CYCLOPES

A nation is the same people living in the same place

The figure seated on a large boulder at the foot of a round tower was that of a broad​shouldered deepchested stronglimbed frankeyed redhaired freely freckled shaggybearded widemouthed largenosed longheaded deepvoiced barekneed brawnyhanded hairylegged ruddyfaced sinewyarmed hero. From shoulder to shoulder he measured several ells and his rocklike mountainous knees were covered, as was likewise the rest of his body wherever visible, with a strong growth of tawny prickly hair in hue and toughness simillar to the mountain gorse (Ulex Europeus). The widewinged nostrils, from which bristles of the same tawny hue projected, were of such capaciousness that within their cavernous obscurity the fieldlark might easily have lodged her nest. The eyes in which a tear and a smile strove ever for mastery were of the dimensions of a goodsized cauliflower. A powerful current of warm breath issued at regular intervals from the profound cavity of his mouth while in rhythmic resonance the loud strong hale reverberations of his formidable heart thundered rumblingly causing the ground, the summit of the lofty tower and the still loftier walls of the cave to vibrate and tremble.

Ulysses, XII, Penguin 1968, p. 294.

PLOT

THE TIME, is five in the afternoon (It was exactly seventeen o’clock…)

THE PLACE, Barney Kiernan’s pub, near the courthouse.

THE PEOPLE, Mr Bloom, the anonymous narrator of the episode (“Says I”) as well as his alter ego, a certain Andrew Burke (nicknamed Pisser), Alf Bergan, the permanently drunk Bob Doran and of course the cyclopian Citizen, also a nameless character. Some secondary personnages, familiar from previous episodes, are also present: Joe Hynes the reporter, John Wyse Nolan, the hanger-on Lenehan, J.J. Molloy, Ned Lambert, Martin Cunningham, Jack Power. There is the vague presence of someone called Crofton or Crawford, who is with Cunningham and Power, and also the sorely-tried Mr Breen with his wife (passing by outside the pub). Finally, there is a mongrel dog called Garryowen.

SYNOPSIS
Mr Bloom has an appointment with Cunningham at Kiernan’s pub in order for them to sort out together the question of insurance that has arisen for the poverty-stricken family of the recently dead Dignam. However, Cunningham is late and the pub fills up with blinkered –one-eyed perhaps– nationalists who, in their xenophobia, consider him to be a barbarian rather than a pure-bred Irishman (although Mr Bloom assures them that this is not the case). In every discussion Bloom shows himself to be softly-spoken and moderate, while they are aggressive and rough. The coincidence of the winning horse Throwaway, whose victory all of them believe Bloom predicted, only casts oil on the flames; the typsy customers of the pub are convinced that the mean Jew, Mr Bloom, has collected his winnings from the bookmaker but is keeping quiet about it so as not to have to pay for a round of drinks for everyone. A row follows which looks set to end badly when, in the nick of time, Cunningham turns up in his jaunting-car to rescue a Bloom outraged by their manifest injustice (this is the first time we find him so upset).

THE ODYSSEY

This chapter is linked to rhapsody IX of the Odyssey. Odysseus is obliged to reveal his name and other information to Alcinous, and thus begins to recount his adventures up to that point. The largest part of rhapsody IX is taken up by the account of the Cyclopes story; this is presented as a confrontation between, on the one hand, a world of brutal barbarity (the Cyclopes are ignorant of agriculture, they eat human flesh, they have no society, laws or commerce, they dwell with their animals) and, on the other hand, a shrewd civilisation (Odysseus’ renowned exploits: the drunkenness and the blinding of the naïve Cyclops Polyphemus, the use of a false name (Noman), the stealthy exit from the cave as a ram).

In the Joycean text barbarity is one of the constituents of life.3 It is present not only in the imperialist civilisation of the West, but also in unrestrained populism and nationalism. Humanity through Civilisation seems to exist only as an unattainable vision, as the object of unfulfilled Desire. 

The principal similarity between the two texts lies in the extravagance or gigantism of the detailed descriptions, which in the Joycean text are given particular importance, as will be seen below. It is from this quality that the many secondary similarities arise.

“There a monstrous man was wont to sleep…” (Odyssey, IX, 187): here the Cyclops Polyphemus is the Joycean Citizen who also resembles “a wooded peak of lofty mountains” (introductory quoted passage) and whose cave is Kiernan’s murky pub. The anonymous narrator of the Cyclops episode also has a Homeric prototype: he is, as we shall see, a Thersites. However, in a bold and deeply ironic reversal of roles, not only the cyclopean Citizen but also “Says I” are presented here as Noman, since both remain nameless throughout the episode. A little later, however, we are shown that in effect only Mr Bloom has the right to declare boldly: Noman is my name.

The “many flocks, sheep and goats alike” that graze in the land of the Cyclopes are reproduced in the epic section on the mythical Inisfail (which, if it is not the pretty island of Innisfallen in Killarney, must refer to the gaelic Inis Fàil, in other words the Island of Destiny, Ireland); the “great club of the Cyclops, a staff of green olive-wood” is sometimes the chimney-sweep’s brush and sometimes the Citizen’s mighty cudgel rudely fashioned out of paleolithic stone (!), while Mr Bloom’s cigar with its glowing tip makes ironic reference to Odysseus’ “stake of olive-wood”! The xenophobia shown by Homer’s Cyclops is repeated in the Citizen’s repugnance: We want no more strangers in our house, while Odysseus’s escape under the body of a ram informs both the Citizen’s spiteful comment A wolf in sheep’s clothing and the narrator’s old sheepsface.4 There are many references to eyes which interact masterfully with the homeric myth of the one-eyed hero, the most characteristic being the phrase: Some people, says Bloom, can see the mote in others’ eyes but they can’t see the beam5 in their own.

The Citizen, like his Homeric prototype, offers three rounds of drinks; moreover, from the safety of Cunningham’s jaunting-car Bloom attacks the Citizen-Polyphemus verbally, in something of the same way that Odysseus does from the safety of his ship. And, just as Polyphemus in reply “broke off the peak of a high mountain and hurled it”, accordingly the Citizen hurls a biscuit tin after Bloom and creates an earthquake!

Finally, there is a clear reference (its misogyny similar to that of the anglophile Mr Deasy in the Nestor episode) to the myth of the Trojan War, through the covert comparison of Ireland’s history with that of the Acheans: (the Citizen is speaking) We let them come in. We brought them here. The adulteress and her paramour brought the Saxon robbers here. And a little further down: A dishonoured wife, says the citizen, that’s what’s the cause of all our misfortunes. The reference is to Denrvongilla –the Irish Helen of Troy, wife of Prince O’Rourke– and to her lover MacMurrough.6
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THE REGISTERS OF VIOLENCE

Life is immense, its forms boundless. Voluminous. The registers of all living things, of plants and trees and all the earth’s bounty (as they are parodied in the description of the mythical Inisfail where sleep the mighty dead as in life they slept…); the lists of heroes from the world pantheon (both mythical and actual, from Goliath to Julius Caesar and from Napoleon to MacMahon, by way of Confucius, Buddha, Muhammad and Paracelsus, going even further to include Captain Nemo, Lady Godiva, the Last of the Mohicans or the Man that Broke the Bank at Monte Carlo!) –whom any ultranationalist Citizen may claim as his national heritage; the lists of the living and the dead (as they appear daily in the columns, both social and other, of the newspapers, as well as in the political pamphlets which the Citizen carries about with him); the lists of the foreign representatives throughout the world (like those present at the lengthily described execution-engagement scene –where Greece is worthily represented by Count Athanatos Karamelopulos!); the lists of Authority (“He's a perverted jew, says Martin, from a place in Hungary and it was he drew up all the plans according to the Hungarian system. We know that in the castle” comments Cunningham, the police agent, about Bloom’s political activities), that is, lists of the Members of Parliament (as in the parody of the session in the House of Commons where the resurrection of Irish sports is discussed), of the Clergy (as in the parody of the ancient Irish Assembly), of Saints (as in the parody of the litany that ends in Kiernan’s pub, with the eleven thousand virgins of St Ursula and all the miracle-working paraphernalia, etc), of the Order of Chivalry (as in the endless titles of Sir Hercules Hannibal Habeas Corpus Anderson etc, etc7); finally, even the lists of names of the towns, mountains, hills and ports of the Mother Country –all these, taken together, constitute a mass, an immensely voluminous Cyclopean weight. All this raw material of life, here at the same time objectified and textualised, makes its gigantic presence felt –and this giganticism, both literally and metaphorically, kills.

The nationalist Citizen makes a permanent claim, in the name of all that his Tribe holds most sacred, on the Ownership, Preservation, Development and Name of everything contained in the above lists, of everything that life contains. He (like the Joycean text, deliberately) is suffering from uncontrollable giganticism. In him lie the seeds of violence. Drinking copiously and by now seriously inebriated, already a one-eyed hero, the Citizen nurtures this bastard offspring within himself. In a world rendered sheep-like by politics, he is the Bellwether. The aristocracy of the oppressed; the brutal violence that looks ever to the past; the vanguard of the People’s power; the way to racism, war, fascism.

«Noman» (or even better: «Says I»), is a cyclopean windbag: the necessary boon-companion to every Citizen. He is a Thersites who lives on others’ debts. He draws his livelihood from the traffic of misery. He lives only (off and) through the band of «friends». He never speaks openly about anyone, always leaving others to “snatch the burning coal from the fire”. He lives off the darker sides of other people, of which he happens to be aware. He remains concealed within the silent majority, to emerge wherever popular outrage boils over. He is no one’s fool. At heart he admires the courageous Odysseus-Bloom, in spite of the fact that he refers to him in tones of distrust8: I declare to my antimacassar if you took up a straw from the bloody floor and if you said to Bloom: Look at, Bloom. Do you see that straw? That’s a straw. Declare to my aunt he’d talk about it for an hour so he would and talk steady. On the other hand, he suspects the Citizen of ulterior motives: Gob, he’s not as green as he’s cabbagelooking. Arsing around from one pub to another, leaving it to your own honour, with old Giltrap’s dog and getting fed up by the ratepayers and corporators. Entertainment for man and beast.
Says I is the personification of the populace’s love of horror: the pharisee who watches the Crucifixion or stands beside the guillotine in 1789, the spectator of every lynching who only “pokes his nose out” when the crowd has begun to disperse. He would not for anything in the world miss the sight of the impending beating of Mr Bloom by the Citizen which, anyway, is as good as any bloody play in the Queen’s royal theatre. 

CEREMONIES
Society sees itself through the medium of polite and civilised ceremonies, refined over the ages, which draw a veil over the barbarity of power. This is the civilisation of the jakes, of the cabinet d’aisance9: the civilisation of the English, so-called Western civilisation. Ten or so such social ceremonies are re-enacted in Cyclopes. The spiritualist ceremony over the dead Mr Dignam, the ceremony of public execution, the ceremony of Cynanthropy (where the Dog-Man Owen Garry recites in the manner of the ancient Celtic bards!), the ceremony of mutual politeness (between the sober Mr Bloom and the inebriated Bob Doran), the ceremonies in the House of Commons (parliamentary questions about the slaughtering of animals and about the resurrection of Celtic sports in Phoenix Park with the aim of developing the Irish race!), the boxing ceremony (presented in the style of a sports journalist), the ceremony of the session of the Court (in the presence of representatives of the twelve tribes of Iar), the ceremony of a courtly marriage (in the midst of lush verdure, written in the style of an English provincial paper), the ceremony of welcome for a black tribal chief (by cotton magnates), and finally the biblical ceremony of farewell (in other words, expulsion) of Mr Bloom.

The alleged reason for these exhaustive ceremonial re-enactments is usually a secondary event or something trivial said by one of the characters: the most fleeting expression of a sentiment or an opinion is enough automatically to set in motion the textual/ceremonial re-enactment. These re-enactments consciously expand banality through an insistently performative function of the language (which Vico was the first to remark on)10, in a different, unhoped for «textual beyond» (the last word adopts here the platonic meaning of the word «epekeina» –similar to the latin word ultra: Plato, Republic, 509b– an expansion of the signified beyond common sense borders).

Example one: Alf, who thinks he’s just encountered Mr Dignam alive, is told that he was buried that morning and is dumbstruck. The «textual beyond» of this banal incident is the spiritualist ceremony that follows, or more properly, the verbal enactment of it, laden with Hindu terminology,11 with the dead man’s worries about the undertaker (!) or about his boot which he asks his friends to have re-soled –a ceremonial enactment which nonetheless unexpectedly reveals faded signs of reality.

A further example: the argument about capital punishment between Mr Bloom and the Citizen, which in turn leads to the “performance” of the public execution of Rumbold and the engagement of Sheila to the young man from Oxford. Here, the long melodramatic scene is rendered in the style of the society page of a newspaper. But the children from the Foundling Hospital who crowd their windows to watch, the names of the foreign representatives (e.g. the Turkish Ali Baba Backsheesh Rahat Lokum Effendi and the Italian Commendatore Bacibaci Beninobenone), the brief episode with the baby policeman Constable MacFadden (who restores order between opposing groups killing each other over the exact date of birth of St Patrick (!) and who later receives the congratulations of all the F.O.T.E.I.12), the practice strokes of the executioner who decapitated in rapid succession a flock of sheep which had been provided by the admirers of his fell but necessary office, the eloquent phrase that monster audience simply rocked with delight, the souvenir skull and crossbones brooch received by every lady in the audience, and countless other such touches of colour, all turn the banality into surprising charm behind which we can make out the deepness of real life, cyclopean indeed in its various manifestations.

Here the parody functions merely as a technical trick, as an imitation of style and tone. However, when the same things are first called by their (proper) name, in the “normal” narrative flow of the episode, and are then described by means of some stereotyped style (spiritualistic, scientific, academic, parliamentary, journalistic, Elizabethan, religious, biblical, etc), these incidents are recreated in enactments of a certain rhetoric which expands their content beyond the limits of the episode, so that the parody is reversed. It turns on itself; the parody is parodied, leaving it exposed to time, outside place. In this way the apparent re-enactment of ceremonies13 in the last analysis shows the omnipotence of Life against the barbarism of a respectable, ceremonial Civilisation.

In this respect it is true that what the reader has already recognised through studies of intertextuality14 applies here: between the status quo of the original narrative text (usually a common place) and the «textual beyond» of it through its ceremonial re-enactment (usually a non place –to the limits of Utopia), the reader must create a third place of his own…

ACHILLES’ SHIELD
The lovely maidens sit beneath lovely trees and sing lovely songs while they play with lovely objects as for example golden ingots, silvery fishes, crans of herrings, drafts of eels, codlings, creels of fingerlings, purple seagems and playful insects; moreover, in the litany of saints it is noted that all came with nimbi and aureoles and gloriae, bearing palms and harps and swords and olive crowns, in robes whereon were woven the blessed symbols of their efficacies, inkhorns, arrows, loaves, cruses, fetters, axes, trees, bridges, babes in a bathtub, shells, wallets, shears, keys, dragons, lilies, buckshot, beards, hogs, lamps, bellows, beehives, soup-ladles, stars, snakes, anvils, boxes of vaseline, bells, crutches, forceps, stags’ horns, watertight boots, hawks, millstones, eyes on a dish, wax candles, aspergills, unicorns…15 

“Therein fashioned he also two cities of mortal men exceeding fair...” In the one there were marriages and feastings but around the other city lay in leaguer two hosts of warriors gleaming in armour […] Therein he set also soft fallow land, rich tilth and wide […]. Therein he set also a king’s demesne-land (like Inisfail) […] Therein he set also the great might of the river Oceanus. Homer describes here in detail how Hephaestus depicted all this world on Achilles’ shield (Iliad XVIII, 478-608): long-gone times when a sense of wonder flowed from the delight of life: the infancy of mankind which (for precisely this reason –according to Marx16) still holds charms for us. With a sense of wonder akin to that of Homer, in the Cyclopes Joyce gives a catalogue of life in all its cyclopean dimensions. In Homer, every palace, every garden, every man, every wondrous sight and wondrous story is presented in all its details. Every experience brims with the sap of life, is linked to some story.17 The same is true of Cyclopes, with the sole difference that here the sense of wonder is skillfully concealed behind satire.

Parody and satire flourished along with urban culture: Fielding, Sterne, Swift, Rabelais, Flaubert (in Bouvard et Pécuchet). The cyclopean lists in Joyce’s Cyclopes risk provoking laughter merely (particularly today) and being read simply as satire (this indeed is how quite a few critics have read them). But this laughter leaves behind it an understandable trace of bitterness: it’s a regret for the lost paradise which we very probably still discern among the sheep, the rams, the deer, the pigs, the calves, the cows, where is ever heard a trampling, cackling, roaring, lowing, bleating, bellowing, rumbling, grunting, champing, chewing… and where among the tallies of York and Savoy kale, among the onions and the baskets of all kinds of fruit and vegetables one may discover red green yellow brown russet sweet big bitter ripe pomellated apples!
So perhaps Joyce’s cyclopean lists, with their streams of (lost) goods and their mountains of the delusions of civilisation, can (by unrepentant romantics) still be read unrepentantly –for the eternally lost –and in true romantic spirit– for the past that is gone for ever.

THE UNNAMEABLE
Whatever has a name exists. It has an identity. Two of the protagonists of this episode have no name: Says I and the Citizen. They are children of Ireland, of democracy, “children of the people”. They belong to everyone and everything belongs to them. It is they –the anonymous crowd– who cheer and applaud at any manifestation of nationalist fervour. They attach names to everything, put labels on friends and foes alike. They call Bloom a traitor although he is not one, effeminate although there is no serious evidence of this, mean although he was the first to offer financial assistance to the Dignam family, an enemy of Ireland although he has helped Sinn Fein.18 They also ironically call him a phenomenologist: the only charge that is in fact true, but of this they are unaware.

Bloom possesses a name. In the previous episode he was Henry, Lionel, Leopold, naughty Henry, dear Henry Flower, earnestly Mr Leopold Bloom, Siopold and Poldy. Here, apart from Mr Leopold Bloom, he is called Herr Professor Luitpold Blumenduft (when he holds forth on the hanged man’s erection), or just Bloom (when Says I is speaking), or ironically a prudent member (by the journalist Joe Hynes and Says I), Senhor Enrique Flor (in the capacity of organist at the tree-full wedding), simply him (after the final quarrel with the Citizen), the distinguished phenomenologist Naguasàgos uram Lipoti Virag (=Your Excellency Mr Lipoti Virag –during the ceremony of his departure), and, finally, Elijah during his grand apotheosis.19 Moreover, it is clearly stated that he is not the dentist Bloom,20 while the Citizen gives him a biblical non-name: Ahasuerus I call him (= the Wandering Jew). Cursed by God.

 Having many names is equivalent to having no name at all. No personal properties. And Mr Bloom, whose origins are multiple (hence he could call himself a Jew, a Hungarian and an Irishman), doubts whether he even has a native land. Might his place perhaps be in heaven with Elijah? Or might he be…?

Whatever has a name exists. But whatever exists as a name may also be of real substance. The phrase Throw it away that crops up in the course of speech turns into the name of a racehorse, Throwaway, and automatically aquires substance.  The man with the brown mackintosh at Dignam’s funeral is transformed by Hynes, thanks to a misunderstanding due to ‘crossed wires’ into Mr Macintosh,21 a real mourner. In both cases, Bloom’s “winged words” are personified according to his listeners’ Desire. So is Mr Bloom a prophet (Elijah) perhaps? Or simply an artist who is perceived as a prophet by those who are “ahungered and athirst”?

When the Name is ritualistically pronounced, either as an identity of memory or as a name-giving, what is concealed behind it is Desire. «Identity of memory»: in Scylla and Charybdis existing historical names are resurrected with consummate skill by Stephen-Joyce as the Desire of the Nation, as Ireland.22 «Name-giving»: in Cyclopes this takes the form of the ritual baptism of common mortals into heroes, of trees into humans,23 of situations into saints,24 of clerics into names, of diplomats into their national language,25 of popular art into kitsch,26 of officers into titles… It boldly readjusts the manner in which society allocates names, and hence the manner in which society is stratified. What we have here, in other words, is a function equivalent to (and reinforcing) that noted above: there is an established name (socially accepted but also legitimised by the empirical material of the novel so far) and an expanded name.

In Scylla the Name (the name of Memory) is related to the Desire of Stephen-Telemachos who is seeking in Art the First Principle, the Father. In that episode the plethoric use of names can be interpreted as the dry intellectual’s unsatisfied longing. In Cyclopes, the Name (Extended Name) is related to the Desire of Odysseus-Bloom, who is seeking to baptise, that is to say, to possess, a Descendant. The host of names that he is given, names which surround the (socially) non-existent Mr Bloom like a textual cloud, hold within them (unlike in Scylla) the seed of fertility.27 Mr Bloom is thus all these names, the whole world, life itself. In this sense, his true name is the same applied to Odysseus: Noman.

THE DISTINGUISHED PHENOMENOLOGIST
In this episode for the first time we see Mr Bloom extensively through the eyes of others rather than through his own monologues.28 Seen through these eyes, he seems less likeable than the man we have so far known. But these eyes belong to Thersites-Says I.29 Nevertheless, these eyes contain a dose of irony which frequently makes us laugh –and laughter is an excellent means of knowing the truth. Certainly Mr Bloom is not all the things which he is accused of being.30 Yet he is a Mister Knowall with his irritating phrases but don’t you see? and but on the other hand, deployed with self-satisfaction in order to explain lesser and greater truths; if the blinkered, “one-eyed” Citizen is unable to look at all the sides of a question, Mr Bloom is unable to listen to any point of view but his own. There is no other explanation for the way he proclaims his pacifist beliefs against the use of violence, against war, for love etc, without taking into account his interlocutor’s dogmatism or at any rate ultra-nationalism. Mr Bloom seems to be shut off in his own world, just as the Citizen is in his. Both speak not so much in order to listen as to be listened to.

The fact that Bloom falls victim to a pogrom does not increase our sympathy for him. Perhaps because he is a particularly prudent31 individual who persists in trying to bring the company’s heedless, relaxed conversation back to a supposedly scientific32 level, he is never very likeable. Possibly this has something to do with the fact that we can’t forgive him for the way he deludes himself as he insists on talking without considering the person to whom he is talking. Maybe it is that the pogrom can be taken for granted wherever the intoxication of nationalism is rampant.

A philosopher, let us say Husserl, who dared to venture into such a den, would, we fear, meet with the same fate. He too would be locked inside himself, he too would have difficulty listening to his interlocutor; what is more, like Mr Bloom (who would be capable of talking about a straw for an hour), if Thersites showed him a splash of red paint, he would say:

“I see that red paint. From the customary, natural point of view I take it as something of my own, something personal, which I see at this minute and say ‘this is there’. Yet if I change my viewpoint and set aside the accidentals, I may discover the essence of ‘red’, I may for example distinguish it by ‘sound’, by ‘thingness’, by sentiment, etc. Thus we arrive at the Wesenschau (= the theory of essence), at an a priori specific thing, which however differs from the Platonic or the Kantian. This is a viewing, an overviewing, an experiencing of the thing, while Platonic ideas and Kantian place, time, cause etc., are mental constructions, notions.”33 

Mr Bloom too, like his brother philosopher (Husserl was also Jewish, slightly older than Mr Bloom in 1904), is searching for the essence, the logic beyond the empirical phenomenon. In his own way. (Stephen-Joyce is doing the same thing.) Hence the description of him as the distinguished phenomenologist contains a certain element of truth.

On the other hand, Mr Bloom remains the Bloom of Sacrifice and Love34 and indeed fairly dynamically so since he dares to proclaim his pacifist credo openly to the rough and aggressively “virile” company in the pub: And I belong to a race too, says Bloom, that is hated and persecuted. Also now. This very moment. This very instant. […] Force, hatred, history, all that. That’s not life for men and women, insult and hatred. And everybody knows that it’s the very opposite of that that is really life.35 Moreover, he is presented yet once again as a secret libertarian36 who does not believe in all that is held sacred: he speaks of the father or uncle of God, he cites examples of non-believers (Mendelssohn, Spinoza, Marx) in support of his religious origins, he defines his native land vaguely and, what is more, appears to be an active supporter of Sinn Fein!

So who ultimately is Mr Bloom? In spite of the fact that in Cyclopes he has good cause not to feel himself (for at this very moment his wife is probably in Boylan’s embrace),37 it is clear that for the reader Mr Bloom contains within him the entire immense distance spanned between the scapegoat and the prophet Elijah. A majestic Noman; in other words, Anyone. This is Mr Bloom.38 

OTHER EXAMPLES OF GIGANTICISM

1. Nosarians and Antinosarians

‘Tis above reason, cried the doctors on one side.

‘Tis below reason, cried the others.

‘Tis faith, one cried.

‘Tis a fiddle-stick, said the other.

‘Tis possible, cried the one.

‘Tis impossible, said the other.

God’s power is infinite, cried the Nosarians, he can do any thing.

He can do nothing, replied the Antinosarians, which implies contradictions.

He can make matter think, said the Nosarians.

As certainly as you can make a velvet cap out of a sow’s ear, replied the Antinosarians.

He can make two and two five, replied the Popish doctors.–‘Tis false, said their opponents.–

Infinite power is infinite power, said the doctors who maintained the reality of the nose.–It extends only to all possible things, replied the Lutherans.

By God in heaven, cried the Popish doctors, he can make a nose, if he thinks fit, as big as the steeple of Strasburg.

Now the steeple of Strasburg being the biggest and the tallest church-steeple to be seen in the whole world, the Antinosarians denied that a nose of 575 geometrical feet in length could be worn, at least by a middle-aged man–The Popish doctors swore it could–The Lutheran doctors said No;–it could not.

This at once started a new dispute, which they pursued a great way upon the extent and limitation of the moral and natural attributes of God–That controversy led them naturally into Thomas Aquinas, and Thomas Aquinas to the devil.
(Laurence Sterne, Tristram Shandy, Penguin, London, 1967, p. 266)

2. Confession! Confession!
Some invoked St Barbara, others St George, others St Hands-off, others Our Lady of Cunault, of Loretto, of Good Tidings, of Lenou, of Rivière. Some called on St James, others on the Holy Shroud of Chambéry –but it was burnt three months later so completely that they could not save a single thread– others on the Shroud of Cadouin, others on St John of Angély, others on St Eutropius of Saintes, St Maximus of Chinon, St Martin of Candes, St Cloud of Cinais, the relics of Javarzay, and a thousand other pleasant little saints.

Some died without a word, others spoke without dying; some died as they spoke, others spoke as they died, and others cried aloud: Confession! Confession! Confiteor! Miserere! In manus!

Such was the shouting of the wounded that the Prior of the abbey came out with all his monks; and when they saw these poor creatures tumbled there among the vines and mortally wounded, they confessed some of them. But whilst the priests amused themselves by taking confessions, the little monklings ran to the place where Friar John stood, and asked him how they could help him.

His reply was that they should slit the throats of those lying on the ground. So, leaving their great cloaks on the nearest fence, they began to cut the throats of those whom he had already battered, and to dispatch them. Can you guess with what instruments? With fine whittles, which are the little jack-knives with which the small children of our country shell walnuts.

(Rabelais, Gargantua & Pantagruel, Penguin, 1965, p. 100)

Both the above passages (from Sterne and from Rabelais, respectively) could very appropriately be included in Joyce’s Cyclopes. Under one condition, however: both would need to be preceded by a text clearly delineated as belonging to the “established” empirical narration of the episode. In this case, the borrowed passages would take their appropriate place among the «textual beyond» passages, as explained above («Ceremonies»). This is how modernism promotes tradition.

TECHNIQUE

1. Giganticism. The narrative of this episode is among the “smoothest” in Ulysses. The language conforms to the rules of conventional narrative, while in addition –for the first time in Ulysses– appears a narrating persona (Says I). Nevertheless, the alternation of «established» and «textual beyond» paragraphs of gigantic dimensions, under the guise of parody, disturbs this smoothness, since yet once again (after the Wandering Rocks and the Sirens) it leaves communication exposed to the reader’s preferences. The term «alternating asymmetry» which Joyce once used for the technique39 in this episode describes in fact the relationship between the «established» and «textual beyond» passages (something explained adequately in previous sections).

This textual relationship forms a variation of the equivalent relationship between titles and sections in the Aeolia episode; there the titles hold the place of the “textual beyond” passages in Cyclopes, but whereas there the titles express in compact form the established writing, here their equivalent constantly expands it to gigantic dimensions. It is not by chance that of all the typology of various styles in which these expanded parodical texts are written, the two that stand out are the epic and the journalistic; indeed, these often follow closely on one another’s heels with markedly comic effect.

2. Gaelic. The most nationalistic episode in Ulysses “teaches” the reader the forgotten language of Ireland. The sounds of this time-worn Celtic language stand out strangely in the English text that parodies the Gaelic saga. To hell with the bloody brutal Sassenachs and their patois, the Citizen declares about the language of the conquerors, himself inadvertently using another foreign word: patois. For him, anything that is not patriotic is Raiméis (= rubbish). To the well-known nationalist greeting Sinn fein (= For us), he adds his own extreme xenophobia: Sinn fein amhain (For us alone). Says I calls the pub mavourneen (= sweetheart) while the Citizen, once again, describes the crazed husband of Mrs Breen as pishogue (= bewitched). 

Magic goes hand in hand with irony. In an endless parade of Irish history, the simplistic primer Simple Lessons in the Irish by the priest O’Growney, and the suggestive references to the literary Gaelic League by the ultra-nationalist Douglas Hyde (1893) and to The Gaelic Athletic Federation by Cusack (1884), are succeeded, one after the other, by:

1. Renowned heroes: Cuchulin or Cùchulainn, “the hound of Ulster”, 1st century A.D., Wolfe Tone, leader of the 1798 rebellion, O’Neill, Murphy, Roe, Sarsfield, O’Donnell –all nationalist revolutionaries; 2. Priests: Saint Fursa 6th century saint, Saint Brendan the Seafarer held to have discovered America centuries before Columbus, Saint Lawrence O’Tool the patron saint of Dublin; 3. Kings and nobles: Conn, 123-57 B.C., the first king of Ireland, Granuaille, i.e. Grace O’Malley, revolutionary and pirate at the end of the 16th century, the Wild Geese, a patriotic Catholic society whose members were Irish aristocrats; 4. Finally, patriotic politicians: O’Donovan Rossa (1831-1915), Roger Casement (1864-1916), the founder of Sinn Fein Arthur Griffith, the “uncrowned king” Charles Stewart Parnell, etc.

In the end, this dynamic penetration into the text of Gaelic names, place names and «patois» (quite apart from the clear intention of parodying nationalism) functions within the gigantic coexisting expression of the established and the “textual beyond” narration as a unit of measurement of the “entropy” of the (English) text.

– Eh, mister! Your fly is open, mister!

And says he:

– Mendelssohn was a jew and Karl Marx and Mercadante and Spinoza. And the Saviour was a jew and his father was a jew. Your God.40
– He had no father, says Martin. That’ll do now. Drive ahead.

– Whose God? says the citizen.

– Well, his uncle was a jew, says he. Your God was a jew. Christ wa a jew like me.

Gob, the citizen made a plunge back into the shop.

– By Jesus, says he, I’ll brain that bloody jewman for using the holy name. By Jesus, I’ll crucify him so I will. Give us that biscuitbox here.

– Stop! Stop! says Joe.

 A large and appreciative gathering of friends and acquaintances from the metropolis and greater Dublin assembled in their thousands to bid farewell to Nagyasàgos uram Lipoti Virag, late of Messrs Alexander Thom’s, printers to His Majesty, on the occasion of his departure for the distant clime of Szàzharminczbrojúgulyàs-Dugulàs (Meadow of Murmuring Waters). The ceremony which went off with great éclat was characterized by the most affecting cordiality. An illuminated scroll of ancient Irish vellum, the work of Irish artists, was presented to the distinguished phenomenologist on behalf of a large section of the community and was accompanied by the gift of a silver casket, tastefully executed in the style of ancient Celtic ornament, a work which reflects every credit on the makers, Messrs Jacob agus Jacob.

[…]

Gob, the devil wouldn’t stop him till he had got hold of the bloody tin anyhow and out with him and little Alf hanging on to his elbow and he shouting like a stuck pig, as good as any bloody play in the Queen’s royal theatre.

– Where is he till I murder him?

And Ned and J.G. paralysed with the laughing.

– Bloody wars, says I, I’ll be in for the last gospel.

But as luck would have it the jarvey got the nag’s head round the other way and off with him.

– Hold on, citizen, says Joe. Stop.

Begob he drew his hand and made a swipe and let fly. Mercy of God the sun was in his eyes or he’d have left him for dead. Gob, he near sent it into the county Longford. The bloody nag took fright and the old mongrel after the car like bloody hell and all the populace shouting and laughing and the old tinbox clattering along the street.

(Ulysses, XII, Penguin 1968, pp. 340-342)

NOTES

1. A description of the Citizen –Sinn Feiner, Cyclops, Nationalist– in the form of a parody of Celtic epic poetry –and in language whose style mimics that of Victorian translations of Homer (e.g. the famous translation of S.H. Butcher and A. Lang dated 1879; see Hugh Kenner, Joyce’s Voices, University of California Press, Berkeley, 1978, pp. 65, 111). Thus the Citizen is seen as a hero who is: broadshouldered, deepchested, stronglimbed, frankeyed, redhaired, free freckled, shaggybearded, widemouthed, largenosed, longheaded, deepvoiced, barekneed, brawnyhanded, hairylegged, ruddyfaced, sinewyarmed (!)

For a man like Joyce, of whom Ellman comments that he knew political action only as a spectacle (in something of the same way that he watched the Greek Orthodox liturgy in the church of St Nicholas in Trieste) descriptions like this must have been a source of real poetical pleasure!
2. Throw it away, Mr Bloom tells Bantam Lyons about his newspaper, and then bets on a horse called Throwaway. See the Lotus Eaters, the scene in front of the chemist’s shop (and comment no. 2 in the relevant chapter of the present book) and the Lestrygonians, the scene in Byrne’s pub, as well as the Oxen of the Sun and Ithaca.
3.  The barbarism of Polyphemus is “paralleled” by the barbarism of the death penalty, of corporal punishment in the navy, etc. See below: CEREMONIES.

4.  In this respect, the Jewish and Homeric traditions are combined with great skill in the escape of Mr Bloom as scapegoat at the end of the Cyclopes.

5.  Not only does Mr Bloom use the words “mote” and “beam”, but his syntax paraphrases the well-known passage from the Gospel according to St Matthew (Authorised Version, 7, 3).

6.  More in the Nestor episode.

7.  The admiral’s endless titles, such as K.G., K.P., D.S.O., S.O.D., M.R.I.A., F.T.C.D. etc, generally contain double-entendres such as M.R.I.A. which means Member of the Royal Irish Academy, but also My Royal Irish Arse –as indeed it was used in the Aeolia episode.

8.  According to Budgen’s evidence, Joyce himself saw his character this way, his model being Thersites in Shakespeare’s Troilus and Cressida.

9.  The observation on English civilisation, made here by the Citizen, has already been expressed by the Latinist MacHugh in the Aeolia episode: The closetmaker and the cloacamaker will never be lords of our spirit (see note 1 to that chapter). Incidentally, although the Citizen rages against British syphilization, he doesn’t hesitate to appropriate the house of a victim of British oppression.

10.  Vico was among the first to recognise what in our own day J.L. Austin (in How to Do Things with Words, Oxford, 1986, p. 6) calls the performative use of words: where words function as actions, indeed are actions, as for example in legal documents or in the Yes of the wedding service (which itself automatically constitutes an act of marriage), or in words spoken under oath, etc. (On this subject, see Isaiah Berlin, Vico and Herder, Hogarth Press, 1980, p.50). In this episode Joyce employs precisely this performative use of language.

11.  For example, at the lower astral levels the comforts which in the other world bear the names talafana (= telephone), alavatar (= elevator) etc., during pralaya (!) The deeper irony of this passage lies in the fact that while, according to the tenets of theosophy, Dignam’s soul is in pralaya (a period of repose for the soul from the cares of life), he, on the contrary, is worrying about his mislaid boot!

12.  Just as in Tristram Shandy (chapter 4) there are doubts as to the exact date of birth of Luther… Kiberd (p. 1068) comments here that there are three Saint Patricks. F.O.T.E.I. stands for Friends of the Emerald Island.

13.  Phenomenological recreation: in the sense of Husserl’s eidetische Reduction (=eidetic reduction). I am not aware of this approach having previously been made to the Cyclopes episode. However this may be, this temporary setting aside of the empirical material and its development into another ideal space approaches, on the philosophical level, Husserl’s attempt to place the empirical data in a parenthesis (einKlammern) and to investigate the essence, the depth of the phenomenon (see below: THE DISTINGUISHED PHENOMENOLOGIST).

14.  In the text of the Cyclopes we may recognise all three types of intertextual function which J. Kristeva noted in 1969 (working on the Poésies of Lautréamont –in Recherches pour une sémanalyse, Paris, Seuil, Coll. “Tel Quel”, pp.255-257), and particularly the second type: “the symmetrical denial” of the “established” by the “textual beyond” the expanded text (= while the general logical meaning of the two texts is the same, within their specific co-expression the “expanded” text takes on a symmetrically opposed meaning). The term which Joyce himself chose for his technique in the Cyclopes (alternative asymmetry) comes close to that of Kristeva. See also Colin MacCabe, James Joyce and the Revolution of the Word, London, 1979, pp. 91-93, and also Robert Bell, Jocoserious Joyce, Cornell University, New York, 1991, pp.143-145.

15.  Here is a Rabelaisian catalogue that serves as an archetype for Joyce’s listing of things in this episode (Gargantua & Pantagruel, Penguin, 1965, p. 120): “This said, they made supper ready and, on top of the usual fare, there were roasted sixteen oxen, three heifers, thirty-two calves, sixty-three suckling kids, ninety-five sheep, three hundred suckling pigs in wine sauce, eleven score partridges, seven hundred woodcock, four hundred capons from Loudun and Cornouaille, six thousand pullets and as many pigeons, six hundred guinea-fowls, fourteen hundred leverets, three hundred and three bustards and seventeen hundred capon chicks.”

16.  The much discussed passage from Marx: “The difficulty we are confronted with is not, however, that of understanding how Greek art and epic poetry are associated with certain forms of social development. The difficulty is that they still give us aesthetic pleasure and are in certain respects regarded as a standard and unattainable ideal.” Marx “solves” this contradiction between retarded social conditions and developed art by replying that the Greeks of the epics belong to the eternally charming childhood of humanity (Marx-Engels, On Literature and Art, Progress Publishers, Moscow, 1976, p.84). 

17.  As a rough and ready example, the account of the “honey-sweet red wine” which Odyssseus offers to Polyphemus (Odyssey, IX, 196-211).

18.  In the text he is presented (by Wyse Nolan) as passing the rules of conspiracy of the Hungarian revolutionaries to Arthur Griffith. The first reference to this is in the Lestrygonians, where Bloom compares Griffith with Parnell, thus showing that he knows him; the “revelation” comes in Penelope, in Molly’s monologue: (she says that) the little man he showed me without the neck is very intelligent the coming man Griffith is he well he doesn’t look it… (The first reference to Griffith is in Proteus).

Arthur Griffith (1872-1922) was the founder (1904) of the famous nationalist organisation Sinn Fein; it appears that Joyce particularly liked his mixture of pacificism and radicalism, so that he made his hero be inspired by Griffith’s politics. The fact that Griffith first expressed his views in the book The Resurrection of Hungary, in which he mentions the Hungarians’ passive resistance against the Austrian Empire, leads us straight to both the “Hungarian” and the pacifist qualities of Mr Bloom. Nevertheless, Adams investigated the subject and shows that Griffith had antisemitic tendencies! (Surface and Symbol, Oxford University Press, New York, 1962, pp.100-104.)

19.  Mr Bloom’s father will be referred to by Says I as old Methusalem Bloom…

20.  With reference to this, see the chapter on The Wandering Rocks in the present book.

21.  In Cyclopes an unexpectedly bitter phrase recalls the man in the mackintosh: The man in the brown macintosh loves a lady who is dead. In the Oxen of the Sun the man in the macintosh becomes Macintosh who eats and drinks at Burke’s tavern where Stephen’s and Mr Bloom’s drunken company end up. In Eumaeus Mr Bloom reads in the evening paper the list of those present at Dignam’s funeral and finds the name of the stranger given as McIntosh. (See also Nekyia.)

22.  Scylla and Charybdis: LUST FOR NAMES and TECHNIQUE.

23.  Among those present at the Courtly Marriage are Lady Sylvester Elmshade, Mrs Barbara Lovebirch, Mrs Poll Ash, Mrs Holly Hazeleyes,Miss Daphne Bays, Miss Dorothy Canebrake, Mrs Clyde Twelvetrees, Mrs Rowan Greene, Mrs Helen Vinegadding, Miss Virginia Creeper, Miss Gladys Beech and numerous other representatives of the flora.

There is a similar “naming” in the famous byzantine Tale of Porikologos, (Diigisi tou Porikologou) Wagner Guilelmus, Lipsiae, Teubner, 1873, p.199. (See also the poem “Olympia, 20th Century A.D.” by George Seferis (Tetradio Gymnasmaton B’, Ikaros, 1993, p.48). 

24.  Saints Anonymous, Eponymous, Pseudonymous, Homonymous, Paronymous and Synonymous represent here the performative function of naming.

25.  Among the foreign delegations is that of Germany, headed by Herr Hurhausdirektorpräsident Hans Chuechli-Steuerli, Nationalgymnasiummuseumsanatorium​andsuspensoriumsordinaryprivatdocentgeneralhistoryspecialprofessordoctorKriegfriendUeberllgemein (!!!)

26.  The description of the Citizen’s handkerchief or of the biscuit tin that he throws at Mr Bloom.

27.  See above: CEREMONIES.

28.  The references to him usually have Molly Bloom as their starting point. See the conversation in The Sirens (the Ormond Hotel, “Father” Cowley, Simon Dedalus, Dollard) about Ben Dollard’s borrowed clothes. In the Lestrygonians too, Nosey Flynn comments that Bloom is a freemason.

29.  Robert Bell correctly notes that Thersites («Says I») behaves towards Bloom in the same manner that Buck Mulligan behaves towards Stephen. The difference lies in the fact that Mulligan, if nothing else, speaks openly, while Thersites in the Cyclopes speaks covertly and slily (Jocoserious Joyce, pp.135-137). The humour unleashed is, however, of the same tone in both cases.
30.  See above: THE UNNAMEABLE. 
31.  He does not take part in the drinking, he does not buy a round of drinks or accept anything, except a cigar (and this only after being pressed) whose smoke he then blows in the eyes of the rest of the company. He maintains a similarly self-restraining stance at Davy Byrne’s pub (Lestrygonians) where Nosey Flynn observes: if you ask him to have a drink first thing he does is he outs with the watch to see what he ought to imbibe. Declare to God he does.

32.  For example, while the rest of the company is interested in the hanged man’s erection, Bloom is responsible for changing the subject to the death penalty.
33.  This excerpt is taken from Husserl’s basic work, Ideen zu einer reiner Phänomenologie und phänomelogische Philosophie, 1913.

34.  The Sirens: BLOOM THE DIAPASON.
35.  This repugnance on the part of Bloom proceeds from a different direction yet agrees with that expressed by Stephen in the second episode (Nestor): History […] is a nightmare from which I am trying to awake.

36.  Compare with: Laestrygones: WHO IN TRUTH AM I and in the The Sirens: BLOOM THE DIAPASON. As well as with Ellmann’s interesting observation: “Joyce’s political and aesthetic views were one and the same. For this reason the act of writing was closely connected to the liberating act.” (The Consciousness of Joyce, New York, Oxford University Press, 1977, p.90.)
37.  This explains his lapsus when he refers to Mrs Dignam’s lawyers as his wife’s admirers instead of his wife’s advisers. In Circe, this same lapsus will be made by him in pointed bitterness about his own wife: Frankly, though she had her advisers or admirers, I never cared much for her style (this while he is fantasising about an illicit encounter with Mrs Breen).
38.  Joyce liked to think that the name of his beloved hero, Odysseus, was etymologically derived from “Outis” (= Noman) and “Zeus”: a truly divine Nobody. (R. Ellmann, “Ulysses, a short History” in Ulysses, Penguin, 1968, p.709 and an article by the same author: Ulysses, the Divine Nobody, in the Yale Review, XLVII Autumn, 1957, 56-71).
39.  Included in Richard Ellmann’s book Ulysses on the Liffey, Faber and Faber, London, 1974, Appendix, p. 187 onwards.
40.  In Eumaeus, Mr Bloom reveals that he considers his angry response to the Citizen as nothing less than a punch in the stomach; he proudly confides this response to Stephen as follows: So I, without deviating from plain facts in the least, told him his God, I mean Christ, was a jew too, and all his family, like me, though in reality I’m not. That was one for him. A soft answer turns away wrath. He hadn’t a word to say for himself as everyone saw. Am I not right? (Compare the way Mr Bloom ruminates on the same subject in Nausicaa –see the excerpt at the end of the chapter on this episode.)
