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Chapter 1 Telemachus (F\ENIFLE)

STATELY, PLUMP BUCK MULLIGAN CAME FROM THE STAIRHEAD, bearing a bowl of lather
on which a mirror and a razor lay crossed. —

BRI ESe - SRRMEBLE T R, FH WK, RFHNTIRXBELERE, —

A yellow dressing gown, ungirdled, was sustained gently-behind him by the mild morning air. —

S EREMNRNERMEE —FRABTNECEREE, —

He held the bowl aloft and intoned:

thszEm, SFKIEE:

— Introibo ad altare Dei.
- BREZMIVRIGEIE,

Halted, he peered down the dark winding stairs and called up coarsely:

IS ERY, AR5 RISUMRAIENE, HEERIE:

— Come up, Kinch. Come up, you fearful jesuit.

- EXRIE, &5, LXRIE, (RIBAEEAMERERS T,

Solemnly he came forward and mounted the round gunrest. —

fE=iERRTS, ELTEPMER, —

He faced about and blessed gravely thrice the tower, the surrounding country and the awaking
mountains. —

i S U EMERMAEEMELERE =R, —

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. —

Ria, WENTEFS - BiAhl, HEEfhEL, EEESHN+F, WRELHMEME, &
&%

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.

AREMEER L FS BRI TR FREEEE IR, 2B ERNMERILIRERIE A,
BRNG, LLIREZR L6858,

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

B DHREEE T —REF TE, ARTESE T,

— Back to barracks, he said sternly.
- EEEE, {mﬂzb_iiﬂ_jpi}\ao
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He added in a preacher’s tone:

fhAMEH T HES I FIE:

— For this, O dearly beloved, is the genuine Christine: body and soul and blood and ouns. —

- REMAN, XHMEMENEE: AFHRHR, MRAFMBRE, —

Slow music, please. Shut your eyes, gents. One moment. —

BENENER. ALRE, T£E0N. Fzl, —

A little trouble about those white corpuscles. Silence, all.

RTRLEAMRE MM, Z5R, il

He peered sideways up and gave a long low whistle of call, then paused awhile in rapt
attention, his even white teeth glistening here and there with gold points. —

fafflEm £, RT—PMRKBEOE, AR—RFZAEIMETR, wBP—HEEENTE LGB
RINFEZBENS, —

Chrysostomos. Two strong shrill whistles answered through the calm.

RERIIEREN. BEMRRIOEDESTE,

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

— B, R, fhiFRitilE, XS T, ATRERIRE ?

He skipped off the gunrest and looked gravely at his watcher, gathering about his legs the

loose folds of his gown. —

ek TAESR, FRMESMNETE, ERERKBNMBELERER L. —

The plump shadowed face and sullen oval jowl recalled a prelate, patron of arts in the middle
ages. —

FmAIPREERC A ERRIHE T EiLABEFIH N ZEREIA, —

A pleasant smile broke quietly over his lips.

fhfe EFRERttZ AT T iR B RSE,

— The mockery of it, he said gaily. Your absurd name, an ancient Greek.
- BFE, R, FIRIBNAT, HHRERF.

He pointed his finger in friendly jest and went over to the parapet, laughing to himself. —

Rt AFIEIEE, ERRNKL, EECRKEEER. —

Stephen Dedalus stepped up, followed him wearily half way and sat down on the edge of the

gunrest, watching him still as he propped his mirror on the parapet, dipped the brush in the
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bowl and lathered cheeks and neck.
FES EANEGELET ft, REMREMSERLEMERDLE, ©hEFEE M, MIBRFETHE
£, EBRIFENER, EREBFEFRER,

Buck Mulligan’s gay voice went on.

B BERANAKKERE,

— My name is absurd too: Malachi Mulligan, two dactyls. But it has a Hellenic ring, hasn’t it? —
- BNBFHRRE: DHEBER, RIMKET., EXTMBFHEERAE, T2 °? —

Tripping and sunny like the buck himself. We must go to Athens. —

TohhiEmERENE, MEBRRFERE, BATWAEHE, —

Will you come if | can get the aunt to fork out twenty quid?

NRFEELRBIHL —+RE, (REERG?

He laid the brush aside and, laughing with delight, cried:
i TR+, SXHERER:

— Will he come? The jejune jesuit.
— &3R5 ? BRI R AR IRAVERER & 1,

Ceasing, he began to shave with care.

BRR, fhFmRfrmttaElR.,

— Tell me, Mulligan, Stephen said quietly.
-Hif¥k, BER, EFFTEFN,

—Yes, my love?

-2, EFEMN?

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

Buck Mulligan showed a shaven cheek over his right shoulder.
B 2EREAE LEH 18IS T FMRHE,

— God, isn’t he dreadful? he said frankly. A ponderous Saxon. He thinks you'’re not a
gentleman. —

—KWE, fEEM, mBRME, —NAENEERA. IAREARELT, —

God, these bloody English. Bursting with money and indigestion. Because he comes from
Oxford. —
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KW, XETERREA, AR FEHESEIBECAR. BRftRBFRE, —

You know, Dedalus; you have the real Oxford manner. He can’t make you out. —

fR¥E, HiA#E; MBEEENFENE, MENMEMR, —

O, my name for you is the best: Kinch, the knife-blade.

R, L (RENRMRF: €5, 717,

He shaved warily over his chin.

fth /)N Catth &1 S 1,

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

~fhBEIEEEIIAR T —RRY, EFSZH. HREEWE?

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

—— AR, BERU, RENEHETE?

— | was, Stephen said with energy and growing fear. —

-HEH, EFZUE, BOEFHEMN, BOTRMNE, —

Out here in the dark with a man | don’t know raving and moaning to himself about shooting a
black panther. —

EXREER, B—MHRNARNBAE—E, thESHIEHRERE, VVMEIHEZRR—
/\%%,‘Jo -

You saved men from drowning. I'm not a hero, however. —

RNBIERIARRT BN, BAR— 1R, A, —

If he stays on here | am off.

MRMMEBEXE, HHET.

Buck Mulligan frowned at the lather on his razorblade. —

By BHREEBLBEFT]TIT LHREAR, —

He hopped down from his perch and began to search his trouser pockets hastily.

fBNSMIBE R, WICHAREERTFOR,

— Scutter, he cried thickly.
- £RE, Il ERERIE,

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

ERTRIESE, AREFEATEFFNEOR, HiE:
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— Lend us a loan of your noserag to wipe my razor.

— fERARRFIHRE— TSI T

Stephen suffered him to pull out and hold up on show by its corner a dirty crumpled
handkerchief. —

SPEFiLMELE—RESS. KEEHNFMH, AFHNARREHE, —

Buck Mulligan wiped the razorblade neatly. —

By KFREEHFEHERT], —

Then, gazing over the handkerchief, he said:

Ra, RN EFMHELGRE:

— The bard’s noserag. A new art colour for our Irish poets: —
-G A&, HMNERZFAN—MIFNZEAEE: Bi%, H/LFIUEEERKE,

=ie? —

snotgreen. You can almost taste it, can’t you?

X E L=, RAEEHEMNE, MmIBKEANEIERR &KL MRIE,

He mounted to the parapet again and gazed out over Dublin bay, his fair oakpale hair stirring
slightly.
—KWE, iz, BIEEARIL/REMZHNIE: —(UEBaMIHBERNEEN ? BEIKE.

— God, he said quietly. Isn’t the sea what Algy calls it: —
fh BRI TEEAT £, BOEEHEMRE, —

a grey sweet mother? The snotgreen sea. —

B L EAAN AR B SR M IRR, —

The scrotumtightening sea. Epi oinopa ponton. Ah, Dedalus, the Greeks. | must teach you. —

FWEERE, RE-BFEEH-EE, W, @A~ SEA. BWRRE, —

You must read them in the original. Thalatta! Thalatta! —
RATARFEE, ~ KB ! Kig! —

She is our great sweet mother. Come and look.

RHRANNEAHEBNEE, IREE.

Stephen stood up and went over to the parapet. —

EFEFIMERER =L, —
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Leaning on it he looked down on the water and on the mailboat clearing the harbour mouth of

Kingstown.

thFEA=AT LIEEBK, UREFEIEE DRIBRA,

— Our mighty mother, Buck Mulligan said.
- BAMERIIEEE, BR-BRIRIT,

He turned abruptly his great searching eyes from the sea to Stephen’s face.
fih AL BB RCRZRIAREE N iBiF4% [0 T EF SRR,

— The aunt thinks you killed your mother, he said. —
- FIRTESIRR TIRIEEE, fihik.

That's why she won't let me have anything to do with you.

XL Rt AR ILERFEBEFIXR,

— Someone killed her, Stephen said gloomily.

- BARTH, EESEKETRMIL,

— You could have knelt down, damn it, Kinch, when your dying mother asked you, Buck
Mulligan said. —

— EIRETERIEEERIRIE FTH50Y, (RREAELT, Bx-BRRIE, —

I’'m hyperborean as much as you. But to think of your mother begging you with her last breath

to kneel down and pray for her. —

BEFE—H2INER. BRBFNEEABRE —OSERIFE T oitdrts, —

And you refused. There is something sinister in you.

RENELT, RBIRILAEENEFZY.

He broke off and lathered again lightly his farther cheek. A tolerant smile curled his lips.
S T REZE B O S AR EIEERR, —£EBHMEZFMEMIERA,

— But a lovely mummer, he murmured to himself. Kinch, the loveliest mummer of them all.
- BEREMRESR, B C{ES. €5, FIEEAPREM,

He shaved evenly and with care, in silence, seriously.

fNOEBEIYSIMERR T, —SA7%, AR,

Stephen, an elbow rested on the jagged granite, leaned his palm against his brow and gazed at

the fraying edge of his shiny black coat-sleeve. —
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EEFS, —RFREESENTHNENE L, BFEIEENL, RUSMBFRNREREINEMH
TRERAS%, —

Pain, that was not yet the pain of love, fretted his heart. —

BARENRE, AMNETBEMND. —

Silently, in a dream she had come to him after her death, her wasted body within its loose
brown grave-clothes giving off an odour of wax and rosewood, her breath, that had bent upon
him, mute, reproachful, a faint odour of wetted ashes. —

LB, {pERZ IR, MAIPAEASBNEMHERSE, BMAHBEMAARNSIK, MY
Tk, BEsEinft, FHEMAIR, T& - L#HERRSK, —

Across the threadbare cuffedge he saw the sea hailed as a great sweet mother by the well-fed
voice beside him. —

UERMONE, hBIKRSAFHFEMTBRNKBRHENEE,

The ring of bay and skyline held a dull green mass of liquid. —

BFR BRI AL — D BREH R B IRIRRIEIR,

A bowl of white china had stood beside her deathbed holding the green sluggish bile which she
had torn up from her rotting liver by fits of loud groaning vomiting.

— M EHEEREREIRLRIKD, BEEMMEEHIRTIE S RIZIXE AT HE S e,

Buck Mulligan wiped again his razorblade.

B5- DRIREXIER a9 T,

— Ah, poor dogsbody, he said in a kind voice. —

‘W, EIIREVEL, "ttA—MRNNEEIR. —

| must give you a shirt and few noserags. —

"B NAIR— 2 LREM, " —

How are the secondhand breeks?

FHEREAET 2

— They fit well enough, Stephen answered.

“REBH, "EHFSOEFE,

Buck Mulligan attacked the hollow beneath his underlip.

B DHRIGEM FE THMEL,
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— The mockery of it, he said contentedly, secondleg they should be. —
“XERIK, "MASMIE, NIZERER, " —

God knows what poxy bowsy left them off. | have a lovely pair with a hair stripe, grey. —
‘KIRFEMMELCESZILEN T ERN, RBFER, B—FRLY, KE, "—

You'll look spiffing in them. I’'m not joking, Kinch. You look damn well when you're dressed.

FZELENRBERRER. BAREAIMEK, Kinch, RFEKRIMEESERERERT.

— Thanks, Stephen said. | can’t wear them if they are grey.

— B, EES U, MRENBREMIE, FRHFNES,

— He can’t wear them, Buck Mulligan told his face in the mirror. —
- fERgEFE], BR-KARERFERNEECH. —

Etiquette is etiquette. He kills his mother but he can’t wear grey trousers.
FLINZALN, MR T BB EANEEF IET

He folded his razor neatly and with stroking palps of fingers felt the smooth skin.

fhEFHEIF T F, BFEREEBLBIIRAL,

Stephen turned his gaze from the sea and to the plump face with its smokeblue mobile eyes.

HEFICEANKB LR, LEARKEFEE, BKEEEREENINTIRE.

— That fellow | was with in the Ship last night, said Buck Mulligan, says you have g. —
— MR EIEE BBRIRIARIK, Br-KFRIAE, HIFGFT —MKR, hHRERN ES8%E
Dottyville, —

p.i. He’s up in Dottyville with Conolly Norman. —

fSEEEl, —

General paralysis of the insane.
P RIET, IBRFEZPIT —NFE, DT AEEEE L,

He swept the mirror a half circle in the air to flash the tidings abroad in sunlight now radiant on
the sea. —

ekl o)

W

ENTHIMSIER TSR, ININAANBF GA%, —

His curling shaven lips laughed and the edges of his white glittering teeth. —
KR GHE T thE AR T, —

Laughter seized all his strong wellknit trunk.

-BEREC, fthii, FXNEIMREYEFA,
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— Look at yourself, he said, you dreadful bard.
HESEES, RUEREMMNEF, LEE-EEEHANRLE, LLEEEETE, M
B EMABRR %

Stephen bent forward and peered at the mirror held out to him, cleft by a crooked crack, hair on
end. —

BWERFER TIXKE ? IMRBIEBRE, —

As he and others see me. —

X, —

Who chose this face for me? This dogsbody to rid of vermin. It asks me too.
Bial— N B AR AR,

— | pinched it out of the skivvy’s room, Buck Mulligan said. It does her all right. —

- BAZREEZEN, BR-BRRE, INMRSE, —

The aunt always keeps plain-looking servants for Malachi. —

MEBEEADNEEERRFEHIA. —

Lead him not into temptation. And her name is Ursula.

AES|FEfM, HIRFREAIL

Laughing again, he brought the mirror away from Stephen’s peering eyes.
K&, MERFANRSSHSNIRBIIE.

— The rage of Caliban at not seeing his face in a mirror, he said. —
- FEVIREARE B AR TFENRMETS, Mmid,. —

If Wilde were only alive to see you.
MR ERELEFEEBRRAL T,

Drawing back and pointing, Stephen said with bitterness:
ESREEEHE, TEEL:

— Itis a symbol of Irish art. The cracked lookingglass of a Buck Mulligan suddenly linked his
arm in Stephen’s and walked with him round the tower, his razor and mirror clacking in the
pocket where he had thrust them.

- XRE/RZZANRILE, B HRIABRAREMZESHNFE, BEER Mth—&EE, (it
TMBEFEEORE, RHTBRENEE,

10
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— It's not fair to tease you like that, Kinch, is it? he said kindly. —
- XFEMFRAKRLTE, £3FF, WIE? MmSHiL, —

God knows you have more spirit than any of them.

EFBFEREE AT MERIABE B,

Parried again. He fears the lancet of my art as | fear that of his. The cold steelpen.

BX®E, tWERERNZARZT], MERERMI—F, BELHIWE,

— Cracked lookingglass of a servant. Tell that to the oxy chap downstairs and touch him for a
guinea. —

— (MR, ZEFETBIEERK, FRME-RE, —

He’s stinking with money and thinks you’re not a gentleman. —

e EhARTH, TREHRARHL. —

His old fellow made his tin by selling jalap to Zulus or some bloody swindle or other. —

fEXEREEALE-LZENEEESE—LiRERER. —

God, Kinch, if you and | could only work together we might do something for the island.
Hellenise it.

KW, &3, WMRMEIME—LIIF, BATHIFEIIEZEMRT4, FEILE.

Cranly’s arm. His arm.

R=AMHFE, HHFE,

— And to think of your having to beg from these swine. —

- EREREEXEE —HFHIAZT, —

I’'m the only one that knows what you are. —
SBEHMEFEE. —

Why don’t you trust me more? What have you up your nose against me? Is it Haines? —

MRt LAAREEER ? MEHRBHT ML ? EERBEG ? —

If he makes any noise here I'll bring down Seymour and we’ll give him a ragging worse than
they gave Clive Kempthorpe.
MNRMMEXERWKEF, FHIURAE, HANSLLMIITEFERR EERZEEN™FE,

Young shouts of moneyed voices in Clive Kempthorpe’s rooms. Palefaces: —
ERXNBEREFEREEVATINFERE, THIK: —

11
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they hold their ribs with laughter, one clasping another, O, | shall expire! —
TEENERINE, —1NEHEB 1, W, BEXRET ! —

Break the news to her gently, Aubrey! | shall die! —
EMEIR, BAE | HIIERY ! —

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. —

fthpVstiZ LaBEIRNLTEZPHT, hREEEMR ENET, HOBACHIOBEETARYE
ST EE kR, —

A scared calf’s face gilded with marmalade. —

— KW AERR S M _CROM AR N RS, —

| don’t want to be debagged! Don'’t you play the giddy ox with me!
HAEEEREL | RIFNFHFA XK |

Shouts from the open window startling evening in the quadrangle. —

MR E P& REIRIFEDEE 7 e 2HER, —

A deaf gardener, aproned, masked with Matthew Arnold’s face, pushes his mower on the
sombre lawn watching narrowly the dancing motes of grasshalms.

—1MREDE MEEEER, ETITEERE, HEREVERBNEN E, ZATEEFMIEM R

71N
= =1

To ourselves... new paganism... omphalos.

WEC.... HRH...HD.

— Let him stay, Stephen said. There’s nothing wrong with him except at night.

— LB TIE, £FFiH. AR AR,

— Then what is it? Buck Mulligan asked impatiently. Cough it up. —
- BARM Ale] e ? Bre- KRR AmMbE)E, HIE, —

I’'m quite frank with you. What have you against me now?
BIHRIEE B, FREXTHETLEN ?

They halted, looking towards the blunt cape of Bray Head that lay on the water like the snout of

a sleeping whale. —

fE TR, BAEG—KEEERTNGENEL—FHE KA LNGAERAIIRES, —

12
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Stephen freed his arm quietly.

SEFEFIHEIIRAR T thBVASAE,

— Do you wish me to tell you? he asked.
— (RIBIEFHIRIRAG ? fhia])iE,

— Yes, what is it? Buck Mulligan answered. | don’t remember anything.

- =, 245 7? B BFREEFR. RTLABMRNCET,

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.

i iE AT E L F S, —HiE KRSk, EhEARFIERNEA ERMibEHT, FEt
HIBR R IR EBAIEE S,

Stephen, depressed by his own voice, said:
SPESENEBCHEEIR:

— Do you remember the first day | went to your house after my mother’s death?

— (IR ERAERBDEFHFE —XRERRG ?

Buck Mulligan frowned quickly and said:

B BRREEB LA :

— What? Where? | can’t remember anything. —
— 4?2 EME ? Bt 2 8IERERT, —

| remember only ideas and sensations. Why? —
HBRICE-ERENRERE, hfta? —

What happened in the name of God?
—tNRRERETHAL?

— You were making tea, Stephen said, and | went across the landing to get more hot water. —

— fRAEER, EFFU, MBEINEEFEES K, —

Your mother and some visitor came out of the drawingroom. —

ROEEEM—IEELET, —

She asked you who was in your room.

it o) R EFE (R BS 8],

— Yes? Buck Mulligan said. What did | say? | forget.
- 2N ? By BRRw, T ?HTIET.

13
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— You said, Stephen answered, O, it's only Dedalus whose mother is beastly dead.
— R, RFFOEE, B, FRBEAZMGECETIRMELRT,

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

B RARIEBZE RIS, ILHBEREFEERA,

— Did | say that? he asked. Well? What harm is that?
— BRI ARG ? o8, BB A ?

He shook his constraint from him nervously.

it Gt T B CHIRE,

— And what is death, he asked, your mother’s or yours or my own? You saw only your mother
die. —

- JERAT 4 2 flhin], {REFFERIFERRIRHIZE, BRI ? (RRABRTREESY, —

| see them pop off every day in the Mater and Richmond and cut up into tripes in the dissecting

room. —

BREXHEEMESRRERNELRERSL, ASERIIZERENER. —

It's a beastly thing and nothing else. It simply doesn’t matter. —

BRER—HIEWERE, TAB8TRE BELREE —

You wouldn’t kneel down to pray for your mother on her deathbed when she asked you. Why?

(REEEIRLRTERIRIE N ithafts, (REELT, AL ? —

Because you have the cursed jesuit strain in you, only it’s injected the wrong way. —

EAFARGTERERNEBREER, IFNTEANERERIR, —

To me it's all a mockery and beastly. Her cerebral lobes are not functioning. —
SR FX—tIE R BFAIAR, WK REETEEETF, —

She calls the doctor Sir Peter Teazle and picks buttercups off the quilt. —
WIEEEMFRE FEUREL, ANBEFLERTTEAR, —

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. —

LIRS B BIZESR, RiEE THIRERRESE, HEABANMRAIEREHE N EARFEEEHE M
%uﬁgE,E\,o -

14
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Absurd! | suppose | did say it. | didn’t mean to offend the memory of your mother.
Wi HEBMMKIA T, BAARERBILREERNICIZ,

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

ESBIEMTEREER, £FF2Mil, BIPERESEEMOPETHRO:

— | am not thinking of the offence to my mother.

- FREERINHEFENEIL,

— Of what, then? Buck Mulligan asked.
-4, 45?7 Ex-BRIRENE,

— Of the offence to me, Stephen answered.
- BIHWHMEIL, £FFOEFE,

Buck Mulligan swung round on his heel.

B 2RRXRAEE,

— O, an impossible person! he exclaimed.
— IR, —/AEERAA ! RAUE,

He walked off quickly round the parapet. Stephen stood at his post, gazing over the calm sea
towards the headland. —
iR ST IRIEE T, BEFMERM, RUETHWEBEIEHA, —

Sea and headland now grew dim. Pulses were beating in his eyes, veiling their sight, and he

felt the fever of his cheeks.

BABRAHRE, MRPEKERD, B TMRE, thBRREBULR,

A voice within the tower called loudly:

ERBAKRERE:

— Are you up there, Mulligan?
- BAR, FELMEIG?

— I’'m coming, Buck Mulligan answered.

-HRT, BR-Z2AREmEE.

He turned towards Stephen and said:

A SEF I E:

15
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— Look at the sea. What does it care about offences? —
-EFEXRBE, ERUOMALEILRE? —

Chuck Loyola, Kinch, and come on down. The Sassenach wants his morning rashers.

WRRIE, B £F, FRRABZMHNEERR.

His head halted again for a moment at the top of the staircase, level with the roof.

YK BRSNS NR, 5EINFTFE.

— Don’t mope over it all day, he said. I'm inconsequent. Give up the moody brooding.

- ABRXEETRE, g, HELXREK BT MEBRERRE,

His head vanished but the drone of his descending voice boomed out of the stairhead:

fRISKER T, (Eft FERRTEEEEEOESS.

And no more turn aside and brood

AEBLE, MITE

Upon love’s bitter mystery
XTFENBE 2
For Fergus rules the brazen cars.

ESpAE - RSN =E = 2 P D 2=

Woodshadows floated silently by through the morning peace from the stairhead seaward where
he gazed. —

AEABRNTHRPNERORFRL, AN 8FNAR, —

Inshore and farther out the mirror of water whitened, spurned by lightshod hurrying feet. —

EFMETAMKERERBER, REBNHNSKREE, —

White breast of the dim sea. The twining stresses, two by two. —

SRENEFNECME, mYMBENNT, —

A hand plucking the harpstrings merging their twining chords. —
—RFRoNEEE, N80 EME, —

Wavewhite wedded words shimmering on the dim tide.

RIS S S 1R SRERYERY L IANE,

A cloud began to cover the sun slowly, shadowing the bay in deeper green. —
—RGRIEEEEKRPE, E8IE RS, —
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Chapter 1 Telemachus (F\ENIFLE)

It lay behind him, a bowl of bitter waters. Fergus’ song: —
EEMSE, —NRAT KL, FASERIR: —

| sang it alone in the house, holding down the long dark chords. Her door was open: —

BIMBEREIEES, BENRKIE, MHNMASE: —

she wanted to hear my music. Silent with awe and pity | went to her bedside. —

iAEITRBIE K. BICHT RIS b E IR K.

She was crying in her wretched bed. For those words, Stephen: —

e ARIBRIR E30., EAMEE, BFES: —

love’s bitter mystery.
EEE 2,

Where now?

MBI ERIN ?

Her secrets: old feather fans, tasselled dancecards, powdered with musk, a gaud of amber
beads in her locked drawer. —

WMENE: EIHNBPER, TRANESTH, BBEBESEH, —DIRIBIKMIHEHBIERYHHE
Eo -

A birdcage hung in the sunny window of her house when she was a girl. —

/NEHERREBAIFACBRIEE P LEE 1B E, —

She heard old Royce sing in the pantomime of Turko the terrible and laughed with others when

he sang:

St RNz, wImdES FHE (FTRNRERA) WEERIFIER, SEMMA—ERSE:

| am the boy
HEA

That can enjoy

BEBER

Invisibility.
FRAZEfZ T

Phantasmal mirth, folded away: muskperfumed.

BRIZHOIR R, WITEER: FEBELE.

17



Chapter 1 Telemachus (F\ENIFLE)

And no more turn aside and brood
REBEB SR

Folded away in the memory of nature with her toys. Memories beset his brooding brain. —

EBARCIZPhEERNINE., OIZEREMTERNMNE, —

Her glass of water from the kitchen tap when she had approached the sacrament. —

MBS KRB ERI—MK, SETZER, —

A cored apple, filled with brown sugar, roasting for her at the hob on a dark autumn evening. —

E— 1 PRESHIRK B 50%, MEKAE LHBCEE—MERSHENER. —

Her shapely fingernails reddened by the blood of squashed lice from the children’s shirts.

WAMERERELEWN K LRERNA FRMRSLLI,

In a dream, silently, she had come to him, her wasted body within its loose graveclothes giving
off an odour of wax and rosewood, her breath bent over him with mute secret words, a faint
odour of wetted ashes.

TR, wEEMRESN, WHEHENSHRFERMIENR, BREEMIARNSIK, Tk
THEMmS L, FEELFENWEIEE, MIBEIERIRSIK,

~

Her glazing eyes, staring out of death, to shake and bend my soul. On me alone. —

WA HIRIARTR, FECHAUERNIRR. IBH. —

The ghostcandle to light her agony. Ghostly light on the tortured face. —
RN EIRR B SRS, EXTENR ERWMRARCE, —

Her hoarse loud breath rattling in horror, while all prayed on their knees. —

M KENRERS AR, FIEASRER E7Hs, —

Her eyes on me to strike me down. Liliata rutilantium te confessorum turma circumdet: —
sAREEET E B8 T EH1E, Liliata rutilantium te confessorum turma circumdet: —

iubilantium te virginum chorus excipiat.

iubilantium te virginum chorus excipiat.

Ghoul! Chewer of corpses!

BFRE ! FRHEESE !

No mother. Let me be and let me live.

RERE, LRBCERFE,
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Chapter 1 Telemachus (T\#F35)

— Kinch ahoy!

&, B!

Buck Mulligan’s voice sang from within the tower. —
B BIRNEEMERER, —

It came nearer up the staircase, calling again. —

Rt E FEME, BXRE, —

Stephen, still trembling at his soul’s cry, heard warm running sunlight and in the air behind him
friendly words.

SEFS, REAFFIREHDEBS, R TRRENAXTFAMR, SERRFIEE,

— Dedalus, comedown, like a good mosey. Breakfast is ready. —

RIZENET, TFRIE, BIMFZTF, PEESH T, —

Haines is apologizing for waking us last night. It's all right.

BEETORERRABEF I TIER. BX R,

— I'm coming, Stephen said, turning.

HRT, EFZH, 5.

— Do, for Jesus’ sake, Buck Mulligan said. For my sake and for all our sakes.

AT HRERBILEY, RFR, BR-BFRU, A TGN, B THRIMNKKEN.

His head disappeared and reappeared.

fhE SRR X B,

— | told him your symbol of Irish art. He says it's very clever. —

(SRR BR=2ZARIE, tiRRIEHE, —

Touch him for a quid, will you? A guinea, | mean.

mffs —SFEMHK, FE? BRNERRE—Hi,

— | get paid this morning, Stephen said.
- SRELHESZEITHEN, £FFR.

— The school kip? Buck Mulligan said. How much? Four quid? Lend us one.
- FRAY/NEE ? B -BRARENE, URE ? BHR—~.

— If you want it, Stephen said.
- MRIFBERNE, EFF .
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