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    ULYSSES - NAUSICAA 

 
1. Kate Marriage 
The summer evening had begun to fold the world in its mysterious embrace. Far away in the 

west the sun was setting and the last glow of all too fleeting day lingered lovingly on sea and 
strand, on the proud promontory of dear old Howth guarding as ever the waters of the bay, on 
the weedgrown rocks along Sandymount shore and, last but not least, on the quiet church 
whence there streamed forth at times upon the stillness the voice of prayer to her who is in 
her pure radiance a beacon ever to the stormtossed heart of man, Mary, star of the sea. 

The three girl friends were seated on the rocks, enjoying the evening scene and the air 
which was fresh but not too chilly. Many a time and oft were they wont to come there to that 
favourite nook to have a cosy chat beside the sparkling waves and discuss matters feminine, 
Cissy Caffrey and Edy Boardman with the baby in the pushcar and Tommy and Jacky Caffrey, 
two little curlyheaded boys, dressed in sailor suits with caps to match and the name H. M. S. 
Belleisle printed on both. For Tommy and Jacky Caffrey were twins, scarce four years old and 
very noisy and spoiled twins sometimes but for all that darling little fellows with bright merry 
faces and endearing ways about them. They were dabbling in the sand with their spades and 
buckets, building castles as children do, or playing with their big coloured ball, happy as the 
day was long. And Edy Boardman was rocking the chubby baby to and fro in the pushcar while 
that young gentleman fairly chuckled with delight. He was but eleven months and nine days 
old and, though still a tiny toddler, was just beginning to lisp his first babyish words. Cissy 
Caffrey bent over to him to tease his fat little plucks and the dainty dimple in his chin. 

—Now, baby, Cissy Caffrey said. Say out big, big. I want a drink of water. 
And baby prattled after her: 
—A jink a jink a jawbo. 
Cissy Caffrey cuddled the wee chap for she was awfully fond of children, so patient with 

little sufferers and Tommy Caffrey could never be got to take his castor oil unless it was Cissy 
Caffrey that held his nose and promised him the scatty heel of the loaf or brown bread with 
golden syrup on. What a persuasive power that girl had! But to be sure baby Boardman was as 
good as gold, a perfect little dote in his new fancy bib. None of your spoilt beauties, Flora 
MacFlimsy sort, was Cissy Caffrey. A truerhearted lass never drew the breath of life, always 
with a laugh in her gipsylike eyes and a frolicsome word on her cherryripe red lips, a girl 
lovable in the extreme. And Edy Boardman laughed too at the quaint language of little brother. 

But just then there was a slight altercation between Master Tommy and Master Jacky. Boys 
will be boys and our two twins were no exception to this golden rule. The apple of discord was 
a certain castle of sand which Master Jacky had built and Master Tommy would have it right go 
wrong that it was to be architecturally improved by a frontdoor like the Martello tower had. 
But if Master Tommy was headstrong Master Jacky was selfwilled too and, true to the maxim 
that every little Irishman’s house is his castle, he fell upon his hated rival and to such purpose 
that the wouldbe assailant came to grief and (alas to relate!) the coveted castle too. Needless 
to say the cries of discomfited Master Tommy drew the attention of the girl friends. 
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—Come here, Tommy, his sister called imperatively. At once! And you, Jacky, for shame to 
throw poor Tommy in the dirty sand. Wait till I catch you for that. 

His eyes misty with unshed tears Master Tommy came at her call for their big sister’s word 
was law with the twins. And in a sad plight he was too after his misadventure. His little man-o’-
war top and unmentionables were full of sand but Cissy was a past mistress in the art of 
smoothing over life’s tiny troubles and very quickly not one speck of sand was to be seen on 
his smart little suit. Still the blue eyes were glistening with hot tears that would well up so she 
kissed away the hurtness and shook her hand at Master Jacky the culprit and said if she was 
near him she wouldn’t be far from him, her eyes dancing in admonition. 

—Nasty bold Jacky! she cried. 
She put an arm round the little mariner and coaxed winningly: 
—What’s your name? Butter and cream? 
—Tell us who is your sweetheart, spoke Edy Boardman. Is Cissy your sweetheart? 
—Nao, tearful Tommy said. 
—Is Edy Boardman your sweetheart? Cissy queried. 
—Nao, Tommy said. 
—I know, Edy Boardman said none too amiably with an arch glance from her shortsighted 

eyes. I know who is Tommy’s sweetheart. Gerty is Tommy’s sweetheart. 
—Nao, Tommy said on the verge of tears. 
Cissy’s quick motherwit guessed what was amiss and she whispered to Edy Boardman to 

take him there behind the pushcar where the gentleman couldn’t see and to mind he didn’t 
wet his new tan shoes. 

But who was Gerty? 
Gerty MacDowell who was seated near her companions, lost in thought, gazing far away 

into the distance was, in very truth, as fair a specimen of winsome Irish girlhood as one could 
wish to see. She was pronounced beautiful by all who knew her though, as folks often said, she 
was more a Giltrap than a MacDowell. Her figure was slight and graceful, inclining even to 
fragility but those iron jelloids she had been taking of late had done her a world of good much 
better than the Widow Welch’s female pills and she was much better of those discharges she 
used to get and that tired feeling. The waxen pallor of her face was almost spiritual in its 
ivorylike purity though her rosebud mouth was a genuine Cupid’s bow, Greekly perfect. Her 
hands were of finely veined alabaster with tapering fingers and as white as lemonjuice and 
queen of ointments could make them though it was not true that she used to wear kid gloves 
in bed or take a milk footbath either. Bertha Supple told that once to Edy Boardman, a 
deliberate lie, when she was black out at daggers drawn with Gerty (the girl chums had of 
course their little tiffs from time to time like the rest of mortals) and she told her not to let on 
whatever she did that it was her that told her or she’d never speak to her again. No. Honour 
where honour is due. There was an innate refinement, a languid queenly hauteur about Gerty 
which was unmistakably evidenced in her delicate hands and higharched instep. Had kind fate 
but willed her to be born a gentlewoman of high degree in her own right and had she only 
received the benefit of a good education Gerty MacDowell might easily have held her own 
beside any lady in the land and have seen herself exquisitely gowned with jewels on her brow 
and patrician suitors at her feet vying with one another to pay their devoirs to her. Mayhap it 
was this, the love that might have been, that lent to her softlyfeatured face at whiles a look, 
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tense with suppressed meaning, that imparted a strange yearning tendency to the beautiful 
eyes, a charm few could resist. Why have women such eyes of witchery? Gerty’s were of the 
bluest Irish blue, set off by lustrous lashes and dark expressive brows. Time was when those 
brows were not so silkily seductive. It was Madame Vera Verity, directress of the Woman 
Beautiful page of the Princess Novelette, who had first advised her to try eyebrowleine which 
gave that haunting expression to the eyes, so becoming in leaders of fashion, and she had 
never regretted it. Then there was blushing scientifically cured and how to be tall increase your 
height and you have a beautiful face but your nose? That would suit Mrs Dignam because she 
had a button one. But Gerty’s crowning glory was her wealth of wonderful hair. It was dark 
brown with a natural wave in it. She had cut it that very morning on account of the new moon 
and it nestled about her pretty head in a profusion of luxuriant clusters and pared her nails 
too, Thursday for wealth. And just now at Edy’s words as a telltale flush, delicate as the 
faintest rosebloom, crept into her cheeks she looked so lovely in her sweet girlish shyness that 
of a surety God’s fair land of Ireland did not hold her equal. 

 
2. María Paz González 

Durante un instante guardó silencio con los ojos bajos algo tristes. Estuvo a punto de replicar 
pero algo contuvo las palabras en su boca. La inclinación la impulsaba a hablar: la dignidad le 
decía que guardara silencio. Los lindos labios se arrugaron durante un rato pero al instante 
levantó la mirada y dejó escapar una radiante sonrisa en la que había toda la frescura de una 
mañana temprano de mayo. Sabía perfectamente, y nadie mejor que ella, lo que le hacía decir 
a la atravesada de Edy que era por él por lo que se estaban enfriando sus atenciones cuando 
era una simple pelea de enamorados. Como siempre tenía que haber alguien que le sentara 
mal que aquel chico de la bicicleta de una bocacalle de las que dan a London Bridge Road 
anduviera siempre pedaleando arriba y abajo por delante de su ventana. Sólo que ahora su 
padre no le dejaba salir por las tardes para que estudiara fuerte a ver si ganaba la competición 
para el premio de fin de curso del Instituto que se estaba celebrando e iba a ir a Trinity College 
a estudiar para médico cuando terminara el bachiller como su hermano W. E. Wylie que corría 
en las carreras de bicicletas de Trinity College University. Poco interés mostraba él quizá por lo 
que ella sentía, ese vacío sordo y punzante en su corazón a veces, que le llegaba hasta lo más 
profundo. Sin embargo él era joven y por ventura aprendería a amarla con el tiempo. Eran 
protestantes en su familia y desde luego Gerty sabía Quién venía primero y después de Él la 
Santísima Virgen y luego San José. Sin embargo nadie podía negar que era guapo con una nariz 
perfecta y su aspecto decía lo que era, todo un caballero, la forma de su cabeza también por 
detrás sin la gorra puesta que ella distinguiría en cualquier lugar pues no era corriente y la 
manera como daba la vuelta en bicicleta a la farola suelto de manos y también el olor 
agradable de aquellos cigarrillos caros y además los dos tenían la misma estatura también él y 
ella y por eso era por lo que Edy Boardman pensaba que era tremendamente lista porque él no 
iba a pedalear arriba y abajo por delante de su trocito de jardín. 

Gerty iba vestida con sencillez pero con el gusto instintivo de una devota de la Diosa de la 
Moda porque tenía la corazonada de que había una posibilidad de que él pudiera estar por allí. 
Una blusa limpia azul eléctrico teñida a mano con tinte Dolly (porque se suponía en el Lady's 
Pictorial que el azul eléctrico se llevaría) con una elegante abertura en uve hasta la canal y un 
bolsillo delantero (en el que siempre guardaba un poquito de algodón perfumado con su 
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perfume favorito porque el pañuelo estropeaba la hechura) y una falda tres cuartos azul 
marino bien ajustada mostraba su esbelta y grácil figura a la perfección. 

Llevaba una preciosidad de sombrerito coqueto de ancha ala la parte de abajo de paja negra 
adomada con un reborde de azul huevo y en el lado un lazo de pajarita de seda a tono. Toda la 
tarde del martes pasado se la pasó a la búsqueda de algo que casara con aquella felpilla hasta 
que al fin encontró lo que buscaba en las rebajas de verano de Clery, justo lo que necesitaba, 
un poco estropeado pero que no se notaba, siete dedos dos chelines y un penique. Ella sola 
hizo todos los arreglos y ¡qué felicidad cuando se lo probó, sonriendo a la encantadora imagen 
que el espejo le daba de ella! Y cuando lo puso sobre la jarra del agua para que mantuviera la 
forma sabía que eclipsaría a más de una que ella se sabía. Los zapatos eran lo último en 
calzado (Edy Boardman se las daba de que era petite pero ni comparación con el pie de Gerty 
MacDowell, un treinta y cinco, que más quisiera) con punteras de charol y nada más que una 
preciosa hebilla en lo alto del bien arqueado empeine. Los bien moldeados tobillos lucían sus 
perfectas proporciones por debajo de la falda y sólo lo justo y no más de sus torneadas piernas 
cubiertas con finas medias de talones reforzados y anchas ligas. En cuanto a la ropa interior era 
una de las preocupaciones más importantes de Gerty y ¿quién que conozca las palpitantes 
esperanzas y temores de los almibarados diecisiete (aunque Gerty no volvería a cumplir los 
diecisiete) puede con la mano en el corazón reprocharla? Tenía cuatro juegos que eran una 
preciosidad de labor de aguja, con tres prendas y camisones aparte, y cada juego llevaba su 
pasacintas con sus diferentes colores, rosa, azul celeste, malva y verde claro, que ella misma 
oreaba y ponía en azulete cuando volvían a casa de lavar y los planchaba y tenía un trozo de 
ladrillo para apoyar la plancha porque no se fiaba de las lavanderas que eran capaces de 
quemar las cosas. 

Llevaba puesto el azul para que le diera suerte, esperando contra toda esperanza, su color 
preferido y le daba también suerte a una novia tener un trocito de azul encima por algún sitio 
porque el verde que llevaba aquel día de aquella semana trajo aflicción ya que su padre lo 
metió a estudiar para el premio del Instituto y porque pensó que él pudiera andar por ahí 
porque cuando se estaba vistiendo aquella mañana casi se las pone del revés y eso daba buena 
suerte y favorecía el encuentro de enamorados si te pones esas cosas del revés o si se desatan 
es porque él está pensando en ti siempre que no sea viernes. 

¡Y sin embargo –sin embargo! ¡Esa mirada de cansancio en el rostro! Una pena que la corroe 
sin cesar. Es su alma la que se asoma a sus ojos y daría este mundo y el otro por estar en la 
intimidad de su aposento de siempre donde, abandonándose a las lágrimas, pudiera llorar 
cuanto quisiera y dar rienda suelta a su emoción contenida aunque no demasiado porque ella 
sabía cómo llorar atractivamente delante del espejo. Eres encantadora, Gerty, le decía. La luz 
amarillenta del atardecer cae sobre un rostro infinitamente triste y ansioso. Gerty MacDowell 
ansía en vano. Sí, ella había sabido desde un principio que su soñar despierto sobre el 
matrimonio ha sido fijado y que las campanas de boda al vuelo por Mrs. Reggy Wylie Trinity 
College, Dublín (porque la que se casara con el hermano mayor sería la Mrs. Wylie) y que en 
los ecos de sociedad de los periódicos Mrs. Gertrude Wylie llevaba una suntuosa creación en 
gris adomada con costoso zorro azul nunca se realizaría. Él era demasiado joven para 
entender. Él no quería creer en el amor, patrimonio de la mujer. La noche de la fiesta hace ya 
tiempo en casa de los Stoers (aún llevaba él pantalones cortos) cuando se quedaron a solas y él 
escurrió un brazo alrededor de su cintura ella palideció hasta en los labios. La llamó pequeña 
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en una extraña y áspera voz y le robó un medio beso (¡el primero!) pero fue sólo en la punta 
de la nariz y luego se precipitó fuera de la habitación con un comentario sobre refrescos. 
¡Muchacho impetuoso! Firmeza de carácter nunca había sido el sello distintivo de Reggy Wylie 
y el que corteje y conquiste a Gerty MacDowell tiene que ser un hombre hecho y derecho. 
Pero esperar, siempre esperar a ser solicitada y además era año bisiesto y pronto se acabaría. 
Nada de príncipe azul era su ideal para ella que rindiera a sus pies un amor fantástico y 
extraordinario sino que prefería un hombre varonil con un rostro sereno y enérgico que no 
hubiera encontrado su ideal, quizá con el pelo ligeramente moteado de gris, y que fuera 
comprensivo, que la tomara en sus brazos protectores, que la estrechara contra él con toda la 
fuerza de su naturaleza profundamente apasionada y que la reconfortara con un largo largo 
beso. Sería como si la transportara al cielo. Por alguien así es por quien suspira este atardecer 
fragante de verano. Con todo su corazón ella desea ser sólo suya, su prometida en la riqueza y 
en la pobreza, en la enfermedad y con salud, hasta que la muerte a los dos nos separe, de 
ahora para siempre. 

Y mientras que Edy Boardman estaba con el pequeño Tommy detrás del carrito ella pensaba 
precisamente si llegaría el día en que pudiera llamarse su futura mujercita. Entonces podrían 
hablar de ella lo que quisieran, Bertha Supple también, y Edy, malas pulgas, porque ella 
cumpliría veintidós en noviembre. Ella cuidaría de él haciendo la vida material más confortable 
además porque Gerty tenía un natural muy femenino y sabía que a cualquier hombre le gusta 
esa sensación hogareña. Sus pasteles al homo cocidos hasta que toman ese color tostado y su 
pudín reina Ana de una cremosidad deliciosa habían merecido calurosos elogios de todos 
porque ella tenía muy buena mano incluso para encender el fuego, para temer la harina fina 
con levadura y remover siempre en la misma dirección, después desnatar la leche y el azúcar y 
batir bien las claras de los huevos aunque a ella no le gustaba tanto la parte de comérselo 
cuando había gente delante que la ponía colorada y a menudo se preguntaba por qué no se 
pueden comer cosas más poéticas como violetas o rosas y tendrían un salón bellamente 
montado con cuadros y grabados y la foto del precioso perro del abuelito Giltrap Gartyowen 
que no le falta más que hablar y fundas de cretona para las sillas y aquella rejilla de plata para 
tostadas en las liquidaciones de verano de Clery como las que tienen en las casas de los ricos. 
Él sería alto de anchas espaldas (siempre había admirado a los hombres altos para marido) con 
dientes blancos resplandecientes bajo unos mostachos retorcidos cuidadosamente recortados 
y viajarían por Europa en su luna de miel (¡tres semanas maravillosas!) y luego, cuando se 
asentaran en su acogedora y monísima casa, todas las mañanas se tomarían su desayuno, 
sencillo pero muy bien presentado, sólo para ellos dos y antes de que saliera para su trabajo él 
le daría a su mujercita un efusivo abrazo y la miraría por un instante en lo más profundo de sus 
ojos. 

3. Ophelia Leon 

Edy Boardman asked Tommy Caffrey was he done and he said yes so then she buttoned up 
his little knickerbockers for him and told him to run off and play with Jacky and to be good now 
and not to fight. But Tommy said he wanted the ball and Edy told him no that baby was playing 
with the ball and if he took it there’d be wigs on the green but Tommy said it was his ball and 
he wanted his ball and he pranced on the ground, if you please. The temper of him! O, he was 
a man already was little Tommy Caffrey since he was out of pinnies. Edy told him no, no and to 
be off now with him and she told Cissy Caffrey not to give in to him. 
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—You’re not my sister, naughty Tommy said. It’s my ball. 
But Cissy Caffrey told baby Boardman to look up, look up high at her finger and she 

snatched the ball quickly and threw it along the sand and Tommy after it in full career, having 
won the day. 

—Anything for a quiet life, laughed Ciss. 
And she tickled tiny tot’s two cheeks to make him forget and played here’s the lord mayor, 

here’s his two horses, here’s his gingerbread carriage and here he walks in, chinchopper, 
chinchopper, chinchopper chin. But Edy got as cross as two sticks about him getting his own 
way like that from everyone always petting him. 

—I’d like to give him something, she said, so I would, where I won’t say. 
—On the beeoteetom, laughed Cissy merrily. 
Gerty MacDowell bent down her head and crimsoned at the idea of Cissy saying an 

unladylike thing like that out loud she’d be ashamed of her life to say, flushing a deep rosy red, 
and Edy Boardman said she was sure the gentleman opposite heard what she said. But not a 
pin cared Ciss. 

—Let him! she said with a pert toss of her head and a piquant tilt of her nose. Give it to him 
too on the same place as quick as I’d look at him. 

Madcap Ciss with her golliwog curls. You had to laugh at her sometimes. For instance when 
she asked you would you have some more Chinese tea and jaspberry ram and when she drew 
the jugs too and the men’s faces on her nails with red ink make you split your sides or when 
she wanted to go where you know she said she wanted to run and pay a visit to the Miss 
White. That was just like Cissycums. O, and will you ever forget her the evening she dressed up 
in her father’s suit and hat and the burned cork moustache and walked down Tritonville road, 
smoking a cigarette. There was none to come up to her for fun. But she was sincerity itself, one 
of the bravest and truest hearts heaven ever made, not one of your twofaced things, too 
sweet to be wholesome. 

And then there came out upon the air the sound of voices and the pealing anthem of the 
organ. It was the men’s temperance retreat conducted by the missioner, the reverend John 
Hughes S. J., rosary, sermon and benediction of the Most Blessed Sacrament. They were there 
gathered together without distinction of social class (and a most edifying spectacle it was to 
see) in that simple fane beside the waves, after the storms of this weary world, kneeling 
before the feet of the immaculate, reciting the litany of Our Lady of Loreto, beseeching her to 
intercede for them, the old familiar words, holy Mary, holy virgin of virgins. How sad to poor 
Gerty’s ears! Had her father only avoided the clutches of the demon drink, by taking the 
pledge or those powders the drink habit cured in Pearson’s Weekly, she might now be rolling 
in her carriage, second to none. Over and over had she told herself that as she mused by the 
dying embers in a brown study without the lamp because she hated two lights or oftentimes 
gazing out of the window dreamily by the hour at the rain falling on the rusty bucket, thinking. 
But that vile decoction which has ruined so many hearths and homes had cast its shadow over 
her childhood days. Nay, she had even witnessed in the home circle deeds of violence caused 
by intemperance and had seen her own father, a prey to the fumes of intoxication, forget 
himself completely for if there was one thing of all things that Gerty knew it was that the man 
who lifts his hand to a woman save in the way of kindness, deserves to be branded as the 
lowest of the low. 
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And still the voices sang in supplication to the Virgin most powerful, Virgin most merciful. 
And Gerty, rapt in thought, scarce saw or heard her companions or the twins at their boyish 
gambols or the gentleman off Sandymount green that Cissy Caffrey called the man that was so 
like himself passing along the strand taking a short walk. You never saw him any way screwed 
but still and for all that she would not like him for a father because he was too old or 
something or on account of his face (it was a palpable case of Doctor Fell) or his carbuncly 
nose with the pimples on it and his sandy moustache a bit white under his nose. Poor father! 
With all his faults she loved him still when he sang Tell me, Mary, how to woo thee or My love 
and cottage near Rochelle and they had stewed cockles and lettuce with Lazenby’s salad 
dressing for supper and when he sang The moon hath raised with Mr Dignam that died 
suddenly and was buried, God have mercy on him, from a stroke. Her mother’s birthday that 
was and Charley was home on his holidays and Tom and Mr Dignam and Mrs and Patsy and 
Freddy Dignam and they were to have had a group taken. No-one would have thought the end 
was so near. Now he was laid to rest. And her mother said to him to let that be a warning to 
him for the rest of his days and he couldn’t even go to the funeral on account of the gout and 
she had to go into town to bring him the letters and samples from his office about Catesby’s 
cork lino, artistic, standard designs, fit for a palace, gives tiptop wear and always bright and 
cheery in the home. 

A sterling good daughter was Gerty just like a second mother in the house, a ministering 
angel too with a little heart worth its weight in gold. And when her mother had those raging 
splitting headaches who was it rubbed the menthol cone on her forehead but Gerty though 
she didn’t like her mother’s taking pinches of snuff and that was the only single thing they ever 
had words about, taking snuff. Everyone thought the world of her for her gentle ways. It was 
Gerty who turned off the gas at the main every night and it was Gerty who tacked up on the 
wall of that place where she never forgot every fortnight the chlorate of lime Mr Tunney the 
grocer’s christmas almanac, the picture of halcyon days where a young gentleman in the 
costume they used to wear then with a threecornered hat was offering a bunch of flowers to 
his ladylove with oldtime chivalry through her lattice window. You could see there was a story 
behind it. The colours were done something lovely. She was in a soft clinging white in a studied 
attitude and the gentleman was in chocolate and he looked a thorough aristocrat. She often 
looked at them dreamily when she went there for a certain purpose and felt her own arms 
that were white and soft just like hers with the sleeves back and thought about those times 
because she had found out in Walker’s pronouncing dictionary that belonged to grandpapa 
Giltrap about the halcyon days what they meant. 

4. Elena Carcedo 

Los mellizos jugaban ahora de la manera más correcta y fratemal hasta que al fin el señorito 
Jacky que tenía la cara como el cemento y no había modo de meterlo en cintura a cosa hecha 
le dio una patada a la pelota con todas sus fuerzas hacia allá abajo a las rocas con algas. Ni que 
decir tiene que al pobre Tommy le faltó tiempo para pregonar su consternación pero por 
suerte el señor de negro que estaba sentado allí solo vino galantemente en auxilio e interceptó 
la pelota. Nuestros dos campeones reclamaron su juguete con fuertes gritos y para evitar 
complicaciones Cissy Caffrey le dijo al señor que se la echara a ella por favor. El señor apuntó 
con la pelota una o dos veces y luego la echó playa arriba hacia Cissy Caffrey pero rodó cuesta 
abajo y vino a parar bajo la falda de Gerty al lado del charco junto a la roca. Los mellizos la 
reclamaron a voces otra vez y Cissy le dijo que le diera un puntapié y que se pelearan por ella 
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de modo que Gerty echó para atrás el pie aunque hubiera deseado que su estúpida pelota no 
hubiera llegado rodando hasta ella y le tiró una patada pero falló y Edy y Cissy se rieron. 

–Si te equivocas inténtalo de nuevo, dijo Edy Boardman. 

Gerty asintió con una sonrisa y se mordió el labio. Un suave sonrosado le subió hasta las 
preciosas mejillas pero estaba dispuesta a que vieran de modo que se levantó la falda un poco 
nada más que lo necesario y apuntó bien y le dio a la pelota un buen puntapié y la mandó bien 
lejos y los dos mellizos detrás de ella para abajo hasta los guijarros de la orilla. Pura envidia 
desde luego no era otra cosa para llamar la atención del señor que miraba desde el otro lado. 
Ella sintió el cálido rubor, una señal peligrosa siempre en Gerty MacDowell, encrespándose y 
flameando en sus mejillas. Hasta entonces habían sólo intercambiado miradas de lo más 
casuales pero ahora bajo el ala de su sombrero nuevo se aventuró a mirarle y el rostro que 
encontró su mirada allí en el crepúsculo, macilento y extrañamente tenso, le pareció el más 
triste que jamás hubiera visto. 

A través del ventanal abierto de la iglesia el incienso fragante flotaba y con él los nombres 
fragantes de aquella que había sido concebida sin mancha de pecado original, vaso espiritual, 
ruega por nosotros, vaso honorable, ruega por nosotros, vaso de singular devoción, ruega por 
nosotros, rosa mística. Y allí había corazones abatidos por las preocupaciones y afanosos por el 
pan de cada día y muchos que habían errado y caminado sin rumbo, sus ojos húmedos de 
contrición pero a pesar de todo resplandecientes de esperanza porque el reverendo padre el 
Padre Hugues les había contado lo que el gran San Bernardo decía en su famosa plegaria a 
María, el poder intercesorio de la piadosísima Virgen que nunca en todos los tiempos se había 
sabido que quien imploraba su protección poderosa fuera jamás abandonado por ella. 

Los mellizos jugaban ahora de nuevo muy alegremente porque las complicaciones de la niñez 
son tan pasajeras como los chaparrones de verano. Cissy Caffrey jugaba con el bebé Boardman 
hasta que éste balbució de regocijo, palmoteando al aire. Pío exclamaba ella detrás de la 
capota del carrito y Edy preguntaba dónde se había ido Cissy y entonces Cissy asomó de 
repente la cabeza y exclamó ¡tras! y, vamos ¡hay que ver lo que se divertía el chavalín! Y 

entonces le pedía que dijera papá. 

–Di papá, nene. Di pa pa pa pa pa pa pa. 

Y el bebé haciendo lo imposible por decirlo porque era muy inteligente para once meses todo 
el mundo lo decía y grande para su edad y un dechado de salud, la cosa más linda que se 
pueda uno echar a los ojos, y desde luego que llegaría a ser algo grande, decían. 

–Ajo ya ya ajo. 

Cissy le limpió la boquita con el babero y quiso hacer que se sentara derecho y que dijera pa pa 
pa pero cuando le desató la correa exclamó, san Antonio bendito, estaba empapado y había 
que darle la vuelta a la media manta que tenía debajo. Desde luego que su majestad el bebé 
estuvo muy protestón mientras se realizaban las labores de aseo y se lo hizo saber a todo el 
mundo: Jabaa baaaajabaaa baaaa. 
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Y dos lagrimones enormes adorables corriéronle por las mejillas. 

No había manera de apaciguarlo con no, nene, mi niño, no y decirle arre, arre borriquito y 
dónde estaba el chacachá pero Ciss, siempre atenta, le puso en la boca la tetilla del biberón y 
el pequeño granujilla rápidamente se tranquilizó. 

Gerty hubiera dado algo porque se llevaran de una vez de allí al niño berreón a casa que la 
estaba poniendo enferma, no era hora de estar en la calle, y a los mocosillos de los mellizos. Y 
contempló el mar lejano. Era como las pinturas que aquel hombre solía hacer en la acera con 
todas sus tizas de colores y qué pena dejarlas además allí para que se borraran del todo, la 
noche y las nubes que llegaban y el faro de Bailey en Howth y oír una música como ésa y el 
perfume del incienso que quemaban en la iglesia como una especie de ráfaga. Y al mirar su 
corazón se puso que se le salía por la boca. Sí, era a ella a quien miraba, y había intención en su 
mirada. Sus ojos la quemaban como si quisieran sondearla en toda su extensión, leer hasta en 
su alma. Ojos maravillosos eran aquellos, extraordinariamente expresivos, pero teran de fiar? 
La gente era tan rara. Podía distinguir fácilmente por sus ojos oscuros y su rostro pálido e 
intelectual que era extranjero, reflejo exacto de la foto que ella tenía de Martin Harvey, el 
ídolo de la matinée, a no ser por el bigote que ella prefería porque no estaba loca por el teatro 
como Winny Rippingham que quería que las dos vistieran siempre iguales por aquello de una 
obra de teatro pero no podía distinguir si tenía la nariz aquilina o ligeramente retroussé a 
causa de la distancia a la que estaba sentado. Iba de luto riguroso, eso se veía, y la historia de 
amarga pena la llevaba escrita en la cara. Ella hubiera dado este mundo y el otro por saber cuál 
era. Miraba hacia ella con tal intensidad, con tal serenidad, y la vio darle la patada a la pelota y 
quizá pudiera ver las hebillas de acero brillante de sus zapatos si los columpiaba de esa manera 
pensativa con las puntas hacia abajo. Se alegraba de que algo le había dicho que se pusiera las 
medias transparentes pensando que Reggy Wylie anduviera por allí pero eso estaba ya pasado. 
Aquí tenía aquello en lo que tantas veces había soñado. 

Era él el que importaba y había dicha en su mirada porque lo quería porque sentía 
instintivamente que no era como otro cualquiera. Lo más hondo de su corazón de mujer–niña 
iba en busca de él, el esposo de sus sueños, porque supo al instante que era él. Si había 
sufrido, más ofendido que ofensor, o incluso, incluso, si él mismo había sido pecador, un 
hombre malvado, no importaba. Incluso si era protestante o metodista podría convertirlo 
fácilmente si verdaderamente la amaba. Había heridas que debían curarse con el bálsamo del 
corazón. Ella era una mujer muy mujer no como otras chicas casquivanas poco femeninas que 
él hubiera conocido, esas ciclistas presumiendo de lo que no tienen y ella ansiaba conocerlo 
todo, perdonarlo todo si pudiera hacer que se enamorara de ella, que olvidara los recuerdos 
del pasado. Entonces tal vez la abrazaría con ternura, como un verdadero hombre, oprimiendo 
su cuerpo suave contra él, y la amaría, su niñita, para ella sólo. 

5. Bill Dixon 

Refuge of sinners. Comfortress of the afflicted. Ora pro nobis. Well has it been said that 
whosoever prays to her with faith and constancy can never be lost or cast away: and fitly is she 
too a haven of refuge for the afflicted because of the seven dolours which transpierced her 
own heart. Gerty could picture the whole scene in the church, the stained glass windows 
lighted up, the candles, the flowers and the blue banners of the blessed Virgin’s sodality and 
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Father Conroy was helping Canon O’Hanlon at the altar, carrying things in and out with his 
eyes cast down. He looked almost a saint and his confessionbox was so quiet and clean and 
dark and his hands were just like white wax and if ever she became a Dominican nun in their 
white habit perhaps he might come to the convent for the novena of Saint Dominic. He told 
her that time when she told him about that in confession, crimsoning up to the roots of her 
hair for fear he could see, not to be troubled because that was only the voice of nature and we 
were all subject to nature’s laws, he said, in this life and that that was no sin because that 
came from the nature of woman instituted by God, he said, and that Our Blessed Lady herself 
said to the archangel Gabriel be it done unto me according to Thy Word. He was so kind and 
holy and often and often she thought and thought could she work a ruched teacosy with 
embroidered floral design for him as a present or a clock but they had a clock she noticed on 
the mantelpiece white and gold with a canarybird that came out of a little house to tell the 
time the day she went there about the flowers for the forty hours’ adoration because it was 
hard to know what sort of a present to give or perhaps an album of illuminated views of Dublin 
or some place. 

The exasperating little brats of twins began to quarrel again and Jacky threw the ball out 
towards the sea and they both ran after it. Little monkeys common as ditchwater. Someone 
ought to take them and give them a good hiding for themselves to keep them in their places, 
the both of them. And Cissy and Edy shouted after them to come back because they were 
afraid the tide might come in on them and be drowned. 

—Jacky! Tommy! 
Not they! What a great notion they had! So Cissy said it was the very last time she’d ever 

bring them out. She jumped up and called them and she ran down the slope past him, tossing 
her hair behind her which had a good enough colour if there had been more of it but with all 
the thingamerry she was always rubbing into it she couldn’t get it to grow long because it 
wasn’t natural so she could just go and throw her hat at it. She ran with long gandery strides it 
was a wonder she didn’t rip up her skirt at the side that was too tight on her because there 
was a lot of the tomboy about Cissy Caffrey and she was a forward piece whenever she 
thought she had a good opportunity to show off and just because she was a good runner she 
ran like that so that he could see all the end of her petticoat running and her skinny shanks up 
as far as possible. It would have served her just right if she had tripped up over something 
accidentally on purpose with her high crooked French heels on her to make her look tall and 
got a fine tumble. Tableau! That would have been a very charming exposé for a gentleman like 
that to witness. 

Queen of angels, queen of patriarchs, queen of prophets, of all saints, they prayed, queen of 
the most holy rosary and then Father Conroy handed the thurible to Canon O’Hanlon and he 
put in the incense and censed the Blessed Sacrament and Cissy Caffrey caught the two twins 
and she was itching to give them a ringing good clip on the ear but she didn’t because she 
thought he might be watching but she never made a bigger mistake in all her life because 
Gerty could see without looking that he never took his eyes off of her and then Canon 
O’Hanlon handed the thurible back to Father Conroy and knelt down looking up at the Blessed 
Sacrament and the choir began to sing the Tantum ergo and she just swung her foot in and out 
in time as the music rose and fell to the Tantumer gosa cramen tum. Three and eleven she 
paid for those stockings in Sparrow’s of George’s street on the Tuesday, no the Monday before 
Easter and there wasn’t a brack on them and that was what he was looking at, transparent, 
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and not at her insignificant ones that had neither shape nor form (the cheek of her!) because 
he had eyes in his head to see the difference for himself. 

Cissy came up along the strand with the two twins and their ball with her hat anyhow on her 
to one side after her run and she did look a streel tugging the two kids along with the flimsy 
blouse she bought only a fortnight before like a rag on her back and a bit of her petticoat 
hanging like a caricature. Gerty just took off her hat for a moment to settle her hair and a 
prettier, a daintier head of nutbrown tresses was never seen on a girl’s shoulders—a radiant 
little vision, in sooth, almost maddening in its sweetness. You would have to travel many a long 
mile before you found a head of hair the like of that. She could almost see the swift answering 
flash of admiration in his eyes that set her tingling in every nerve. She put on her hat so that 
she could see from underneath the brim and swung her buckled shoe faster for her breath 
caught as she caught the expression in his eyes. He was eying her as a snake eyes its prey. Her 
woman’s instinct told her that she had raised the devil in him and at the thought a burning 
scarlet swept from throat to brow till the lovely colour of her face became a glorious rose. 

Edy Boardman was noticing it too because she was squinting at Gerty, half smiling, with her 
specs like an old maid, pretending to nurse the baby. Irritable little gnat she was and always 
would be and that was why no-one could get on with her poking her nose into what was no 
concern of hers. And she said to Gerty: 

—A penny for your thoughts. 
—What? replied Gerty with a smile reinforced by the whitest of teeth. I was only wondering 

was it late. 
Because she wished to goodness they’d take the snottynosed twins and their babby home 

to the mischief out of that so that was why she just gave a gentle hint about its being late. And 
when Cissy came up Edy asked her the time and Miss Cissy, as glib as you like, said it was half 
past kissing time, time to kiss again. But Edy wanted to know because they were told to be in 
early. 

—Wait, said Cissy, I’ll run ask my uncle Peter over there what’s the time by his conundrum. 
So over she went and when he saw her coming she could see him take his hand out of his 

pocket, getting nervous, and beginning to play with his watchchain, looking up at the church. 
Passionate nature though he was Gerty could see that he had enormous control over himself. 
One moment he had been there, fascinated by a loveliness that made him gaze, and the next 
moment it was the quiet gravefaced gentleman, selfcontrol expressed in every line of his 
distinguishedlooking figure. 

Cissy said to excuse her would he mind please telling her what was the right time and Gerty 
could see him taking out his watch, listening to it and looking up and clearing his throat and he 
said he was very sorry his watch was stopped but he thought it must be after eight because 
the sun was set. His voice had a cultured ring in it and though he spoke in measured accents 
there was a suspicion of a quiver in the mellow tones. Cissy said thanks and came back with 
her tongue out and said uncle said his waterworks were out of order. 

Then they sang the second verse of the Tantum ergo and Canon O’Hanlon got up again and 
censed the Blessed Sacrament and knelt down and he told Father Conroy that one of the 
candles was just going to set fire to the flowers and Father Conroy got up and settled it all right 
and she could see the gentleman winding his watch and listening to the works and she swung 
her leg more in and out in time. It was getting darker but he could see and he was looking all 
the time that he was winding the watch or whatever he was doing to it and then he put it back 
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and put his hands back into his pockets. She felt a kind of a sensation rushing all over her and 
she knew by the feel of her scalp and that irritation against her stays that that thing must be 
coming on because the last time too was when she clipped her hair on account of the moon. 
His dark eyes fixed themselves on her again drinking in her every contour, literally worshipping 
at her shrine. If ever there was undisguised admiration in a man’s passionate gaze it was there 
plain to be seen on that man’s face. It is for you, Gertrude MacDowell, and you know it. 

 
6. Pilar Pastor 

Edy empezó los preparativos para irse y ya iba siendo hora y Gerty se dio cuenta de que la 
pequeña indirecta que lanzara había producido el efecto deseado porque había un largo 
camino por la playa hasta donde hubiera sitio para subir el carrito y Cissy les quitó las gorras a 
los mellizos y les arregló el pelo para llamar la atención desde luego y el Canónigo O'Hanlon se 
levantó la capa pluvial subiéndosele por el cuello y el Padre Conroy le pasó la cartulina para 
que la leyera y leyó en alto Panem de cielo praestitisti eis y Edy y Cissy estaban hablando de la 
hora todo el tiempo y preguntándole pero Gerty les pagaba con su propia moneda y respondió 
con mordaz educación cuando Edy le preguntó si le había roto el corazón el que su amigo la 
hubiera dejado. Gerty sintió un agudo espasmo de dolor. Un breve y frío resplandor salió de 
sus ojos que hablaba de raudales de desdén inconmensurable. 

Hacía daño – Oh sí, llegaba muy dentro porque Edy tenia su manera suave de decir las cosas 
así como que sabía que iba a herir como condenada gata que era. Los labios de Gerty se 
abrieron rápidamente para pronunciar la palabra pero reprimió el sollozo que le subía de la 
garganta, tan tersa, tan perfecta, tan bellamente moldeada que se diría que un artista la 
hubiera soñado. Le había amado más de lo que él imaginaba. Caprichoso embaucador y 
veleidoso como todos los hombres nunca entendería él lo que había significado para ella y 
durante un instante sus ojos azules sintieron una súbita punzada de lágrimas. Los ojos de las 
otras la examinaban sin piedad pero con un esfuerzo valeroso destelló en respuesta amigable 
según miraba a su nueva conquista para que ellas lo vieran. 

–Bueno, respondió Gerty, veloz como el rayo, riendo, y su cabeza orgullosa se proyectó hacia 
atrás. Puedo tirarle los tejos a quien quiera porque estamos en año bisiesto. 

Sus palabras vibraron translúcidas, más musicales que el arrullo de la paloma torcaz, pero 
cortaron el silencio glacialmente. Había algo en su voz juvenil que decía que ella no era alguien 
con quien se pudiera jugar a la ligera. En cuanto a Mr. Reggy con sus ostentaciones y su 
poquito de dinero lo podía mandar a paseo como si fuera basura y nunca jamás volvería a 
parar mientes en él y rompería su estúpida tarjeta postal en mil pedazos. Y si alguna vez en el 
futuro intentara aprovecharse le echaría una mirada de desprecio calculado que lo dejaría 
tieso. El semblante de la insignificante Miss escuchimizada Edy se alargó una legua y Gerty 
podía ver por su aspecto furioso que estaba que echaba chispas aunque lo disimulaba, la muy 
viborilla, porque esa pullaza le había dado de lleno por su pelusa y las dos sabían que ella era 
algo remoto, aparte, en otra esfera, que no era como ellas ni nunca lo sería y había también 
otra persona que lo sabía y lo veía de modo que ese sapo tenían que tragárselo. 
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Edy arregló al bebé Boardman y se dispuso a irse y Cissy recogió la pelota y las palas y cubos 
que ya iba siendo hora también de irse porque el hombre del saco venía de camino a por el 
señorito Boardman hijo. Y Cissy le dijo también que el coco ya venía y que el bebé se iba a 
momí y el bebé estaba además para comérselo, riéndose con sus ojos alegres, y Cissy le hizo 
así con el dedo como el que no quiere la cosa en la tripilla gordita y el bebé, sin más 
contemplaciones, disparó una salva de rocío a los presentes y a su babero inmaculado. 

–¡Válgame Dios! ¡La que ha organizado! protestó Ciss. El babero ha estropeado. 

El pequeño contretemps le reclamó la atención pero lo solucionó en menos que canta un gallo. 

Gerty ahogó una exclamación contenida y tosió nerviosamente y Edy preguntó qué y estaba a 
punto de decirle que se fuera a tomar viento fresco pero ella era siempre tan comedida en sus 
modales que simplemente lo dejó pasar con tacto consumado al decir que eso era la bendición 
porque justo en ese momento sonaba la campana desde el campanario sobre la playa 
silenciosa porque el Canónigo O'Hanlon estaba de pie en el altar con el velo que el Padre 
Conroy le había puesto sobre los hombros dando la bendición con el Santísimo en sus manos. 

Qué escena más conmovedora la del crepúsculo avanzando, la última visión de Erín, el 
conmovedor repique de aquellas campanas del atardecer y al mismo tiempo un murciélago 
atravesaba volando desde las hiedradas espadañas la oscuridad, por aquí, por allá, con un grito 
corto perdido. Y podía ver a lo lejos las luces de los faros tan pintorescos que le habría gustado 
tener una caja de pinturas porque era más fácil que pintar un hombre y muy pronto el farolero 
haría su ronda por delante de los jardines de la iglesia presbiteriana y a lo largo de la 
sombreada Tritonville Avenue donde paseaban las parejas y encendería la farola junto a su 
ventana donde Reggy Wylie daba la vuelta con su bicicleta de piñón libre como había leído ella 
en aquel libro Elfarolero de Miss Cummins, autora de Mabel Vaughan y otros cuentos. Porque 
Gerty tenía sueños que nadie conocía. Le encantaba leer poesía y cuando recibió como 
recuerdo de Bertha Supple aquel precioso álbum de confidencias con las tapas de rosacoral 
para escribir sus pensamientos lo guardó en el cajón de su tocador que, aunque no se pasara 
de lujoso, estaba escrupulosamente ordenado y limpio. Era allí donde guardaba su tesoro 
escondido de niña, los peines de carey, su insignia de hija de María, el perfume rosablanca, el 
lápiz–de–alcohol, su pebetero de alabastro y las cintas de cambiar cuando traían sus cosas a 
casa de lavar y había bellos pensamientos escritos en él con tinta violeta que había comprado 
en Hely de Dame Street porque sentía que ella también era capaz de escribir poesía si 
únicamente pudiera expresarse como aquel poema que la atraía tan profundamente que lo 
había copiado del periódico que se encontró una tarde donde las especias. ¿Sois rea¡; mi ideal? 
se llamaba por Louis J. Walsh, Magherafelt, y más adelante había algo sobre crepúsculo 
¿alguna vez querréis? y en más de una ocasión la belleza de la poesía, tan triste en su encanto 
pasajero, le había empañado los ojos de silenciosas lágrimas porque sentía que los años 
estaban pasando para ella, uno tras otro, y descontando ese único defecto sabía que no tenía 
que temer competencia alguna y eso fue un accidente al bajar por Dalkey Hill y siempre 
intentaba ocultarlo. Pero eso iba a terminar, tuvo la corazonada. Si era cierta esa tentación 
mágica en sus ojos no habría obstáculo que la frenara. Para el amor no existen barreras. Ella 
aceptaría el sacrificio supremo. Todas sus energías las volcaría en compartir sus pensamientos. 
Más preciada que el mundo entero sería ella para él y le haría los días dorados de felicidad. 
Quedaba una interrogante de capital importancia y ella se moría de ganas por saber si era un 
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hombre casado o un viudo que había perdido a su esposa o alguna tragedia como el noble con 
nombre extranjero de la tierra del canto que tuvo que meterla en un manicomio, cruel sólo 
por caridad. Pero incluso si – ¿y qué? 

¿Sería muy diferente? De todo aquello que pudiera ser en lo más mínimo grosero su 
naturaleza límpida instintivamente sentía repugnancia. Ella aborrecía esa clase de personas, las 
mujeres de mala vida haciendo la calle por Dodder que se iban con soldados y hombres bastos 
sin respeto por la honra de una chica, que degradan a la mujer y se las llevan a la comisaría. 
No, no: eso no. Serían sólo buenos amigos como el hermano mayor y su hennana sin nada de 
lo otro a pesar de las convenciones de la alta sociedad. Quizá fuese por una antigua novia por 
lo que llevaba luto de los días más allá del recuerdo. Pensaba que comprendía. Intentaría 
comprenderle porque los hombres son tan distintos. El viejo amor estaba esperando, 
esperando con sus manitas blancas extendidas, con atractivos ojos azules. ¡Corazón mío! Ella 
seguiría, sus sueños de amor, los dictados de su corazón que le decían que él era suyo todo por 
entero, el único hombre en todo el mundo para ella porque el amor es el mejor consejero. 
Nada más importa. Ocurriera lo que ocurriera quería ser rebelde, independiente, libre. 

El Canónigo O'Hanlon puso de nuevo el Santísimo en el tabernáculo e hizo una genuflexión y el 
coro cantó Laudate Dominum omnes gentes y después echó la llave a la puerta del 
tabernáculo porque había acabado la bendición y el Padre Conroy le pasó el sombrero para 
que se lo pusiera y la bicha de Edy le preguntó si no se venía pero Jacky Caffrey gritó: –¡Eh, 
mira, Cissy! 

Y todos miraron era aquello un relámpago pero Tommy lo vio también sobre los árboles junto 
a la iglesia, azul y luego verde y púrpura. 

7. Michael Connolly 

—It’s fireworks, Cissy Caffrey said. 
And they all ran down the strand to see over the houses and the church, helterskelter, Edy 

with the pushcar with baby Boardman in it and Cissy holding Tommy and Jacky by the hand so 
they wouldn’t fall running. 

—Come on, Gerty, Cissy called. It’s the bazaar fireworks. 
But Gerty was adamant. She had no intention of being at their beck and call. If they could 

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

And Jacky Caffrey shouted to look, there was another and she leaned back and the garters 
were blue to match on account of the transparent and they all saw it and they all shouted to 
look, look, there it was and she leaned back ever so far to see the fireworks and something 
queer was flying through the air, a soft thing, to and fro, dark. And she saw a long Roman 
candle going up over the trees, up, up, and, in the tense hush, they were all breathless with 
excitement as it went higher and higher and she had to lean back more and more to look up 
after it, high, high, almost out of sight, and her face was suffused with a divine, an entrancing 
blush from straining back and he could see her other things too, nainsook knickers, the fabric 
that caresses the skin, better than those other pettiwidth, the green, four and eleven, on 
account of being white and she let him and she saw that he saw and then it went so high it 
went out of sight a moment and she was trembling in every limb from being bent so far back 
that he had a full view high up above her knee where no-one ever not even on the swing or 
wading and she wasn’t ashamed and he wasn’t either to look in that immodest way like that 
because he couldn’t resist the sight of the wondrous revealment half offered like those 
skirtdancers behaving so immodest before gentlemen looking and he kept on looking, looking. 
She would fain have cried to him chokingly, held out her snowy slender arms to him to come, 
to feel his lips laid on her white brow, the cry of a young girl’s love, a little strangled cry, wrung 
from her, that cry that has rung through the ages. And then a rocket sprang and bang shot 
blind blank and O! then the Roman candle burst and it was like a sigh of O! and everyone cried 
O! O! in raptures and it gushed out of it a stream of rain gold hair threads and they shed and 
ah! they were all greeny dewy stars falling with golden, O so lovely, O, soft, sweet, soft! 

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

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

—Gerty! Gerty! We’re going. Come on. We can see from farther up. 
Gerty had an idea, one of love’s little ruses. She slipped a hand into her kerchief pocket and 

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

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

Tight boots? No. She’s lame! O! 
 
8. Morgan Fagg 
 
Mr Bloom watched her as she limped away. Poor girl! That’s why she’s left on the shelf and 

the others did a sprint. Thought something was wrong by the cut of her jib. Jilted beauty. A 
defect is ten times worse in a woman. But makes them polite. Glad I didn’t know it when she 
was on show. Hot little devil all the same. I wouldn’t mind. Curiosity like a nun or a negress or a 
girl with glasses. That squinty one is delicate. Near her monthlies, I expect, makes them feel 
ticklish. I have such a bad headache today. Where did I put the letter? Yes, all right. All kinds of 
crazy longings. Licking pennies. Girl in Tranquilla convent that nun told me liked to smell rock 
oil. Virgins go mad in the end I suppose. Sister? How many women in Dublin have it today? 
Martha, she. Something in the air. That’s the moon. But then why don’t all women menstruate 
at the same time with the same moon, I mean? Depends on the time they were born I 
suppose. Or all start scratch then get out of step. Sometimes Molly and Milly together. 
Anyhow I got the best of that. Damned glad I didn’t do it in the bath this morning over her silly 
I will punish you letter. Made up for that tramdriver this morning. That gouger M’Coy stopping 
me to say nothing. And his wife engagement in the country valise, voice like a pickaxe. 
Thankful for small mercies. Cheap too. Yours for the asking. Because they want it themselves. 
Their natural craving. Shoals of them every evening poured out of offices. Reserve better. 
Don’t want it they throw it at you. Catch em alive, O. Pity they can’t see themselves. A dream 
of wellfilled hose. Where was that? Ah, yes. Mutoscope pictures in Capel street: for men only. 
Peeping Tom. Willy’s hat and what the girls did with it. Do they snapshot those girls or is it all a 
fake? Lingerie does it. Felt for the curves inside her déshabillé. Excites them also when they’re. 
I’m all clean come and dirty me. And they like dressing one another for the sacrifice. Milly 
delighted with Molly’s new blouse. At first. Put them all on to take them all off. Molly. Why I 
bought her the violet garters. Us too: the tie he wore, his lovely socks and turnedup trousers. 
He wore a pair of gaiters the night that first we met. His lovely shirt was shining beneath his 
what? of jet. Say a woman loses a charm with every pin she takes out. Pinned together. O, 
Mairy lost the pin of her. Dressed up to the nines for somebody. Fashion part of their charm. 
Just changes when you’re on the track of the secret. Except the east: Mary, Martha: now as 
then. No reasonable offer refused. She wasn’t in a hurry either. Always off to a fellow when 
they are. They never forget an appointment. Out on spec probably. They believe in chance 
because like themselves. And the others inclined to give her an odd dig. Girl friends at school, 
arms round each other’s necks or with ten fingers locked, kissing and whispering secrets about 
nothing in the convent garden. Nuns with whitewashed faces, cool coifs and their rosaries 
going up and down, vindictive too for what they can’t get. Barbed wire. Be sure now and write 
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to me. And I’ll write to you. Now won’t you? Molly and Josie Powell. Till Mr Right comes along, 
then meet once in a blue moon. Tableau! O, look who it is for the love of God! How are you at 
all? What have you been doing with yourself? Kiss and delighted to, kiss, to see you. Picking 
holes in each other’s appearance. You’re looking splendid. Sister souls. Showing their teeth at 
one another. How many have you left? Wouldn’t lend each other a pinch of salt. 

Ah! 
Devils they are when that’s coming on them. Dark devilish appearance. Molly often told me 

feel things a ton weight. Scratch the sole of my foot. O that way! O, that’s exquisite! Feel it 
myself too. Good to rest once in a way. Wonder if it’s bad to go with them then. Safe in one 
way. Turns milk, makes fiddlestrings snap. Something about withering plants I read in a 
garden. Besides they say if the flower withers she wears she’s a flirt. All are. Daresay she felt I. 
When you feel like that you often meet what you feel. Liked me or what? Dress they look at. 
Always know a fellow courting: collars and cuffs. Well cocks and lions do the same and stags. 
Same time might prefer a tie undone or something. Trousers? Suppose I when I was? No. 
Gently does it. Dislike rough and tumble. Kiss in the dark and never tell. Saw something in me. 
Wonder what. Sooner have me as I am than some poet chap with bearsgrease plastery hair, 
lovelock over his dexter optic. To aid gentleman in literary. Ought to attend to my appearance 
my age. Didn’t let her see me in profile. Still, you never know. Pretty girls and ugly men 
marrying. Beauty and the beast. Besides I can’t be so if Molly. Took off her hat to show her 
hair. Wide brim. Bought to hide her face, meeting someone might know her, bend down or 
carry a bunch of flowers to smell. Hair strong in rut. Ten bob I got for Molly’s combings when 
we were on the rocks in Holles street. Why not? Suppose he gave her money. Why not? All a 
prejudice. She’s worth ten, fifteen, more, a pound. What? I think so. All that for nothing. Bold 
hand: Mrs Marion. Did I forget to write address on that letter like the postcard I sent to Flynn? 
And the day I went to Drimmie’s without a necktie. Wrangle with Molly it was put me off. No, I 
remember. Richie Goulding: he’s another. Weighs on his mind. Funny my watch stopped at 
half past four. Dust. Shark liver oil they use to clean. Could do it myself. Save. Was that just 
when he, she? 

O, he did. Into her. She did. Done. 
Ah! 
9. Ultan Cronin 
Mr Bloom with careful hand recomposed his wet shirt. O Lord, that little limping devil. 

Begins to feel cold and clammy. Aftereffect not pleasant. Still you have to get rid of it 
someway. They don’t care. Complimented perhaps. Go home to nicey bread and milky and say 
night prayers with the kiddies. Well, aren’t they? See her as she is spoil all. Must have the 
stage setting, the rouge, costume, position, music. The name too. Amours of actresses. Nell 
Gwynn, Mrs Bracegirdle, Maud Branscombe. Curtain up. Moonlight silver effulgence. Maiden 
discovered with pensive bosom. Little sweetheart come and kiss me. Still, I feel. The strength it 
gives a man. That’s the secret of it. Good job I let off there behind the wall coming out of 
Dignam’s. Cider that was. Otherwise I couldn’t have. Makes you want to sing after. Lacaus 
esant taratara. Suppose I spoke to her. What about? Bad plan however if you don’t know how 
to end the conversation. Ask them a question they ask you another. Good idea if you’re stuck. 
Gain time. But then you’re in a cart. Wonderful of course if you say: good evening, and you see 
she’s on for it: good evening. O but the dark evening in the Appian way I nearly spoke to Mrs 
Clinch O thinking she was. Whew! Girl in Meath street that night. All the dirty things I made 
her say. All wrong of course. My arks she called it. It’s so hard to find one who. Aho! If you 
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don’t answer when they solicit must be horrible for them till they harden. And kissed my hand 
when I gave her the extra two shillings. Parrots. Press the button and the bird will squeak. 
Wish she hadn’t called me sir. O, her mouth in the dark! And you a married man with a single 
girl! That’s what they enjoy. Taking a man from another woman. Or even hear of it. Different 
with me. Glad to get away from other chap’s wife. Eating off his cold plate. Chap in the Burton 
today spitting back gumchewed gristle. French letter still in my pocketbook. Cause of half the 
trouble. But might happen sometime, I don’t think. Come in, all is prepared. I dreamt. What? 
Worst is beginning. How they change the venue when it’s not what they like. Ask you do you 
like mushrooms because she once knew a gentleman who. Or ask you what someone was 
going to say when he changed his mind and stopped. Yet if I went the whole hog, say: I want 
to, something like that. Because I did. She too. Offend her. Then make it up. Pretend to want 
something awfully, then cry off for her sake. Flatters them. She must have been thinking of 
someone else all the time. What harm? Must since she came to the use of reason, he, he and 
he. First kiss does the trick. The propitious moment. Something inside them goes pop. Mushy 
like, tell by their eye, on the sly. First thoughts are best. Remember that till their dying day. 
Molly, lieutenant Mulvey that kissed her under the Moorish wall beside the gardens. Fifteen 
she told me. But her breasts were developed. Fell asleep then. After Glencree dinner that was 
when we drove home. Featherbed mountain. Gnashing her teeth in sleep. Lord mayor had his 
eye on her too. Val Dillon. Apoplectic. 

There she is with them down there for the fireworks. My fireworks. Up like a rocket, down 
like a stick. And the children, twins they must be, waiting for something to happen. Want to be 
grownups. Dressing in mother’s clothes. Time enough, understand all the ways of the world. 
And the dark one with the mop head and the nigger mouth. I knew she could whistle. Mouth 
made for that. Like Molly. Why that highclass whore in Jammet’s wore her veil only to her 
nose. Would you mind, please, telling me the right time? I’ll tell you the right time up a dark 
lane. Say prunes and prisms forty times every morning, cure for fat lips. Caressing the little boy 
too. Onlookers see most of the game. Of course they understand birds, animals, babies. In 
their line. 

Didn’t look back when she was going down the strand. Wouldn’t give that satisfaction. 
Those girls, those girls, those lovely seaside girls. Fine eyes she had, clear. It’s the white of the 
eye brings that out not so much the pupil. Did she know what I? Course. Like a cat sitting 
beyond a dog’s jump. Women never meet one like that Wilkins in the high school drawing a 
picture of Venus with all his belongings on show. Call that innocence? Poor idiot! His wife has 
her work cut out for her. Never see them sit on a bench marked Wet Paint. Eyes all over them. 
Look under the bed for what’s not there. Longing to get the fright of their lives. Sharp as 
needles they are. When I said to Molly the man at the corner of Cuffe street was goodlooking, 
thought she might like, twigged at once he had a false arm. Had, too. Where do they get that? 
Typist going up Roger Greene’s stairs two at a time to show her understandings. Handed down 
from father to, mother to daughter, I mean. Bred in the bone. Milly for example drying her 
handkerchief on the mirror to save the ironing. Best place for an ad to catch a woman’s eye on 
a mirror. And when I sent her for Molly’s Paisley shawl to Prescott’s by the way that ad I must, 
carrying home the change in her stocking! Clever little minx. I never told her. Neat way she 
carries parcels too. Attract men, small thing like that. Holding up her hand, shaking it, to let the 
blood flow back when it was red. Who did you learn that from? Nobody. Something the nurse 
taught me. O, don’t they know! Three years old she was in front of Molly’s dressingtable, just 
before we left Lombard street west. Me have a nice pace. Mullingar. Who knows? Ways of the 
world. Young student. Straight on her pins anyway not like the other. Still she was game. Lord, 
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I am wet. Devil you are. Swell of her calf. Transparent stockings, stretched to breaking point. 
Not like that frump today. A. E. Rumpled stockings. Or the one in Grafton street. White. Wow! 
Beef to the heel. 

A monkey puzzle rocket burst, spluttering in darting crackles. Zrads and zrads, zrads, zrads. 
And Cissy and Tommy and Jacky ran out to see and Edy after with the pushcar and then Gerty 
beyond the curve of the rocks. Will she? Watch! Watch! See! Looked round. She smelt an 
onion. Darling, I saw, your. I saw all. 

Lord! 
Did me good all the same. Off colour after Kiernan’s, Dignam’s. For this relief much thanks. 

In Hamlet, that is. Lord! It was all things combined. Excitement. When she leaned back, felt an 
ache at the butt of my tongue. Your head it simply swirls. He’s right. Might have made a worse 
fool of myself however. Instead of talking about nothing. Then I will tell you all. Still it was a 
kind of language between us. It couldn’t be? No, Gerty they called her. Might be false name 
however like my name and the address Dolphin’s barn a blind. 

Her maiden name was Jemina Brown 
And she lived with her mother in Irishtown. 

Place made me think of that I suppose. All tarred with the same brush. Wiping pens in their 
stockings. But the ball rolled down to her as if it understood. Every bullet has its billet. Course I 
never could throw anything straight at school. Crooked as a ram’s horn. Sad however because 
it lasts only a few years till they settle down to potwalloping and papa’s pants will soon fit 
Willy and fuller’s earth for the baby when they hold him out to do ah ah. No soft job. Saves 
them. Keeps them out of harm’s way. Nature. Washing child, washing corpse. Dignam. 
Children’s hands always round them. Cocoanut skulls, monkeys, not even closed at first, sour 
milk in their swaddles and tainted curds. Oughtn’t to have given that child an empty teat to 
suck. Fill it up with wind. Mrs Beaufoy, Purefoy. Must call to the hospital. Wonder is nurse 
Callan there still. She used to look over some nights when Molly was in the Coffee Palace. That 
young doctor O’Hare I noticed her brushing his coat. And Mrs Breen and Mrs Dignam once like 
that too, marriageable. Worst of all at night Mrs Duggan told me in the City Arms. Husband 
rolling in drunk, stink of pub off him like a polecat. Have that in your nose in the dark, whiff of 
stale boose. Then ask in the morning: was I drunk last night? Bad policy however to fault the 
husband. Chickens come home to roost. They stick by one another like glue. Maybe the 
women’s fault also. That’s where Molly can knock spots off them. It’s the blood of the south. 
Moorish. Also the form, the figure. Hands felt for the opulent. Just compare for instance those 
others. Wife locked up at home, skeleton in the cupboard. Allow me to introduce my. Then 
they trot you out some kind of a nondescript, wouldn’t know what to call her. Always see a 
fellow’s weak point in his wife. Still there’s destiny in it, falling in love. Have their own secrets 
between them. Chaps that would go to the dogs if some woman didn’t take them in hand. 
Then little chits of girls, height of a shilling in coppers, with little hubbies. As God made them 
he matched them. Sometimes children turn out well enough. Twice nought makes one. Or old 
rich chap of seventy and blushing bride. Marry in May and repent in December. This wet is 
very unpleasant. Stuck. Well the foreskin is not back. Better detach. 

Ow! 
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10. Bill Dixon 
Other hand a sixfooter with a wifey up to his watchpocket. Long and the short of it. Big he 

and little she. Very strange about my watch. Wristwatches are always going wrong. Wonder is 
there any magnetic influence between the person because that was about the time he. Yes, I 
suppose, at once. Cat’s away, the mice will play. I remember looking in Pill lane. Also that now 
is magnetism. Back of everything magnetism. Earth for instance pulling this and being pulled. 
That causes movement. And time, well that’s the time the movement takes. Then if one thing 
stopped the whole ghesabo would stop bit by bit. Because it’s all arranged. Magnetic needle 
tells you what’s going on in the sun, the stars. Little piece of steel iron. When you hold out the 
fork. Come. Come. Tip. Woman and man that is. Fork and steel. Molly, he. Dress up and look 
and suggest and let you see and see more and defy you if you’re a man to see that and, like a 
sneeze coming, legs, look, look and if you have any guts in you. Tip. Have to let fly. 

Wonder how is she feeling in that region. Shame all put on before third person. More put 
out about a hole in her stocking. Molly, her underjaw stuck out, head back, about the farmer in 
the ridingboots and spurs at the horse show. And when the painters were in Lombard street 
west. Fine voice that fellow had. How Giuglini began. Smell that I did. Like flowers. It was too. 
Violets. Came from the turpentine probably in the paint. Make their own use of everything. 
Same time doing it scraped her slipper on the floor so they wouldn’t hear. But lots of them 
can’t kick the beam, I think. Keep that thing up for hours. Kind of a general all round over me 
and half down my back. 

Wait. Hm. Hm. Yes. That’s her perfume. Why she waved her hand. I leave you this to think 
of me when I’m far away on the pillow. What is it? Heliotrope? No. Hyacinth? Hm. Roses, I 
think. She’d like scent of that kind. Sweet and cheap: soon sour. Why Molly likes opoponax. 
Suits her, with a little jessamine mixed. Her high notes and her low notes. At the dance night 
she met him, dance of the hours. Heat brought it out. She was wearing her black and it had the 
perfume of the time before. Good conductor, is it? Or bad? Light too. Suppose there’s some 
connection. For instance if you go into a cellar where it’s dark. Mysterious thing too. Why did I 
smell it only now? Took its time in coming like herself, slow but sure. Suppose it’s ever so many 
millions of tiny grains blown across. Yes, it is. Because those spice islands, Cinghalese this 
morning, smell them leagues off. Tell you what it is. It’s like a fine fine veil or web they have all 
over the skin, fine like what do you call it gossamer, and they’re always spinning it out of them, 
fine as anything, like rainbow colours without knowing it. Clings to everything she takes off. 
Vamp of her stockings. Warm shoe. Stays. Drawers: little kick, taking them off. Byby till next 
time. Also the cat likes to sniff in her shift on the bed. Know her smell in a thousand. 
Bathwater too. Reminds me of strawberries and cream. Wonder where it is really. There or the 
armpits or under the neck. Because you get it out of all holes and corners. Hyacinth perfume 
made of oil of ether or something. Muskrat. Bag under their tails. One grain pour off odour for 
years. Dogs at each other behind. Good evening. Evening. How do you sniff? Hm. Hm. Very 
well, thank you. Animals go by that. Yes now, look at it that way. We’re the same. Some 
women, instance, warn you off when they have their period. Come near. Then get a hogo you 
could hang your hat on. Like what? Potted herrings gone stale or. Boof! Please keep off the 
grass. 

Perhaps they get a man smell off us. What though? Cigary gloves long John had on his desk 
the other day. Breath? What you eat and drink gives that. No. Mansmell, I mean. Must be 
connected with that because priests that are supposed to be are different. Women buzz round 
it like flies round treacle. Railed off the altar get on to it at any cost. The tree of forbidden 
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priest. O, father, will you? Let me be the first to. That diffuses itself all through the body, 
permeates. Source of life. And it’s extremely curious the smell. Celery sauce. Let me. 

Mr Bloom inserted his nose. Hm. Into the. Hm. Opening of his waistcoat. Almonds or. No. 
Lemons it is. Ah no, that’s the soap. 

O by the by that lotion. I knew there was something on my mind. Never went back and the 
soap not paid. Dislike carrying bottles like that hag this morning. Hynes might have paid me 
that three shillings. I could mention Meagher’s just to remind him. Still if he works that 
paragraph. Two and nine. Bad opinion of me he’ll have. Call tomorrow. How much do I owe 
you? Three and nine? Two and nine, sir. Ah. Might stop him giving credit another time. Lose 
your customers that way. Pubs do. Fellows run up a bill on the slate and then slinking around 
the back streets into somewhere else. 

Here’s this nobleman passed before. Blown in from the bay. Just went as far as turn back. 
Always at home at dinnertime. Looks mangled out: had a good tuck in. Enjoying nature now. 
Grace after meals. After supper walk a mile. Sure he has a small bank balance somewhere, 
government sit. Walk after him now make him awkward like those newsboys me today. Still 
you learn something. See ourselves as others see us. So long as women don’t mock what 
matter? That’s the way to find out. Ask yourself who is he now. The Mystery Man on the 
Beach, prize titbit story by Mr Leopold Bloom. Payment at the rate of one guinea per column. 
And that fellow today at the graveside in the brown macintosh. Corns on his kismet however. 
Healthy perhaps absorb all the. Whistle brings rain they say. Must be some somewhere. Salt in 
the Ormond damp. The body feels the atmosphere. Old Betty’s joints are on the rack. Mother 
Shipton’s prophecy that is about ships around they fly in the twinkling. No. Signs of rain it is. 
The royal reader. And distant hills seem coming nigh. 

Howth. Bailey light. Two, four, six, eight, nine. See. Has to change or they might think it a 
house. Wreckers. Grace Darling. People afraid of the dark. Also glowworms, cyclists: lightingup 
time. Jewels diamonds flash better. Women. Light is a kind of reassuring. Not going to hurt 
you. Better now of course than long ago. Country roads. Run you through the small guts for 
nothing. Still two types there are you bob against. Scowl or smile. Pardon! Not at all. Best time 
to spray plants too in the shade after the sun. Some light still. Red rays are longest. Roygbiv 
Vance taught us: red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet. A star I see. Venus? Can’t tell 
yet. Two. When three it’s night. Were those nightclouds there all the time? Looks like a 
phantom ship. No. Wait. Trees are they? An optical illusion. Mirage. Land of the setting sun 
this. Homerule sun setting in the southeast. My native land, goodnight. 

Dew falling. Bad for you, dear, to sit on that stone. Brings on white fluxions. Never have 
little baby then less he was big strong fight his way up through. Might get piles myself. Sticks 
too like a summer cold, sore on the mouth. Cut with grass or paper worst. Friction of the 
position. Like to be that rock she sat on. O sweet little, you don’t know how nice you looked. I 
begin to like them at that age. Green apples. Grab at all that offer. Suppose it’s the only time 
we cross legs, seated. Also the library today: those girl graduates. Happy chairs under them. 
But it’s the evening influence. They feel all that. Open like flowers, know their hours, 
sunflowers, Jerusalem artichokes, in ballrooms, chandeliers, avenues under the lamps. 
Nightstock in Mat Dillon’s garden where I kissed her shoulder. Wish I had a full length 
oilpainting of her then. June that was too I wooed. The year returns. History repeats itself. Ye 
crags and peaks I’m with you once again. Life, love, voyage round your own little world. And 
now? Sad about her lame of course but must be on your guard not to feel too much pity. They 
take advantage. 
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All quiet on Howth now. The distant hills seem. Where we. The rhododendrons. I am a fool 
perhaps. He gets the plums, and I the plumstones. Where I come in. All that old hill has seen. 
Names change: that’s all. Lovers: yum yum. 

Tired I feel now. Will I get up? O wait. Drained all the manhood out of me, little wretch. She 
kissed me. Never again. My youth. Only once it comes. Or hers. Take the train there tomorrow. 
No. Returning not the same. Like kids your second visit to a house. The new I want. Nothing 
new under the sun. Care of P. O. Dolphin’s Barn. Are you not happy in your? Naughty darling. 
At Dolphin’s barn charades in Luke Doyle’s house. Mat Dillon and his bevy of daughters: Tiny, 
Atty, Floey, Maimy, Louy, Hetty. Molly too. Eightyseven that was. Year before we. And the old 
major, partial to his drop of spirits. Curious she an only child, I an only child. So it returns. Think 
you’re escaping and run into yourself. Longest way round is the shortest way home. And just 
when he and she. Circus horse walking in a ring. Rip van Winkle we played. Rip: tear in Henny 
Doyle’s overcoat. Van: breadvan delivering. Winkle: cockles and periwinkles. Then I did Rip van 
Winkle coming back. She leaned on the sideboard watching. Moorish eyes. Twenty years 
asleep in Sleepy Hollow. All changed. Forgotten. The young are old. His gun rusty from the 
dew. 

Ba. What is that flying about? Swallow? Bat probably. Thinks I’m a tree, so blind. Have birds 
no smell? Metempsychosis. They believed you could be changed into a tree from grief. 
Weeping willow. Ba. There he goes. Funny little beggar. Wonder where he lives. Belfry up 
there. Very likely. Hanging by his heels in the odour of sanctity. Bell scared him out, I suppose. 
Mass seems to be over. Could hear them all at it. Pray for us. And pray for us. And pray for us. 
Good idea the repetition. Same thing with ads. Buy from us. And buy from us. Yes, there’s the 
light in the priest’s house. Their frugal meal. Remember about the mistake in the valuation 
when I was in Thom’s. Twentyeight it is. Two houses they have. Gabriel Conroy’s brother is 
curate. Ba. Again. Wonder why they come out at night like mice. They’re a mixed breed. Birds 
are like hopping mice. What frightens them, light or noise? Better sit still. All instinct like the 
bird in drouth got water out of the end of a jar by throwing in pebbles. Like a little man in a 
cloak he is with tiny hands. Weeny bones. Almost see them shimmering, kind of a bluey white. 
Colours depend on the light you see. Stare the sun for example like the eagle then look at a 
shoe see a blotch blob yellowish. Wants to stamp his trademark on everything. Instance, that 
cat this morning on the staircase. Colour of brown turf. Say you never see them with three 
colours. Not true. That half tabbywhite tortoiseshell in the City Arms with the letter em on her 
forehead. Body fifty different colours. Howth a while ago amethyst. Glass flashing. That’s how 
that wise man what’s his name with the burning glass. Then the heather goes on fire. It can’t 
be tourists’ matches. What? Perhaps the sticks dry rub together in the wind and light. Or 
broken bottles in the furze act as a burning glass in the sun. Archimedes. I have it! My 
memory’s not so bad. 

 
11. Mal Murphy 
Ba. Who knows what they’re always flying for. Insects? That bee last week got into the room 

playing with his shadow on the ceiling. Might be the one bit me, come back to see. Birds too. 
Never find out. Or what they say. Like our small talk. And says she and says he. Nerve they 
have to fly over the ocean and back. Lots must be killed in storms, telegraph wires. Dreadful 
life sailors have too. Big brutes of oceangoing steamers floundering along in the dark, lowing 
out like seacows. Faugh a ballagh! Out of that, bloody curse to you! Others in vessels, bit of a 
handkerchief sail, pitched about like snuff at a wake when the stormy winds do blow. Married 
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too. Sometimes away for years at the ends of the earth somewhere. No ends really because 
it’s round. Wife in every port they say. She has a good job if she minds it till Johnny comes 
marching home again. If ever he does. Smelling the tail end of ports. How can they like the 
sea? Yet they do. The anchor’s weighed. Off he sails with a scapular or a medal on him for luck. 
Well. And the tephilim no what’s this they call it poor papa’s father had on his door to touch. 
That brought us out of the land of Egypt and into the house of bondage. Something in all those 
superstitions because when you go out never know what dangers. Hanging on to a plank or 
astride of a beam for grim life, lifebelt round him, gulping salt water, and that’s the last of his 
nibs till the sharks catch hold of him. Do fish ever get seasick? 

Then you have a beautiful calm without a cloud, smooth sea, placid, crew and cargo in 
smithereens, Davy Jones’ locker, moon looking down so peaceful. Not my fault, old 
cockalorum. 

A last lonely candle wandered up the sky from Mirus bazaar in search of funds for Mercer’s 
hospital and broke, drooping, and shed a cluster of violet but one white stars. They floated, 
fell: they faded. The shepherd’s hour: the hour of folding: hour of tryst. From house to house, 
giving his everwelcome double knock, went the nine o’clock postman, the glowworm’s lamp at 
his belt gleaming here and there through the laurel hedges. And among the five young trees a 
hoisted lintstock lit the lamp at Leahy’s terrace. By screens of lighted windows, by equal 
gardens a shrill voice went crying, wailing: Evening Telegraph, stop press edition! Result of the 
Gold Cup races! and from the door of Dignam’s house a boy ran out and called. Twittering the 
bat flew here, flew there. Far out over the sands the coming surf crept, grey. Howth settled for 
slumber, tired of long days, of yumyum rhododendrons (he was old) and felt gladly the night 
breeze lift, ruffle his fell of ferns. He lay but opened a red eye unsleeping, deep and slowly 
breathing, slumberous but awake. And far on Kish bank the anchored lightship twinkled, 
winked at Mr Bloom. 

Life those chaps out there must have, stuck in the same spot. Irish Lights board. Penance for 
their sins. Coastguards too. Rocket and breeches buoy and lifeboat. Day we went out for the 
pleasure cruise in the Erin’s King, throwing them the sack of old papers. Bears in the zoo. Filthy 
trip. Drunkards out to shake up their livers. Puking overboard to feed the herrings. Nausea. 
And the women, fear of God in their faces. Milly, no sign of funk. Her blue scarf loose, 
laughing. Don’t know what death is at that age. And then their stomachs clean. But being lost 
they fear. When we hid behind the tree at Crumlin. I didn’t want to. Mamma! Mamma! Babes 
in the wood. Frightening them with masks too. Throwing them up in the air to catch them. I’ll 
murder you. Is it only half fun? Or children playing battle. Whole earnest. How can people aim 
guns at each other. Sometimes they go off. Poor kids! Only troubles wildfire and nettlerash. 
Calomel purge I got her for that. After getting better asleep with Molly. Very same teeth she 
has. What do they love? Another themselves? But the morning she chased her with the 
umbrella. Perhaps so as not to hurt. I felt her pulse. Ticking. Little hand it was: now big. 
Dearest Papli. All that the hand says when you touch. Loved to count my waistcoat buttons. 
Her first stays I remember. Made me laugh to see. Little paps to begin with. Left one is more 
sensitive, I think. Mine too. Nearer the heart? Padding themselves out if fat is in fashion. Her 
growing pains at night, calling, wakening me. Frightened she was when her nature came on her 
first. Poor child! Strange moment for the mother too. Brings back her girlhood. Gibraltar. 
Looking from Buena Vista. O’Hara’s tower. The seabirds screaming. Old Barbary ape that 
gobbled all his family. Sundown, gunfire for the men to cross the lines. Looking out over the 
sea she told me. Evening like this, but clear, no clouds. I always thought I’d marry a lord or a 
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rich gentleman coming with a private yacht. Buenas noches, señorita. El hombre ama la 
muchacha hermosa. Why me? Because you were so foreign from the others. 

Better not stick here all night like a limpet. This weather makes you dull. Must be getting on 
for nine by the light. Go home. Too late for Leah, Lily of Killarney. No. Might be still up. Call to 
the hospital to see. Hope she’s over. Long day I’ve had. Martha, the bath, funeral, house of 
Keyes, museum with those goddesses, Dedalus’ song. Then that bawler in Barney Kiernan’s. 
Got my own back there. Drunken ranters what I said about his God made him wince. Mistake 
to hit back. Or? No. Ought to go home and laugh at themselves. Always want to be swilling in 
company. Afraid to be alone like a child of two. Suppose he hit me. Look at it other way round. 
Not so bad then. Perhaps not to hurt he meant. Three cheers for Israel. Three cheers for the 
sister-in-law he hawked about, three fangs in her mouth. Same style of beauty. Particularly 
nice old party for a cup of tea. The sister of the wife of the wild man of Borneo has just come 
to town. Imagine that in the early morning at close range. Everyone to his taste as Morris said 
when he kissed the cow. But Dignam’s put the boots on it. Houses of mourning so depressing 
because you never know. Anyhow she wants the money. Must call to those Scottish Widows as 
I promised. Strange name. Takes it for granted we’re going to pop off first. That widow on 
Monday was it outside Cramer’s that looked at me. Buried the poor husband but progressing 
favourably on the premium. Her widow’s mite. Well? What do you expect her to do? Must 
wheedle her way along. Widower I hate to see. Looks so forlorn. Poor man O’Connor wife and 
five children poisoned by mussels here. The sewage. Hopeless. Some good matronly woman in 
a porkpie hat to mother him. Take him in tow, platter face and a large apron. Ladies’ grey 
flannelette bloomers, three shillings a pair, astonishing bargain. Plain and loved, loved for ever, 
they say. Ugly: no woman thinks she is. Love, lie and be handsome for tomorrow we die. See 
him sometimes walking about trying to find out who played the trick. U. p: up. Fate that is. He, 
not me. Also a shop often noticed. Curse seems to dog it. Dreamt last night? Wait. Something 
confused. She had red slippers on. Turkish. Wore the breeches. Suppose she does? Would I like 
her in pyjamas? Damned hard to answer. Nannetti’s gone. Mailboat. Near Holyhead by now. 
Must nail that ad of Keyes’s. Work Hynes and Crawford. Petticoats for Molly. She has 
something to put in them. What’s that? Might be money. 

Mr Bloom stooped and turned over a piece of paper on the strand. He brought it near his 
eyes and peered. Letter? No. Can’t read. Better go. Better. I’m tired to move. Page of an old 
copybook. All those holes and pebbles. Who could count them? Never know what you find. 
Bottle with story of a treasure in it, thrown from a wreck. Parcels post. Children always want to 
throw things in the sea. Trust? Bread cast on the waters. What’s this? Bit of stick. 

O! Exhausted that female has me. Not so young now. Will she come here tomorrow? Wait 
for her somewhere for ever. Must come back. Murderers do. Will I? 

Mr Bloom with his stick gently vexed the thick sand at his foot. Write a message for her. 
Might remain. What? 

I. 
Some flatfoot tramp on it in the morning. Useless. Washed away. Tide comes here. Saw a 

pool near her foot. Bend, see my face there, dark mirror, breathe on it, stirs. All these rocks 
with lines and scars and letters. O, those transparent! Besides they don’t know. What is the 
meaning of that other world. I called you naughty boy because I do not like. 

AM. A. 
No room. Let it go. 
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Mr Bloom effaced the letters with his slow boot. Hopeless thing sand. Nothing grows in it. 
All fades. No fear of big vessels coming up here. Except Guinness’s barges. Round the Kish in 
eighty days. Done half by design. 

He flung his wooden pen away. The stick fell in silted sand, stuck. Now if you were trying to 
do that for a week on end you couldn’t. Chance. We’ll never meet again. But it was lovely. 
Goodbye, dear. Thanks. Made me feel so young. 

Short snooze now if I had. Must be near nine. Liverpool boat long gone. Not even the 
smoke. And she can do the other. Did too. And Belfast. I won’t go. Race there, race back to 
Ennis. Let him. Just close my eyes a moment. Won’t sleep, though. Half dream. It never comes 
the same. Bat again. No harm in him. Just a few. 

O sweety all your little girlwhite up I saw dirty bracegirdle made me do love sticky we two 
naughty Grace darling she him half past the bed met him pike hoses frillies for Raoul de 
perfume your wife black hair heave under embon señorita young eyes Mulvey plump bubs me 
breadvan Winkle red slippers she rusty sleep wander years of dreams return tail end Agendath 
swoony lovey showed me her next year in drawers return next in her next her next. 

A bat flew. Here. There. Here. Far in the grey a bell chimed. Mr Bloom with open mouth, his 
left boot sanded sideways, leaned, breathed. Just for a few 

Cuckoo 
Cuckoo 
Cuckoo. 

The clock on the mantelpiece in the priest’s house cooed where Canon O’Hanlon and Father 
Conroy and the reverend John Hughes S. J. were taking tea and sodabread and butter and fried 
mutton chops with catsup and talking about 

Cuckoo 
Cuckoo 
Cuckoo. 

Because it was a little canarybird that came out of its little house to tell the time that Gerty 
MacDowell noticed the time she was there because she was as quick as anything about a thing 
like that, was Gerty MacDowell, and she noticed at once that that foreign gentleman that was 
sitting on the rocks looking was 

Cuckoo 
Cuckoo 
Cuckoo. 
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FINNEGANS WAKE 

 

12. 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. 

13.   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 
sweet reasons why blossomtime’s the best. Elders fall for green almonds when they’re raised 
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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. 

14. 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. 
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? 
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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. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 


