veladamente abocó la mayor parte en el vaso del vecino y el vecino no paró mientes en el 
ardid. Y con ellos se sentó en el castiello para reposar allí un rato. Loado sea el Todopoderoso 
Dios. 

 
6. Reader:  Keith Marriage. The style of  Sir Thomas Malory´s Morte d´Arthur, printed in 

1485. 
(...) 
Now let us speak of that fellowship that was there to the intent to be drunken an they 

might. There was a sort of scholars along either side the board, that is to wit, Dixon yclept 
junior of saint Mary Merciable’s with other his fellows Lynch and Madden, scholars of 
medicine, and the franklin that hight Lenehan and one from Alba Longa, one Crotthers, and 
young Stephen that had mien of a frere that was at head of the board and Costello that men 
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clepen Punch Costello all long of a mastery of him erewhile gested (and of all them, reserved 
young Stephen, he was the most drunken that demanded still of more mead) and beside the 
meek sir Leopold. But on young Malachi they waited for that he promised to have come and 
such as intended to no goodness said how he had broke his avow. And sir Leopold sat with 
them for he bore fast friendship to sir Simon and to this his son young Stephen and for that his 
languor becalmed him there after longest wanderings insomuch as they feasted him for that 
time in the honourablest manner. Ruth red him, love led on with will to wander, loth to leave. 

For they were right witty scholars. And he heard their aresouns each gen other as touching 
birth and righteousness, young Madden maintaining that put such case it were hard the wife 
to die (for so it had fallen out a matter of some year agone with a woman of Eblana in Horne’s 
house that now was trespassed out of this world and the self night next before her death all 
leeches and pothecaries had taken counsel of her case). And they said farther she should live 
because in the beginning, they said, the woman should bring forth in pain and wherefore they 
that were of this imagination affirmed how young Madden had said truth for he had 
conscience to let her die. And not few and of these was young Lynch were in doubt that the 
world was now right evil governed as it was never other howbeit the mean people believed it 
otherwise but the law nor his judges did provide no remedy. A redress God grant. This was 
scant said but all cried with one acclaim nay, by our Virgin Mother, the wife should live and the 
babe to die. In colour whereof they waxed hot upon that head what with argument and what 
for their drinking but the franklin Lenehan was prompt each when to pour them ale so that at 
the least way mirth might not lack. Then young Madden showed all the whole affair and said 
how that she was dead and how for holy religion sake by rede of palmer and bedesman and 
for a vow he had made to Saint Ultan of Arbraccan her goodman husband would not let her 
death whereby they were all wondrous grieved. To whom young Stephen had these words 
following: Murmur, sirs, is eke oft among lay folk. Both babe and parent now glorify their 
Maker, the one in limbo gloom, the other in purgefire. But, gramercy, what of those 
Godpossibled souls that we nightly impossibilise, which is the sin against the Holy Ghost, Very 
God, Lord and Giver of Life? For, sirs, he said, our lust is brief. We are means to those small 
creatures within us and nature has other ends than we. Then said Dixon junior to Punch 
Costello wist he what ends. But he had overmuch drunken and the best word he could have of 
him was that he would ever dishonest a woman whoso she were or wife or maid or leman if it 
so fortuned him to be delivered of his spleen of lustihead. Whereat Crotthers of Alba Longa 
sang young Malachi’s praise of that beast the unicorn how once in the millennium he cometh 
by his horn, the other all this while, pricked forward with their jibes wherewith they did malice 
him, witnessing all and several by saint Foutinus his engines that he was able to do any manner 
of thing that lay in man to do. Thereat laughed they all right jocundly only young Stephen and 
sir Leopold which never durst laugh too open by reason of a strange humour which he would 
not bewray and also for that he rued for her that bare whoso she might be or wheresoever. 
Then spake young Stephen orgulous of mother Church that would cast him out of her bosom, 
of law of canons, of Lilith, patron of abortions, of bigness wrought by wind of seeds of 
brightness or by potency of vampires mouth to mouth or, as Virgilius saith, by the influence of 
the occident or by the reek of moonflower or an she lie with a woman which her man has but 
lain with, effectu secuto, or peradventure in her bath according to the opinions of Averroes 
and Moses Maimonides. He said also how at the end of the second month a human soul was 
infused and how in all our holy mother foldeth ever souls for God’s greater glory whereas that 
earthly mother which was but a dam to bear beastly should die by canon for so saith he that 
holdeth the fisherman’s seal, even that blessed Peter on which rock was holy church for all 
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ages founded. All they bachelors then asked of sir Leopold would he in like case so jeopard her 
person as risk life to save life. A wariness of mind he would answer as fitted all and, laying 
hand to jaw, he said dissembling, as his wont was, that as it was informed him, who had ever 
loved the art of physic as might a layman, and agreeing also with his experience of so 
seldomseen an accident it was good for that mother Church belike at one blow had birth and 
death pence and in such sort deliverly he scaped their questions. That is truth, pardy, said 
Dixon, and, or I err, a pregnant word. Which hearing young Stephen was a marvellous glad 
man and he averred that he who stealeth from the poor lendeth to the Lord for he was of a 
wild manner when he was drunken and that he was now in that taking it appeared eftsoons. 

But sir Leopold was passing grave maugre his word by cause he still had pity of the 
terrorcausing shrieking of shrill women in their labour and as he was minded of his good lady 
Marion that had borne him an only manchild which on his eleventh day on live had died and 
no man of art could save so dark is destiny. And she was wondrous stricken of heart for that 
evil hap and for his burial did him on a fair corselet of lamb’s wool, the flower of the flock, lest 
he might perish utterly and lie akeled (for it was then about the midst of the winter) and now 
sir Leopold that had of his body no manchild for an heir looked upon him his friend’s son and 
was shut up in sorrow for his forepassed happiness and as sad as he was that him failed a son 
of such gentle courage (for all accounted him of real parts) so grieved he also in no less 
measure for young Stephen for that he lived riotously with those wastrels and murdered his 
goods with whores. 

 
7. Lectora: Elena Carcedo. El estilo de Daniel Defoe, panfletista y novelista. Comienza el 

sexto mes de gestación. 

En esto llegó Lenehan a los pies de la mesa y dijo que la carta estaba en la gaceta de la noche y 
dio un espectáculo buscándosela (pues juraba por su honor que había estado en apuros por 
ella) pero por instigación de Stephen dejó la búsqueda y se le rogó que se sentara allí a lo que 
convino con gran presteza. Era una suerte de caballero deportoso que pasaba por ser un 
payaso o un buen pillo y en lo que a mujeres concemía, caballos o escándalos picantes estaba 
al cabo de la calle. A decir la verdad era escaso en fortuna y la mayor parte del tiempo la 
pasaba husmeando por los cafés y tabernas de dudosa reputación con reclutadores, mozos de 
cuadra, corredores de apuestas, haraganes, recaderos, aprendices, busconas, señoras de 
mancebía y otros pícaros de esa estofa o con algún alguacil de ocasión o algún galafate con 
frecuencia por las noches hasta pleno día de los que sacaba entre cordial y cordial no pocos 
comadreos sueltos. Tomaba su ordinario en alguna alhóndiga y aunque sólo podía embucharse 
una ración de sobras de comida o un plato de tripas con un triste centavo en su bolsa siempre 
podía sin embargo salir del paso con la lengua, alguna ocurrencia licenciosa de una mujerzuela 
o chismorrería con lo que cualquier hijo de vecino reventaría de risa. El otro, Costello se 
entiende, oyendo este parlamento preguntó si era poesía o cuento. Pardiez, dice él, Frank (que 
ése era su nombre), se trata de las vacas de Kerry que van a ser sacrificadas por lo de la peste. 
Por mí que las ahorquen, dice con un guiño, y también a su carne enlatada, maldita sea. Un 
buen pescado hay en este bote el mejor que de él saliera y muy confiadamente se mostró 
dispuesto a coger alguna de las anchoas saladas que había en él y que glotonamente tenía 
avistadas todo este tiempo con lo que hubo encontrado el lugar que era en verdad el designio 
principal de su embajada pues estaba trasijado.Mort aux vaches, dice luego Frank en lengua 
francesa que había estado unido a un comerciante de licores que tenía una bodega en Burdeos 
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y hablaba también francés como un caballero. Desde que fuera niño este Frank había sido un 
maltrabaja que su padre, asistente de municipio, con gran trabajo hacíale ir a la escuela para 
aprender las letras y el uso de los astrolabios, y matriculado en la universidad para estudiar 
fisica y química pero él se desbocó como potro retozón y terminó conociendo mejor al justicia 
mayor y al aguacil que a sus volúmenes. Unas veces que si era comediante, otras cantinero o 
baratero, las más nadie podíale arrancar de las peleas de osos y de gallos, luego le dio por el 
mar o por patear los caminos con los gitanos, raptando al heredero de un hacendado al 
amparo de la noche o rateando ropa limpia de moza o retorciendo pescuezos de pollo detrás 
de un seto. Se había ido más veces que vidas tiene un gato y otras tantas de vuelta con los 
bolsillos desnudos a la vera del padre el asistente de municipio que derramaba cuartillos de 
lágrimas tan pronto le veía. ¿Cómo, dice el señor Leopoldo con sus manos cruzadas, que 
estaba deseoso de saber a qué llevaba todo aquello, que las van a sacrificar a todas? Sostengo 
que las vi esta misma mañana camino de los barcos de Liverpool, dice él. Me cuesta creer que 
la cosa sea de tanto cuidado, dice él. Y él estaba cursado en animales de ese género y en 
novillos cebados, corderillos cebados y carneros lanosos, habiendo actuado unos años antes 
como actuario de Mr.Joseph Cuffe, un rico comerciante que ejercía su negocio de tratante de 
ganado y de animales de pradera muy cerca de los corrales de Mr. Gavin Low en Prussia Street. 
En eso discrepo de usted, dice. Quizás es más bien moquillo o actinomicosis bovina. Mr. 
Stephen, un poco agitado pero muy graciosamente, le dijo que no era así que él tenía 
despachos del sobalomos mayor del emperador agradeciéndole su hospitalidad, que mandaba 
al Doctor Rinderpest, el cazavacas más de nota de toda Moscovia, con algunos bolos de 
medicina para coger al toro por los cuernos. Venga, venga, dice Mr.Vincent, hablemos claro. Se 
va a poner en los cuernos del toro si se mete con un toro que sea irlandés, dice él. Irlandés por 
nombre y por nacimiento, dice Mr. Stephen, y desparramó la cerveza por todos lados, un toro 
irlandés en una tienda de porcelana inglesa. 

8. Reader: Morgan Fagg. The style of eighteenth-centuy essayist, especially Edmund 
Burke and Samuel  Johnson. Begins eighth month of gestation. 

To revert to Mr Bloom who, after his first entry, had been conscious of some impudent mocks 
which he however had borne with as being the fruits of that age upon which it is commonly 
charged that it knows not pity. The young sparks, it is true, were as full of extravagancies as 
overgrown children: the words of their tumultuary discussions were difficultly understood and 
not often nice: their testiness and outrageous mots were such that his intellects resiled from: 
nor were they scrupulously sensible of the proprieties though their fund of strong animal 
spirits spoke in their behalf. But the word of Mr Costello was an unwelcome language for him 
for he nauseated the wretch that seemed to him a cropeared creature of a misshapen 
gibbosity, born out of wedlock and thrust like a crookback toothed and feet first into the 
world, which the dint of the surgeon’s pliers in his skull lent indeed a colour to, so as to put 
him in thought of that missing link of creation’s chain desiderated by the late ingenious Mr 
Darwin. It was now for more than the middle span of our allotted years that he had passed 
through the thousand vicissitudes of existence and, being of a wary ascendancy and self a man 
of rare forecast, he had enjoined his heart to repress all motions of a rising choler and, by 
intercepting them with the readiest precaution, foster within his breast that plenitude of 
sufferance which base minds jeer at, rash judgers scorn and all find tolerable and but tolerable. 
To those who create themselves wits at the cost of feminine delicacy (a habit of mind which he 
never did hold with) to them he would concede neither to bear the name nor to herit the 
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tradition of a proper breeding: while for such that, having lost all forbearance, can lose no 
more, there remained the sharp antidote of experience to cause their insolency to beat a 
precipitate and inglorious retreat. Not but what he could feel with mettlesome youth which, 
caring nought for the mows of dotards or the gruntlings of the severe, is ever (as the chaste 
fancy of the Holy Writer expresses it) for eating of the tree forbid it yet not so far forth as to 
pretermit humanity upon any condition soever towards a gentlewoman when she was about 
her lawful occasions. To conclude, while from the sister’s words he had reckoned upon a 
speedy delivery he was, however, it must be owned, not a little alleviated by the intelligence 
that the issue so auspicated after an ordeal of such duress now testified once more to the 
mercy as well as to the bounty of the Supreme Being. 

9. Lectora: Pilar Pastor. El estilo es de Charles Dickens, novelista, especialmente los 
pasajes más sentimentales de David Copperfield. 

 
Entretanto la técnica y paciencia del fisico habían provocado un feliz accouchement. Había sido 
un tiempo muy muy agotador tanto para la paciente como para el médico. Todo lo que la 
técnica quirúrgica podía hacer se hizo y la esforzada mujer había ayudado como un hombre. 
Desde luego que había ayudado. Había combatido el buen combate y ahora era muy muy feliz. 
Aquellos que ya no están entre nosotros, aquellos que ya se fueron, también serán felices 
cuando miren desde arriba y sonrían ante la conmovedora escena. Reverentemente la 
contemplan ahí reclinada con la luz maternal en sus ojos, ese apetito ansioso por los dedos del 
bebé (tierna escena de ver), en el primer florecer de su nueva maternidad, suspirando una 
muda plegaria de acción de gracias a Aquel que está en lo alto, al Esposo Universal. Y cuando 
sus ojos amorosos contemplan a su hijito ella sólo pide una bendición más, tener allí a su lado 
a su querido Papaíto para compartir su gozo, echar en sus brazos ese pellizco de arcilla divina, 
finto de sus abrazos legítimos. Él ya va siendo mayor (dicho sea en voz baja entre tú y yo) y un 
poquito cargado de hombros aunque con el vaivén de los años una severa dignidad se ha 
abatido sobre el cuidadoso contable segundo del Banco del Ulster, sucursal de College Green. 

¡Oh Papaíto! ¡Amado de siempre, ya fiel compañero de una vida, nunca han de volver aquellos 
lejanos tiempos de rosas! Con ese característico estremecimiento de su linda cabeza ella 
recuerda aquellos días. ¡Dios mío! ¡Qué bellos ahora a través de la bruma de los años! Mas sus 
hijos se apiñan en su imaginación junto a la cabecera, de ella y de él, Charley, Mary Alice, 
Fredenck Albert (si hubiera vivido), Mamy, Budgy (Victoria Frances), Tom, Violet Constance 
Louisa, el querido y pequeño Bobsy (así llamado por nuestro famoso héroe en la guerra de 
Sudáfrica, lord Bobs de Waterford y Candahar) y ahora esta última prenda de su unión, un 
Purefoy donde los haya, con la nariz de un auténtico Purefoy. La joven promesa habrá de ser 
bautizada con el nombre de Mortimer Edward por el influyente primo tercero de Mr. Purefoy 
el de la oficina del Alto Comisario del Tesoro Público, en el Castillo de Dublín. Y así discurre el 
tiempo: aunque el padre Cronos ha repartido poco. No, no permitas que por ese pecho se abra 
paso suspiro alguno, querida y buena Mina. Y, Papaíto, sacude las cenizas de tu pipa, el 
acostumbrado brezno aún mantendrás cuando el último toque suene por ti (¡ojalá ese día aún 
esté lejos!) y entremuera la luz con la que leías en el Libro Sagrado porque también el aceite se 
acaba, y así con corazón tranquilo a la cama, a descansar. Él sabe y llamará a la mejor hora. 
También tú has combatido el buen combate y ejecutaste fielmente tu papel de hombre. Señor, 
ahí va mi mano. ¡Bien, siervo bueno y fiel! 
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10. Reader: Michael Connolly. The style of Thomas Carlyle (1795-1881), historian, 

reformer, Victorian sage. Also marks the birth of the child. 
 
Burke’s! outflings my lord Stephen, giving the cry, and a tag and bobtail of all them after, 

cockerel, jackanapes, welsher, pilldoctor, punctual Bloom at heels with a universal grabbing at 
headgear, ashplants, bilbos, Panama hats and scabbards, Zermatt alpenstocks and what not. A 
dedale of lusty youth, noble every student there. Nurse Callan taken aback in the hallway 
cannot stay them nor smiling surgeon coming downstairs with news of placentation ended, a 
full pound if a milligramme. They hark him on. The door! It is open? Ha! They are out, 
tumultuously, off for a minute’s race, all bravely legging it, Burke’s of Denzille and Holles their 
ulterior goal. Dixon follows giving them sharp language but raps out an oath, he too, and on. 
Bloom stays with nurse a thought to send a kind word to happy mother and nurseling up there. 
Doctor Diet and Doctor Quiet. Looks she too not other now? Ward of watching in Horne’s 
house has told its tale in that washedout pallor. Then all being gone, a glance of motherwit 
helping, he whispers close in going: Madam, when comes the storkbird for thee? 

The air without is impregnated with raindew moisture, life essence celestial, glistening on 
Dublin stone there under starshiny coelum. God’s air, the Allfather’s air, scintillant 
circumambient cessile air. Breathe it deep into thee. By heaven, Theodore Purefoy, thou hast 
done a doughty deed and no botch! Thou art, I vow, the remarkablest progenitor barring none 
in this chaffering allincluding most farraginous chronicle. Astounding! In her lay a Godframed 
Godgiven preformed possibility which thou hast fructified with thy modicum of man’s work. 
Cleave to her! Serve! Toil on, labour like a very bandog and let scholarment and all 
Malthusiasts go hang. Thou art all their daddies, Theodore. Art drooping under thy load, 
bemoiled with butcher’s bills at home and ingots (not thine!) in the countinghouse? Head up! 
For every newbegotten thou shalt gather thy homer of ripe wheat. See, thy fleece is drenched. 
Dost envy Darby Dullman there with his Joan? A canting jay and a rheumeyed curdog is all 
their progeny. Pshaw, I tell thee! He is a mule, a dead gasteropod, without vim or stamina, not 
worth a cracked kreutzer. Copulation without population! No, say I! Herod’s slaughter of the 
innocents were the truer name. Vegetables, forsooth, and sterile cohabitation! Give her 
beefsteaks, red, raw, bleeding! She is a hoary pandemonium of ills, enlarged glands, mumps, 
quinsy, bunions, hayfever, bedsores, ringworm, floating kidney, Derbyshire neck, warts, bilious 
attacks, gallstones, cold feet, varicose veins. A truce to threnes and trentals and jeremies and 
all such congenital defunctive music! Twenty years of it, regret them not. With thee it was not 
as with many that will and would and wait and never—do. Thou sawest thy America, thy 
lifetask, and didst charge to cover like the transpontine bison. How saith Zarathustra? Deine 
Kuh Trübsal melkest Du. Nun Trinkst Du die süsse Milch des Euters. See! it displodes for thee in 
abundance. Drink, man, an udderful! Mother’s milk, Purefoy, the milk of human kin, milk too 
of those burgeoning stars overhead rutilant in thin rainvapour, punch milk, such as those 
rioters will quaff in their guzzling den, milk of madness, the honeymilk of Canaan’s land. Thy 
cow’s dug was tough, what? Ay, but her milk is hot and sweet and fattening. No dollop this but 
thick rich bonnyclaber. To her, old patriarch! Pap! Per deam Partulam et Pertundam nunc est 
bibendum! 
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11. Readers: Bill Dixon & Mal Murphy. The breakdown of style into a babel of conflicting 

voices; in Joyce´s words in his letter to Budgen: “ a frightful jumble of Pidgin English, 
nigger English, Cockney, Irish, Bovery slang and broken doggerel.” This is the 
afterbirth. 

 
Bill Dixon 

All off for a buster, armstrong, hollering down the street. Bonafides. Where you slep las 
nigh? Timothy of the battered naggin. Like ole Billyo. Any brollies or gumboots in the fambly? 
Where the Henry Nevil’s sawbones and ole clo? Sorra one o’ me knows. Hurrah there, Dix! 
Forward to the ribbon counter. Where’s Punch? All serene. Jay, look at the drunken minister 
coming out of the maternity hospal! Benedicat vos omnipotens Deus, Pater et Filius. A make, 
mister. The Denzille lane boys. Hell, blast ye! Scoot. Righto, Isaacs, shove em out of the 
bleeding limelight. Yous join uz, dear sir? No hentrusion in life. Lou heap good man. Allee 
samee dis bunch. En avant, mes enfants! Fire away number one on the gun. Burke’s! Burke’s! 
Thence they advanced five parasangs. Slattery’s mounted foot. Where’s that bleeding awfur? 
Parson Steve, apostates’ creed! No, no, Mulligan! Abaft there! Shove ahead. Keep a watch on 
the clock. Chuckingout time. Mullee! What’s on you? Ma mère m’a mariée. British 
Beatitudes! Retamplatan digidi boumboum. Ayes have it. To be printed and bound at the 
Druiddrum press by two designing females. Calf covers of pissedon green. Last word in art 
shades. Most beautiful book come out of Ireland my time. Silentium! Get a spurt on. Tention. 
Proceed to nearest canteen and there annex liquor stores. March! Tramp, tramp, tramp, the 
boys are (attitudes!) parching. Beer, beef, business, bibles, bulldogs battleships, buggery and 
bishops. Whether on the scaffold high. Beer, beef, trample the bibles. When for Irelandear. 
Trample the trampellers. Thunderation! Keep the durned millingtary step. We fall. Bishops 
boosebox. Halt! Heave to. Rugger. Scrum in. No touch kicking. Wow, my tootsies! You hurt? 
Most amazingly sorry! 

Query. Who’s astanding this here do? Proud possessor of damnall. Declare misery. Bet to 
the ropes. Me nantee saltee. Not a red at me this week gone. Yours? Mead of our fathers for 
the Übermensch. Dittoh. Five number ones. You, sir? Ginger cordial. Chase me, the cabby’s 
caudle. Stimulate the caloric. Winding of his ticker. Stopped short never to go again when the 
old. Absinthe for me, savvy? Caramba! Have an eggnog or a prairie oyster. Enemy? Avuncular’s 
got my timepiece. Ten to. Obligated awful. Don’t mention it. Got a pectoral trauma, eh, Dix? 
Pos fact. Got bet be a boomblebee whenever he wus settin sleepin in hes bit garten. Digs up 
near the Mater. Buckled he is. Know his dona? Yup, sartin I do. Full of a dure. See her in her 
dishybilly. Peels off a credit. Lovey lovekin. None of your lean kine, not much. Pull down the 
blind, love. Two Ardilauns. Same here. Look slippery. If you fall don’t wait to get up. Five, 
seven, nine. Fine! Got a prime pair of mincepies, no kid. And her take me to rests and her 
anker of rum. Must be seen to be believed. Your starving eyes and allbeplastered neck you 
stole my heart, O gluepot. Sir? Spud again the rheumatiz? All poppycock, you’ll scuse me 
saying. For the hoi polloi. I vear thee beest a gert vool. Well, doc? Back fro Lapland? Your 
corporosity sagaciating O K? How’s the squaws and papooses? Womanbody after going on the 
straw? Stand and deliver. Password. There’s hair. Ours the white death and the ruddy birth. Hi! 
Spit in your own eye, boss! Mummer’s wire. Cribbed out of Meredith. Jesified, orchidised, 
polycimical jesuit! Aunty mine’s writing Pa Kinch. Baddybad Stephen lead astray goodygood 
Malachi. 
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Hurroo! Collar the leather, youngun. Roun wi the nappy. Here, Jock braw Hielentman’s your 
barleybree. Lang may your lum reek and your kailpot boil! My tipple. Merci. Here’s to us. 
How’s that? Leg before wicket. Don’t stain my brandnew sitinems. Give’s a shake of peppe, 
you there. Catch aholt. Caraway seed to carry away. Twig? Shrieks of silence. Every cove to his 
gentry mort. Venus Pandemos. Les petites femmes. Bold bad girl from the town of Mullingar. 
Tell her I was axing at her. Hauding Sara by the wame. On the road to Malahide. Me? If she 
who seduced me had left but the name. What do you want for ninepence? Machree, 
macruiskeen. Smutty Moll for a mattress jig. And a pull all together. Ex! 

 
Reader: Mul Murphy 
 
Waiting, guvnor? Most deciduously. Bet your boots on. Stunned like, seeing as how no 

shiners is acoming. Underconstumble? He’ve got the chink ad lib. Seed near free poun on un a 
spell ago a said war hisn. Us come right in on your invite, see? Up to you, matey. Out with the 
oof. Two bar and a wing. You larn that go off of they there Frenchy bilks? Won’t wash here for 
nuts nohow. Lil chile velly solly. Ise de cutest colour coon down our side. Gawds teruth, 
Chawley. We are nae fou. We’re nae tha fou. Au reservoir, mossoo. Tanks you. 

’Tis, sure. What say? In the speakeasy. Tight. I shee you, shir. Bantam, two days teetee. 
Bowsing nowt but claretwine. Garn! Have a glint, do. Gum, I’m jiggered. And been to barber he 
have. Too full for words. With a railway bloke. How come you so? Opera he’d like? Rose of 
Castile. Rows of cast. Police! Some H2O for a gent fainted. Look at Bantam’s flowers. Gemini. 
He’s going to holler. The colleen bawn. My colleen bawn. O, cheese it! Shut his blurry Dutch 
oven with a firm hand. Had the winner today till I tipped him a dead cert. The ruffin cly the nab 
of Stephen Hand as give me the jady coppaleen. He strike a telegramboy paddock wire big bug 
Bass to the depot. Shove him a joey and grahamise. Mare on form hot order. Guinea to a 
goosegog. Tell a cram, that. Gospeltrue. Criminal diversion? I think that yes. Sure thing. Land 
him in chokeechokee if the harman beck copped the game. Madden back Madden’s a 
maddening back. O lust our refuge and our strength. Decamping. Must you go? Off to mammy. 
Stand by. Hide my blushes someone. All in if he spots me. Come ahome, our Bantam. Horryvar, 
mong vioo. Dinna forget the cowslips for hersel. Cornfide. Wha gev ye thon colt? Pal to pal. 
Jannock. Of John Thomas, her spouse. No fake, old man Leo. S’elp me, honest injun. Shiver my 
timbers if I had. There’s a great big holy friar. Vyfor you no me tell? Vel, I ses, if that aint a 
sheeny nachez, vel, I vil get misha mishinnah. Through yerd our lord, Amen. 

You move a motion? Steve boy, you’re going it some. More bluggy drunkables? Will 
immensely splendiferous stander permit one stooder of most extreme poverty and one 
largesize grandacious thirst to terminate one expensive inaugurated libation? Give’s a 
breather. Landlord, landlord, have you good wine, staboo? Hoots, mon, a wee drap to pree. 
Cut and come again. Right. Boniface! Absinthe the lot. Nos omnes biberimus viridum toxicum 
diabolus capiat posterioria nostria. Closingtime, gents. Eh? Rome boose for the Bloom toff. I 
hear you say onions? Bloo? Cadges ads. Photo’s papli, by all that’s gorgeous. Play low, pardner. 
Slide. Bonsoir la compagnie. And snares of the poxfiend. Where’s the buck and Namby Amby? 
Skunked? Leg bail. Aweel, ye maun e’en gang yer gates. Checkmate. King to tower. Kind 
Kristyann wil yu help yung man hoose frend tuk bungellow kee tu find plais whear tu lay crown 
of his hed 2 night. Crickey, I’m about sprung. Tarnally dog gone my shins if this beent the 
bestest puttiest longbreak yet. Item, curate, couple of cookies for this child. Cot’s plood and 
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prandypalls, none! Not a pite of sheeses? Thrust syphilis down to hell and with him those 
other licensed spirits. Time, gents! Who wander through the world. Health all! À la vôtre! 

Golly, whatten tunket’s yon guy in the mackintosh? Dusty Rhodes. Peep at his wearables. By 
mighty! What’s he got? Jubilee mutton. Bovril, by James. Wants it real bad. D’ye ken bare 
socks? Seedy cuss in the Richmond? Rawthere! Thought he had a deposit of lead in his penis. 
Trumpery insanity. Bartle the Bread we calls him. That, sir, was once a prosperous cit. Man all 
tattered and torn that married a maiden all forlorn. Slung her hook, she did. Here see lost love. 
Walking Mackintosh of lonely canyon. Tuck and turn in. Schedule time. Nix for the hornies. 
Pardon? Seen him today at a runefal? Chum o’ yourn passed in his checks? Ludamassy! Pore 
piccaninnies! Thou’ll no be telling me thot, Pold veg! Did ums blubble bigsplash crytears cos 
fren Padney was took off in black bag? Of all de darkies Massa Pat was verra best. I never see 
the like since I was born. Tiens, tiens, but it is well sad, that, my faith, yes. O, get, rev on a 
gradient one in nine. Live axle drives are souped. Lay you two to one Jenatzy licks him ruddy 
well hollow. Jappies? High angle fire, inyah! Sunk by war specials. Be worse for him, says he, 
nor any Rooshian. Time all. There’s eleven of them. Get ye gone. Forward, woozy wobblers! 
Night. Night. May Allah the Excellent One your soul this night ever tremendously conserve. 

Your attention! We’re nae tha fou. The Leith police dismisseth us. The least tholice. Ware 
hawks for the chap puking. Unwell in his abominable regions. Yooka. Night. Mona, my true 
love. Yook. Mona, my own love. Ook. 

Hark! Shut your obstropolos. Pflaap! Pflaap! Blaze on. There she goes. Brigade! Bout ship. 
Mount street way. Cut up! Pflaap! Tally ho. You not come? Run, skelter, race. Pflaaaap! 

Lynch! Hey? Sign on long o’ me. Denzille lane this way. Change here for Bawdyhouse. We 
two, she said, will seek the kips where shady Mary is. Righto, any old time. Laetabuntur in 
cubilibus suis. You coming long? Whisper, who the sooty hell’s the johnny in the black duds? 
Hush! Sinned against the light and even now that day is at hand when he shall come to judge 
the world by fire. Pflaap! Ut implerentur scripturae. Strike up a ballad. Then outspake medical 
Dick to his comrade medical Davy. Christicle, who’s this excrement yellow gospeller on the 
Merrion hall? Elijah is coming! Washed in the blood of the Lamb. Come on you winefizzling, 
ginsizzling, booseguzzling existences! Come on, you dog-gone, bullnecked, beetlebrowed, 
hogjowled, peanutbrained, weaseleyed fourflushers, false alarms and excess baggage! Come 
on, you triple extract of infamy! Alexander J Christ Dowie, that’s my name, that’s yanked to 
glory most half this planet from Frisco beach to Vladivostok. The Deity aint no nickel dime 
bumshow. I put it to you that He’s on the square and a corking fine business proposition. He’s 
the grandest thing yet and don’t you forget it. Shout salvation in King Jesus. You’ll need to rise 
precious early, you sinner there, if you want to diddle the Almighty God. Pflaaaap! Not half. 
He’s got a coughmixture with a punch in it for you, my friend, in his back pocket. Just you try it 
on. 

 

 

 

 

 


