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Who Goes With Fergus?
by William Butler Yeats

WHO will go drive with Fergus now,

And pierce the deep wood's woven shade,
And dance upon the level shore?

Young man, lift up your russet brow,

And lift your tender eyelids, maid,

And brood on hopes and fear no more.

And no more turn aside and brood
Upon love's bitter mystery;

For Fergus rules the brazen cars,
And rules the shadows of the wood,
And the white breast of the dim sea
And all dishevelled wandering stars.

¢Quién ir4 desde ahora en el carro de Fergus
a rasgar la penumbra del recondito bosque
y bailar en la orilla de las aguas en calma?
Alza, joven, tu frente pelirroja,

y alza, nifia, tus parpados serenos,

y NO penséis ya mas en miedos y esperanzas.

Y no penséis ya mas con esquiva mirada

en el misterio amargo del amor;

pues que Fergus gobierna las livianas carretas
y gobierna las sombras de los bosques,

y el blanco pecho del sombrio mar

y todas las errantes estrellas despeinadas.
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1. Reader: Mal Murphy

Stately, plump Buck Mulligan came from the stairhead, bearing a bowl of lather on
which a mirror and a razor lay crossed. A yellow dressinggown, ungirdled, was
sustained gently behind him on the mild morning air. He held the bowl aloft and
intoned:

—Introibo ad altare Dei.
Halted, he peered down the dark winding stairs and called out coarsely:
—Come up, Kinch! Come up, you fearful jesuit!

Solemnly he came forward and mounted the round gunrest. He faced about and
blessed gravely thrice the tower, the surrounding land and the awaking mountains.
Then, catching sight of Stephen Dedalus, he bent towards him and made rapid crosses
in the air, gurgling in his throat and shaking his head. Stephen Dedalus, displeased and
sleepy, leaned his arms on the top of the staircase and looked coldly at the shaking
gurgling face that blessed him, equine in its length, and at the light untonsured hair,
grained and hued like pale oak.

Buck Mulligan peeped an instant under the mirror and then covered the bowl
smartly.

—Back to barracks! he said sternly.
He added in a preacher’s tone:

—For this, O dearly beloved, is the genuine Christine: body and soul and blood and
ouns. Slow music, please. Shut your eyes, gents. One moment. A little trouble about
those white corpuscles. Silence, all.

He peered sideways up and gave a long slow whistle of call, then paused awhile in
rapt attention, his even white teeth glistening here and there with gold points.
Chrysostomos. Two strong shrill whistles answered through the calm.

—Thanks, old chap, he cried briskly. That will do nicely. Switch off the current, will
you?

He skipped off the gunrest and looked gravely at his watcher, gathering about his
legs the loose folds of his gown. The plump shadowed face and sullen oval jowl
recalled a prelate, patron of arts in the middle ages. A pleasant smile broke quietly
over his lips.

—The mockery of it! he said gaily. Your absurd name, an ancient Greek!

He pointed his finger in friendly jest and went over to the parapet, laughing to
himself. Stephen Dedalus stepped up, followed him wearily halfway and sat down on
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the edge of the gunrest, watching him still as he propped his mirror on the parapet,
dipped the brush in the bowl and lathered cheeks and neck.

Buck Mulligan’s gay voice went on.

—My name is absurd too: Malachi Mulligan, two dactyls. But it has a Hellenic ring,
hasn’t it? Tripping and sunny like the buck himself. We must go to Athens. Will you
come if | can get the aunt to fork out twenty quid?

He laid the brush aside and, laughing with delight, cried:
—Will he come? The jejune jesuit!

Ceasing, he began to shave with care.

—Tell me, Mulligan, Stephen said quietly.

—Yes, my love?

—How long is Haines going to stay in this tower?

Buck Mulligan showed a shaven cheek over his right shoulder.

—God, isn’t he dreadful? he said frankly. A ponderous Saxon. He thinks you’re not
a gentleman. God, these bloody English! Bursting with money and indigestion. Because
he comes from Oxford. You know, Dedalus, you have the real Oxford manner. He can’t
make you out. O, my name for you is the best: Kinch, the knife-blade.

He shaved warily over his chin.

—He was raving all night about a black panther, Stephen said. Where is his
guncase?

—A woful lunatic! Mulligan said. Were you in a funk?

—I| was, Stephen said with energy and growing fear. Out here in the dark with a
man | don’t know raving and moaning to himself about shooting a black panther. You
saved men from drowning. I’'m not a hero, however. If he stays on here | am off.

Buck Mulligan frowned at the lather on his razorblade. He hopped down from his
perch and began to search his trouser pockets hastily.

—Scutter! he cried thickly.

He came over to the gunrest and, thrusting a hand into Stephen’s upper pocket,
said:

—Lend us a loan of your noserag to wipe my razor.

Stephen suffered him to pull out and hold up on show by its corner a dirty
crumpled handkerchief. Buck Mulligan wiped the razorblade neatly. Then, gazing over
the handkerchief, he said:
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—The bard’s noserag! A new art colour for our Irish poets: snotgreen. You can
almost taste it, can’t you?

He mounted to the parapet again and gazed out over Dublin bay, his fair oakpale
hair stirring slightly.

—God! he said quietly. Isn’t the sea what Algy calls it: a great sweet mother? The
snotgreen sea. The scrotumtightening sea. Epi oinopa ponton. Ah, Dedalus, the Greeks!
| must teach you. You must read them in the original. Thalatta! Thalatta! She is our
great sweet mother. Come and look.

2. Lectoras: Pilar Pastor

Stephen se levanté y fue hacia el parapeto. Apoyandose en él, miré abajo al agua vy al
barco correo que pasaba por la bocana de Kingstown.

—iNuestra poderosa madre! dijo Buck Mulligan.
Desvié los ojos grises escrutantes abruptamente del mar a la cara de Stephen.

La tia piensa que mataste a tu madre, dijo. Por eso no me deja que tenga nada que ver
contigo.

Alguien la mato, dijo Stephen sombriamente.

—Te podias haber arrodillado, maldita sea, Kinch, cuando tu madre moribunda te lo
pidid, dijo Buck Mulligan. Soy tan hiperbéreo como tu. Pero pensar en tu madre
rogandote en su Ultimo aliento que te arrodillaras y rezaras por ella. Y te negaste. Hay
algo siniestroentti ... .

Se interrumpid y se enjabond de nuevo ligeramente el otro cachete. Una sonrisa
tolerante le arqued los labios.

—iPero un retorcido encantador! murmurd para si. iKinch, el retorcido mas encantador
del mundo!

Se afeitaba uniformemente y con cuidado, en silencio, se) riamente.

Stephen, un codo recostado en el granito rugoso, apoyd la palma de la mano en la
frente y repard en el borde raido de la manga de su americana negra deslucida. Una
pena, que aun no era pena de amor, le carcomia el corazén. Silenciosamente, en
suefios se le habia aparecido después de su muerte, el cuerpo consumido en una
mortaja holgada marrén, despidiendo olor a cera y palo de rosa, su aliento, que se
habia posado sobre él, mudo, acusador, un tenue olor a cenizas moladas. Mas alla del
borde del puiio deshilachado veia el mar al que aclamaba como inmensa dulce madre
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la bienalimentada voz a su lado. El anillo de la bahia y el horizonte retenian una masa
de liquido verde apagado. Un cuenco de loza blanca colocado junto a su lecho de
muerte reteniendo la bilis verde inerte que habia arrancado de su higado podrido con
vomitos espasmadicos quejumbrosos.

Buck Mulligan limpié de nuevo la hoja de la navaja.

—iAy, pobre e infeliz chucho apaleado! dijo con voz amable. Tengo que darte una
camisa y unos cuantos moqueros. ¢ Qué tal los calzones de segunda mano?

—No me quedan mal, contestd Stephen.
Buck Mulligan la emprendio con el hoyo bajo el labio.

—Menuda farsa, dijo guasonamente. Tendrian que ser de segunda pierna. Sabe Dios
qué sifilitigandumbas los soltd. Tengo un par que son un encanto a rayas finas, grises.
Estaras chulo con ellos. No bromeo, Kinch. Estds imponente cuando te arreglas.

—Gracias, dijo Stephen. No mulos voy a poner si son grises.

—No se los va a poner, dijo Buck Mulligan a su cara en el espejo. Etiqueta ante todo.
Mata a su madre pero no se va a poner unos pantalones grises.

Cerrd la navaja meticulosamente y con ligeros masajes de los dedos se palp6 la piel
suave.

Stephen desvié la mirada del mar a la cara oronda de ojos inquietos azulhumo.

Ese tipo con el que estuve anoche en el Ship, dijo Buck Mulligan, dice que tienes p.g.i.
Esta viviendo en Villachiflados con Conolly Norman. Parélisis general de insania.

Hizo una barrida con el espejo en semicirculo en el aire para difundir la nueva en los
contornos del sol radiante en este momento sobre el mar. Los arqueados labios
afeitados reian y el borde de los blancos dientes destellantes. La risa atrapo por
completo su torso robusto bien formado.

—iMirate, dijo, bardo horrendo!

Stephen se incliné hacia delante y escudrifié el espejo que sostenian frente a él,
partido por una raja torcida. El pelo de punta. Como él y otros me ven. ¢ Quién eligio
esta cara por mi? Este infeliz chucho apaleado al que hay que espulgar. También me lo
pregunta.

—Lo trinqué del cuarto de la chacha, dijo Buck Mulligan. Le esta bien merecido. La tia
siempre coge sirvientas feuchas para Malachi. No le dejes caer en la tentacién. Y se
llama Ursula.
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Riendo de nuevo, aparté el espejo de los ojos escudrifiantes de Stephen.

—La rabia de Caliban por no verse la cara en el espejo, dijo. iSi Wilde viviera para verte!
Retrocedio y, sefialando, dijo con amargura Stephen:

—Todo un simbolo del arte irlandés. El espejo rajado de una sirvienta.

Buck Mulligan repentinamente se cogid del brazo de Stephen y pased con él por la
torre, la navaja y el espejo zurriando en el bolsillo donde los habia metido.

—No estd bien que me meta asi contigo éverdad, Kinch? dijo amablemente. Sabe Dios
gue tienes mas valor que cualquiera de ellos.

Otro quite. Teme la lanceta de mi arte como yo temo la suya. La pluma acerada vy fria.

—iEl espejo rajado de una sirvienta! Cuéntaselo al cabestro de abajo y sdcale una
guinea. Apesta a dinero y no te considera un senor. Su viejo se forrd vendiendo jalapa
a los zultes o con cualquier otro timo de mierda. Dios, Kinch, si tu y yo al menos
trabajaramos juntos podriamos hacer algo por esta isla. Helenizarla.

3. Readers: Kate Marriage

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

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

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

To ourselves... new paganism... omphalos.
—Let him stay, Stephen said. There’s nothing wrong with him except at night.

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

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

29/10/2021 Bloomsday Society Madrid Pag. 7 de 15



2t ATENEO
DE MADRID

BLOOMSDAY SOCIETY

—Do you wish me to tell you? he asked.
—Yes, what is it? Buck Mulligan answered. | don’t remember anything.

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

Stephen, depressed by his own voice, said:
—Do you remember the first day | went to your house after my mother’s death?
Buck Mulligan frowned quickly and said:

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

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

—Yes? Buck Mulligan said. What did | say? | forget.
—You said, Stephen answered, O, it’s only Dedalus whose mother is beastly dead.

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

—Did | say that? he asked. Well? What harm is that?
He shook his constraint from him nervously.

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

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

—I am not thinking of the offence to my mother.
—Of what then? Buck Mulligan asked.
—Of the offence to me, Stephen answered.

Buck Mulligan swung round on his heel.
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—0, an impossible person! he exclaimed.

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

A voice within the tower called loudly:
—Are you up there, Mulligan?

—I’m coming, Buck Mulligan answered.
He turned towards Stephen and said:

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

His head halted again for a moment at the top of the staircase, level with the roof:
—Don’t mope over it all day, he said. I’'m inconsequent. Give up the moody brooding.
His head vanished but the drone of his descending voice boomed out of the stairhead:

And no more turn aside and brood
Upon love’s bitter mystery
For Fergus rules the brazen cars.

4. Lector: Pilar Pastor

Sombras de espesura flotaban silenciosamente por la paz de la mafiana desde el hueco
de la escalera hacia el mar al que miraba. En la orilla y mas adentro el espejo del agua
blanquecia, hollado por pisadas livianas de pies apresurados. Blanco seno del mar
ensombrecido. Golpes ligados, dos por dos. Una mano punteando las cuerdas del arpa,
combinando acordes ligados. Palabras enlazadas de blancoola fulgurando en la marea
ensombrecida.

Una nube empezo a tapar el sol lentamente, completamente, sombreando la bahia en
un verde mas profundo. Yacia a sus pies, cuenco de aguas amargas. La cancién de
Fergus: la cantaba a solas en casa, manteniendo los largos acordes oscuros. La puerta
de ella abierta: queria escuchar mi musica. Silencioso de temor y pesar me acerqué a
su cabecera. Lloraba en su cama miserable. Por aquellas palabras, Stephen: el misterio
del amor amargo.

éDonde ahora?

Sus secretos: viejos abanicos de plumas, carnés de baile con borlas, empolvados con
almizcle, un dije de cuentas de ambar en su cajén acerrojado. Una jaula colgaba de la
ventana soleada de su casa cuando era nifia. Oyo cantar al viejo Royce en la
pantomima Turco el terrible y ridé con los demas cuando él cantaba:
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Yo soy el rapaz
gue puedegozar
invisibilidad.

Regocijo fantasmal, guardado: almizcleperfumado.
Y no te apartes y le des vueltas.

Guardado en el recuerdo de la naturaleza con sus juguetes de nifia. Los recuerdos
asedian su mente cavilante. El vaso de agua del grifo de la cocina cuando hubo recibido
el sacramento. Una manzana descarozada, rellena de aziicar moreno, asandose para
ella en la hornilla en un apagado atardecer otofial. Las ufias perfectas enrojecidas con
la sangre de piojos aplastados de las camisas de los nifios.

En suenos, silenciosamente, se le habia aparecido, el cuerpo consumido en una
mortaja holgada, despidiendo olor a cera y palo de rosa, su aliento, posado sobre él
con palabras mudas enigmaticas, un tenue olor a cenizas mojadas.

Sus ojos vidriosos, mirando desde la muerte, para conmover y doblegarme el alma.
Clavados en mi sélo. Vela espectro para alumbrar su agonia. Luz espectral en su cara
atormentada. Ronca respiracién recia en estertores de horror, mientras todos rezaban
de rodillas. Sus ojos en mi para fulminarme. Liliata rutilantium te confessorum turma
circumdet: iubilantium te virginum chorus excipiat.

iNecrofago! iDevorador de cadaveres!

iNo, madre! Déjame ser y déjame vivir.

—iEh, Kinch!

La voz de Buck Mulligan cantaba desde dentro de la torre. Se acercaba escaleras
arriba, llamando de nuevo. Stephen, aun temblando por el lamento de su alma, oyd

una calida luz de sol deslizante y en el aire a su espalda palabras amigas.

—Dedalus, baja, panfilo. El desayuno esta listo. Haines pide disculpas por despertarnos
anoche. No pasa nada.

—Ya voy, dijo Stephen, volviéndose.

—Venga, por el amor de Dios, dijo Buck Mulligan. Por el amor mio y por todos los
amores.

Su cabeza desaparecio y reaparecio.

—Le conté lo de tu simbolo del arte irlandés. Dice que es muy agudo. Sacale una libra;
anda. Una guinea, mejor dicho.
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—Me pagan esta mafnana, dijo Stephen.
—céLa escuela de putas? dijo Buck Mulligan. ¢Cuanto? ¢ Cuatro libras? Déjame una.
—Si la necesitas, dijo Stephen.

—Cuatro relucientes soberanos, exclamo Buck Mulligan a gusto. Agarraremos una
gloriosa borrachera que asombre a los druidicos druidas. Cuatro omnipotentes
soberanos.

Alz6 las manos y pated escaleras de piedra abajo, desafinando una tonadilla con
acento chulapo londinense:

—iAy, lo pasaremos muy divertido, bebiendo gliisqui, ceruezay vino!
iEl dia de la coronacidn, de la coronacion!
iAy, lo pasaremos muy divertido el dia de la coronacion!

Cdlida luz de sol jugueteando sobre el mar. El cuenco de afeitar niquelado relucia,
olvidado, en el parapeto. ¢Por qué habria de bajarlo yo? ¢ O dejarlo donde esta todo el
dia, amistad olvidada?

Se acerco hasta el cuenco, lo sostuvo en las manos durante un tiempo sintiendo su
frescor, aspirando el espumajo aguanoso de la espuma donde la brocha estaba
hundida. Del mismo modo llevé la naveta con incienso entonces en Clongowes. Soy
otro ahora y sin embargo el mismo. Sirviente también. Servidor de un sirviente.

En la sombria estancia abovedada de la torre la silueta en batin de Buck Mulligan se
movia animadamente de un lado para otro alrededor del fogdn, tapando y revelando
el fulgor amarillo. Dos haces de suave luz cruzaban el suelo embaldosado desde lo alto
de las saeteras: y en la unién de los rayos una nube de humo de carbén y humaradas
de grasa frita flotaba, girando.

—Nos vamos a asfixiar, dijo Buck Mulligan. Haines, abre la puerta, anda.

Stephen puso el cuenco de afeitar en el armario. Una figura alta se levanté de Ia
hamaca donde habia estado sentada, se dirigio a la entrada y abrio de un tirén la
contrapuerta.

—éTienes la llave? preguntd una voz.

—Dedalus la tiene, dijo Buck Mulligan. iLa madre que ... que me asfixio!

Berred sin quitar la vista del fuego:

—iKinch!
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—Esta en la cerradura, dijo Stephen, avanzando.

La llave chirrié en circulo asperamente dos veces y, cuando el porton hubo quedado
entreabierto, una luz anhelada y aire brillante penetraron. Haines estaba en la entrada
mirando hacia fuera. Stephen arrastré su maleta puesta de pie hasta la mesa y se
sentd y esperd. Buck Mulligan echd la fritada en la fuente que habia junto a él.
Después llevd la fuente y una gran tetera a la mesa, las plantdé pesadamente sobre la
misma y suspird con alivio.

—Me derrito, dijo, como apuntd la vela al ... . Pero ichis! {Ni una palabra mas sobre ese
asunto! iKinch, despierta! Pan, mantequilla, miel. Haines, ven. El rancho esta listo.
Bendice, Sefior, estos alimentos. ¢ DAnde esta el azlcar? jAy, pardiez, no hay leche!

Stephen fue por la hogaza y el tarro de miel y la mantequera al armario. Buck Mulligan
se sentd con mal humor repentino.

—_iQué casa de putas es ésta? dijo. Le avisé que viniera pasadas las ocho.
—Podemos tomarlo solo, dijo Stephen sediento. Hay un limén en el armario.

—iMaldito seas tu y tus gustos parisinos! dijo Buck Mulligan. Yo lo que quiero es leche
de Sandycove.

Haines vino desde la entrada y dijo tranquilamente: —Esa mujer sube ya con la leche.

—iLa bendicién de Dios sea contigo! exclamé Buck Mulligan, levantandose de golpe de
la silla. Siéntate. Echa el té ahi ya. El azucar esta en la bolsa. Toma, que no voy a seguir
dandole a esos malditos huevos.

Troced la fritada en la fuente y la echd a paletadas en tres platos, diciendo:
—In nomine Patris et Filii et Spiritus Sancti.

5. Reader: Morgan Fagg

He walked on, waiting to be spoken to, trailing his ashplant by his side. Its ferrule
followed lightly on the path, squealing at his heels. My familiar, after me, calling,
Steeeeeeeeeeeephen! A wavering line along the path. They will walk on it tonight,
coming here in the dark. He wants that key. It is mine. | paid the rent. Now | eat his salt
bread. Give him the key too. All. He will ask for it. That was in his eyes.

—After all, Haines began...

Stephen turned and saw that the cold gaze which had measured him was not all
unkind.
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—After all, | should think you are able to free yourself. You are your own master, it
seems to me.

—I| am a servant of two masters, Stephen said, an English and an Italian.
—Italian? Haines said.

A crazy queen, old and jealous. Kneel down before me.

—And a third, Stephen said, there is who wants me for odd jobs.
—Italian? Haines said again. What do you mean?

—The imperial British state, Stephen answered, his colour rising, and the holy Roman
catholic and apostolic church.

Haines detached from his underlip some fibres of tobacco before he spoke.

—I can quite understand that, he said calmly. An Irishman must think like that, |
daresay. We feel in England that we have treated you rather unfairly. It seems history
is to blame.

The proud potent titles clanged over Stephen’s memory the triumph of their brazen
bells: et unam sanctam catholicam et apostolicam ecclesiam: the slow growth and
change of rite and dogma like his own rare thoughts, a chemistry of stars. Symbol of
the apostles in the mass for pope Marcellus, the voices blended, singing alone loud in
affirmation: and behind their chant the vigilant angel of the church militant disarmed
and menaced her heresiarchs. A horde of heresies fleeing with mitres awry: Photius
and the brood of mockers of whom Mulligan was one, and Arius, warring his life long
upon the consubstantiality of the Son with the Father, and Valentine, spurning Christ’s
terrene body, and the subtle African heresiarch Sabellius who held that the Father was
Himself His own Son. Words Mulligan had spoken a moment since in mockery to the
stranger. Idle mockery. The void awaits surely all them that weave the wind: a menace,
a disarming and a worsting from those embattled angels of the church, Michael’s host,
who defend her ever in the hour of conflict with their lances and their shields.

Hear, hear! Prolonged applause. Zut! Nom de Dieu!

—Of course I’'m a Britisher, Haines’s voice said, and | feel as one. | don’t want to see
my country fall into the hands of German jews either. That’s our national problem, I'm
afraid, just now.

Two men stood at the verge of the cliff, watching: businessman, boatman.
—She’s making for Bullock harbour.
The boatman nodded towards the north of the bay with some disdain.

—There’s five fathoms out there, he said. It’ll be swept up that way when the tide
comes in about one. It’s nine days today.
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The man that was drowned. A sail veering about the blank bay waiting for a swollen
bundle to bob up, roll over to the sun a puffy face, saltwhite. Here | am.

They followed the winding path down to the creek. Buck Mulligan stood on a stone, in
shirtsleeves, his unclipped tie rippling over his shoulder. A young man clinging to a spur
of rock near him, moved slowly frogwise his green legs in the deep jelly of the water.

—Is the brother with you, Malachi?
—Down in Westmeath. With the Bannons.

—Still there? | got a card from Bannon. Says he found a sweet young thing down there.
Photo girl he calls her.

—Snapshot, eh? Brief exposure.

Buck Mulligan sat down to unlace his boots. An elderly man shot up near the spur of
rock a blowing red face. He scrambled up by the stones, water glistening on his pate
and on its garland of grey hair, water rilling over his chest and paunch and spilling jets
out of his black sagging loincloth.

Buck Mulligan made way for him to scramble past and, glancing at Haines and
Stephen, crossed himself piously with his thumbnail at brow and lips and breastbone.

—Seymour’s back in town, the young man said, grasping again his spur of rock.
Chucked medicine and going in for the army.

—Ah, go to God! Buck Mulligan said.

—Going over next week to stew. You know that red Carlisle girl, Lily?

—Yes.

—Spooning with him last night on the pier. The father is rotto with money.
—Is she up the pole?

—Better ask Seymour that.

—Seymour a bleeding officer! Buck Mulligan said.

He nodded to himself as he drew off his trousers and stood up, saying tritely:
—Redheaded women buck like goats.

He broke off in alarm, feeling his side under his flapping shirt.

—My twelfth rib is gone, he cried. I’'m the Ubermensch. Toothless Kinch and |, the
supermen.

He struggled out of his shirt and flung it behind him to where his clothes lay.

—Are you going in here, Malachi?
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—Yes. Make room in the bed.

The young man shoved himself backward through the water and reached the middle of
the creek in two long clean strokes. Haines sat down on a stone, smoking.

—Are you not coming in? Buck Mulligan asked.
—Later on, Haines said. Not on my breakfast.
Stephen turned away.
—I’m going, Mulligan, he said.
—Give us that key, Kinch, Buck Mulligan said, to keep my chemise flat.
Stephen handed him the key. Buck Mulligan laid it across his heaped clothes.
—And twopence, he said, for a pint. Throw it there.

Stephen threw two pennies on the soft heap. Dressing, undressing. Buck Mulligan
erect, with joined hands before him, said solemnly:

—He who stealeth from the poor lendeth to the Lord. Thus spake Zarathustra.
His plump body plunged.

—We’ll see you again, Haines said, turning as Stephen walked up the path and smiling
at wild Irish.

Horn of a bull, hoof of a horse, smile of a Saxon.
—The Ship, Buck Mulligan cried. Half twelve.
—Good, Stephen said.

He walked along the upwardcurving path.

Liliata rutilantium.
Turma circumdet.
lubilantium te virginum.

The priest’s grey nimbus in a niche where he dressed discreetly. | will not sleep here
tonight. Home also | cannot go.

A voice, sweettoned and sustained, called to him from the sea. Turning the curve he
waved his hand. It called again. A sleek brown head, a seal’s, far out on the water,
round.

Usurper.
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