
Joyce Walks : Lotus Eaters Chapter of Ulysses

This PDF contains the text from James Joyce's Ulysses relevant to each point on the 
Lotus Eaters route from Joyce Walks.

More information on the walks from www.stunned.org/walks

Point  1
By lorries along sir John Rogerson's quay, Mr Bloom walked soberly, past Windmill lane, 
Leask's the linseed crusher's, the postal telegraph office. Could have given that address 
too.

Point  2
He turned from the morning noises of the quayside and walked through Lime street. By 
Brady's cottages a boy for the skins lolled, his bucket of offal linked, smoking a chewed 
fagbutt. A smaller girl with scars of eczema on her forehead eyed him, listlessly holding 
her battered caskhoop.

Point 3
tell him if he smokes he won't grow. O let him! His life isn't such a bed of roses! Waiting 
outside pubs to bring da home. Come home to ma, da. Slack hour: won't be many there

Point 4
He crossed Townsend street, passed the frowning face of Bethel. El, yes: house of: Aleph, 
Beth. And past Nichols' the undertaker's. At eleven it is. Time enough. Daresay Corny 
Kelleher bagged that job for O'Neill's. Singing with his eyes shut. Corney. Met her once in 
the park. In the dark. What a lark. Police tout. Her name and address she then told with 
my tooraloom tooraloom tay. O, surely he bagged it. Bury him cheap in a 
whatyoumaycall. With my tooraloom, tooraloom, tooraloom, tooraloom

Point  5
He turned away and sauntered across the road. How did she walk with her sausages? 
Like that something. As he walked he took the folded Freeman from his sidepocket, 
unfolded it, rolled it lengthwise in a baton and tapped it at each sauntering step against 
his trouserleg. Careless air: just drop in to see. Per second, per second. Per second for 
every second it means. From the curbstone he darted a keen glance through the door of 
the postoffice. Too late box. Post here. No-one. In. He handed the card through the brass 
grill.-- Are there any letters for me? he asked.

Point  6
He turned into Cumberland street and, going on some paces, halted in the lee of the 
station wall. No-one. Meade's timberyard. Piled balks. Ruins and tenements. With careful 
tread he passed over a hopscotch court with its forgotten pickeystone. Not a sinner. Near 
the timberyard a squatted child at marbles, alone, shooting the taw with a cunnythumb. A 
wise tabby, a blinking sphinx, watched from her warm sill. Pity to disturb them. 
Mohammed cut a piece out of his mantel not to wake her. Open it. And once I played 
marbles when I went to that old dame's school. She liked mignonette. Mrs Ellis's. And 
Mr? He opened the letter within the newspaper.



Point 7
An incoming train clanked heavily above his head, coach after coach. Barrels bumped in 
his head: dull porter slopped and churned inside. The bungholes sprang open and a huge 
dull flood leaked out, flowing together, winding through mudflats all over the level land, a 
lazy pooling swirl of liquor bearing along wideleaved flowers of its froth. He had reached 
the open backdoor of All Hallows. Stepping into the porch he doffed his hat, took the card 
from his pocket and tucked it again behind the leather headband. Damn it. I might have 
tried to work M'Coy for a pass to Mullingar.

Point 8
The chemist turned back page after page. Sandy shrivelled smell he seems to have. 
Shrunken skull. And old. Quest for the philosopher's stone. The alchemists. Drugs age 
you after mental excitement. Lethargy then. Why? Reaction. A lifetime in a night. 
Gradually changes your character. Living all the day among herbs, ointments, 
disinfectants. All his alabaster lilypots. Mortar and pestle. Aq. Dist. Fol. Laur. Te Virid. 
Smell almost cure you like the dentist's doorbell. Doctor whack. He ought to physic 
himself a bit. Electuary or emulsion. The first fellow that picked an herb to cure himself 
had a bit of pluck. Simples. Want to be careful. Enough stuff here to chloroform you. Test: 
turns blue litmus paper red. Chloroform. Overdose of laudanum. Sleeping draughts. 
Lovephiltres. Paragoric poppysyrup bad for cough. Clogs the pores or the phlegm. 
Poisons the only cures. Remedy where you least expect it. Clever of nature.


