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

Point 1
Pineapple rock, lemon platt, butter scotch. A sugarsticky girl shovelling scoopfuls of
creams for a christian brother. Some school treat. Bad for their tummies. Lozenge and
comfit manufacturer to His Majesty the King. God. Save. Our. Sitting on his throne,
sucking red jujubes white.
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
From Butler's monument house corner he glanced along Bachelor's walk. Dedalus'
daughter there still outside Dillon's auction rooms. Must be selling off some old furniture.
Knew her eyes at once from the father.
Point 3
As he set foot on O'Connell bridge a puffball of smoke plumed up from the parapet.
Brewery barge with export stout. England. Sea air sours it, I heard. Be interesting some
day get a pass through Hancock to see the brewery. Regular world in itself. Vats of porter,
wonderful. Rats get in too. Drink themselves bloated as big as a collie floating. Dead
drunk on the porter. Drink till they puke again like christians. Imagine drinking that! Rats:
vats. Well of course if we knew all the things.
Point 4
Mr Bloom moved forward raising his troubled eyes. Think no more about that. After one.
Timeball on the ballast office is down. Dunsink time. Fascinating little book that is of sir
Robert Ball's. Parallax. I never exactly understood. There's a priest. Could ask him. Par
it's Greek: parallel, parallax. Met him pikehoses she called it till I told her about the
transmigration. O rocks!
Point 5
Before the huge high door of the Irish house of parliament a flock of pigeons flew. Their
little frolic after meals. Who will we do it on? I pick the fellow in black. Here goes. Here's
good luck. Must be thrilling from the air. Apjohn, myself and Owen Goldberg up in the
trees near Goose green playing the monkeys. Mackerel they called me.
Point 6
He crossed under Tommy Moore's roguish finger. They did right to put him up over a
urinal: meeting of the waters. Ought to be places for women. Running into cakeshops.
Settle my hat straight. There is not in this wide world a vallee. Great song of Julia
Morkan's. Kept her voice up to the very last. Pupil of Michael Balfe's, wasn't she?

Point 7
He passed, dallying, the windows of Brown Thomas, silk mercers. Cascades of ribbons.
Flimsy China silks. A tilted urn poured from its mouth a flood of bloodhued poplin:
lustrous blood. The huguenots brought that here. La causa è santa! Tara tara. Great
chorus that. Taree tara. Must be washed in rainwater. Meyerbeer. Tara: bom bom bom.
Point 8
He entered Davy Byrne's. Moral pub. He doesn't chat. Stands a drink now and then. But
in leapyear once in four. Cashed a cheque for me once.
What will I take now? He drew his watch. Let me see now. Shandygaff?
-- Hello, Bloom, Nosey Flynn said from his nook.
-- Hello, Flynn.
-- How's things?
-- Tiptop... Let me see. I'll take a glass of burgundy and... let me see.
Point 9
Mr Bloom came to Kildare Street. First I must. Library. Straw hat in sunlight. Tan shoes.
Turnedup trousers. It is. It is. His heart quopped softly. To the right. Museum. Goddesses.
He swerved to the right.
Point 10
Is it? Almost certain. Won't look. Wine in my face. Why did I? Too heady. Yes, it is. The
walk. Not see. Not see. Get on. Making for the museum gate with long windy strides he
lifted his eyes. Handsome building. Sir Thomas Deane designed. Not following me? Didn't
see me perhaps. Light in his eyes. The flutter of his breath came forth in short sighs.
Quick. Cold statues: quiet there. Safe in a minute. No, didn't see me. After two. Just at
the gate. My heart!

