Joyce Walks : Circe Chapter of Ulysses
This PDF contains the text from James Joyce's Ulysses relevant to each point on the
Circe route from Joyce Walks.
More information on the walks from www.stunned.org/walks

Point 1
On the farther side under the railway bridge Bloom appears flushed, panting, cramming
bread and chocolate into a side pocket. From Gillens hairdressers window a composite
portrait shows him gallant Nelson's image. A concave mirror at the side presents to him
lovelorn longlost lugubru Booloohoom. Grave Gladstone sees him level Bloom for Bloom.
He passes, struck by the stare of truculent Wellington but in the con vex mirror grin
unstruck the bonham eyes and fatchuck cheekchops of Jollypoldy the rixdix doldy.
A sombre Y.M.C.A. young man, watchful among the warm sweet fumes of Graham
Lemon's, placed a throwaway in a hand of Mr Bloom.
Point 2
At Antonio Rabaiotti's door Bloom halts, sweated under the bright arclamps. He
disappears. In a moment he reappears and hurries on.)
BLOOM Fish and taters. N. g. Ah!
(He disappears into Olhousen's, the pork butcher's, under the downcoming rollshutter. A
few moments later he emerges from under the shutter puffing Poldy, blowing Bloohoom.
In each hand he holds a parcel, one containing a lukewarm pig's crubeen, the other a
cold sheep's trotter sprinkled with wholepepper He gasps, standing upright. Then
bending to one side he presses a parcel against his rib and groans.)
Point 3
*(The Mabbot street entrance of nighttown, before which stretches an uncobbled
transiding set with skeleton tracks, red and green will-o'-the-wisps and danger signals.
Rows of flimsy houses with gaping doors. Rare lamps with faint rainbow fans. Round
Rabaiotti's halted ice gondola stunted men and women squabble. They grab wafers
between which are wedged lumps of coal and copper snow. Sucking, they scatter slowly.
Children. The swancomb of the gondola, highreared, forges on through the murk, white
and blue under a lighthouse. Whistles call and answer.)
Point 4
No, eightyone. Mrs Cohen's. You might go farther and fare worse. Mother Slipperslapper.
(Familiarly.) She's on the job herself tonight with the vet, her tipster, that gives her all the
winners and pays for her son in Oxford. Working overtime but her luck's turned today.
(Suspiciously.) You're not his father, are you?
Point 5
At the corner of Beaver Street beneath the scaffolding Bloom panting stops on the fringe
of the noisy quarrelling knot, a lot not knowing a jot what hi! hi! row and wrangle round the
whowhat brawlaltogether.)

STEPHEN (With elaborate gestures, breathing deeply and slowly.) You are my guests. The
uninvited. By virtue of the fifth of George and seventh of Edward. History to blame. Fabled
by mothers of memory.
PRIVATE CARR (To Cissy Caffrey.) Was he insulting you?
... PRIVATE COMPTON He doesn't half want a thick ear, the blighter. Biff him one, Harry.
Point 6
Accordingly, after a few such preliminaries, as, in spite of his having forgotten to take up
his rather soapsuddy handkerchief after it had done yeoman service in the shaving line,
brushing, they both walked together along Beaver street, or, more properly, lane, as far as
the farrier's and the distinctly fetid atmosphere of the livery stables at the corner of
Montgomery street.
Point 7
they made tracks to the left from thence debouching into Amiens Street round by the
corner of Dan Bergin's. But, as he confidently anticipated, there was not a sign of a Jehu
plying for hire anywhere to be seen except a fourwheeler, probably engaged by some
fellows inside on the spree, outside the North Star Hotel
Point 8
They passed the main entrance of the Great Northern railway station, the starting point for
Belfast, where of course all traffic was suspended at that late hour, and, passing the back
door of the morgue (a not very enticing locality, not to say gruesome to a degree, more
especially at night), ultimately gained the Dock Tavern and in due course turned into Store
street
Point 9
Between this point and the high, at present unlit, warehouses of Beresford Place Stephen
thought to think of Ibsen, associated with Baird's, the stonecutter's, in his mind somehow
in Talbot Place, first turning on the right, while the other, who was acting as his fidus
Achates, inhaled with internal satisfaction the smell of James Rourke's city bakery,
situated quite close to where they were, the very palatable odour indeed of our daily
bread, of all commodities of the public the primary and most indispensable. Bread, the
staff of life, earn your bread, O tell me where is fancy bread? At Rourke's the baker's, it is
said.

