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[1] Stately, plump Buck Mulligan came from the stairhead, bearing a bowl of
lather on which a mirror and a razor lay crossed. A yellow dressinggown,
ungirdled, was sustained gently behind him by the mild morning air. He held the
bowl aloft and intoned:

[2] - Introibo ad altare Dei.

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

[4] — Come up, Kinch! Come up, you fearful jesuit!

[5] Solemnly he came forward and mounted the round gunrest. He faced about
and blessed gravely thrice the tower, the surrounding country and the awaking
mountains. 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.
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.
[6] Buck Mulligan peeped an instant under the mirror and then covered the
bowl! smartly.

[7] — Back to barracks, he said sternly.

[8] He added in a preacher's tone:

[9] — For this, O dearly beloved, is the genuine christine: body and soul and
blood and ouns. Slow music, please. Shut your eyes, gents. One moment. A little
trouble about those white corpuscles. Silence, all.

[10] He peered sideways up and gave a long slow whistle of call, then paused
awhile in rapt attention, his even white teeth glistening here and there with
gold points. Chrysostomos. Two strong shrill whistles answered through the
calm.

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

[12] He skipped off the gunrest and looked gravely at his watcher, gathering
about his legs the loose folds of his gown. The plump shadowed face and sullen
oval jowl recalled a prelate, patron of arts in the middle ages. A pleasant smile
broke quietly over his lips.

[13] — The mockery of it! he said gaily. Your absurd name, an ancient Greek!
[14] He pointed his finger in friendly jest and went over to the parapet, laughing
to himself. Stephen Dedalus stepped up, followed him wearily halfway 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 bowl and lathered cheeks and neck.

[15] Buck Mulligan's gay voice went on.

[16] — My name is absurd too: Malachi Mulligan, two dactyls. But it has a
Hellenic ring, hasn't it? Tripping and sunny like the buck himself. We must go to
Athens. Will you come if | can get the aunt to fork out twenty quid?

[17] He laid the brush aside and, laughing with delight, cried:
[18] — Will he come? The jejune jesuit!
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Odysseus
prel. Ladislav Vymétal
Vaclav Petr, Praha 1930

S nejhornéjsi plosiny schodU prisel majestatni, baculaty Buck Mulligan, nesa
misku s mydlinami, pres kterou lezelo kfizem zrcatko a bfitva. Mirnym
rannim vétfikem se lehce za nim vzdouval Zluty, neopdsany Zupan. Zved|
misku do vySe a zanotoval:

Introibo ad altare Dei.”

Zastavil se, nakoukl dold s tmavych, tocitych schodu a vzkfikl drsné:

»Pojd nahoru, Kinchi! Pojd nahoru, ty zasity jezovito!“

Slavnostné se ubiral dale a vystoupil na kulaté délové loze. Otodil se a trikrat
vazné prezehnal véz, vlikolni krajinu a procitajici hory. Zahlédnuv pak
Stépéana Dedala, nachylil se k nému a délal ve vzduchu rychlé kfizky, rochaje
néco v hrdle a krouté hlavou. Rozmrzely a ospaly Stépan Dedalus se opiel
pazemi o horejSek schodisté a chladné se dival na kroutici, rochajici tvar,
kterd mu Zehnala, délkou pripominajici koriskou a na svétlé nestfihané vlasy,
majici stavbu a barvu vldken bledého dubového dreva.

Buck Mulligan nahlédl na mzik pod zrcadlo a zase misku hbité pfikryl.

,Zpét do kasaren,“ fekl prisné.

Dodal pak kazatelskym ténem:

,Totot jest, 6 draze milovani, prava svatost oltafni: télo a duse a krev a kosti.
Zpomalte hudbu, prosim. Zavrete oci, panové. Okamzik. Trochu potize s témi
bilymi krvinkami. Ticho, vSichni!“

Zamzoural stranou vzhru a dlouze hluboce zahvizdl pfivolavaci signal, pak
ustal chvili u vytrzené pozornosti, pfi ¢emz se jeho rovné, bilé zuby tu a tam
leskly zlatymi body. Chrysostomos. Tisinou mu odpovédélo dvé pronikavych
hvizdnuti.

,,Diky, stary brachu,” fekl zivé. ,,Umis to hezky. Vypni uZ tu pistalku, prosim

X a

te.

Shupl s lafety a podival se vazné na svého pozorovatele, pfitahuje kolem
nohou volné zahyby svého Zupanu. Obtloustld zastinénd tvar a urputna
ovalna celist pfipominala prelata, stfedovékého priznivce umén. Na jeho
rtech se rozpukl prijemny, klidny smév.

4

,To je opravdu ironie,” ekl vesele. , Tvé pitomé jméno, tak starovéky fecké.”

S pratelskou Zertovnosti pottasl prstem a odesel k pfedprsni, sméje se pro
sebe. Stépan Dedalus vystoupil nahoru, nasledoval ho unavené do piil cesty
a posadil se na pokraj lafety, stale ho pozoruje, an zaprel své zrcétko o
predprsen, namodil stétku do misky a mydlil si tvére a krk.

Vesely hlas Bucka Mulligana hovoril déle:

»,Mé jméno je také pitomé. Malachi Mulligan. Dva daktyly. Ale ma to
helensky brink, Ze ano? Skotacivé a slunné jako opravdicky jelen. Musime si
zajeti do Athén. Jel bys také, kdyby se mi podafilo vyrazit z tety dvacet
libficek?”

Odlozil stétku a sméje se radosti zvolal:

,Tak co, jel by? On jesuita s latnym Zaludkem?“
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Odysseus
prel. Aloys Skoumal
Odeon, Praha 1976

Otyly, statny Tur Mulligan se vynofil ze schodd, nesl misku s mydlinami a na
ni kfizem pres sebe mél lezet zrcatko a bfitvu. Jitfnim vdnkem se mu vzadu
vzdouval nepfepdsany zupan. Pozdvihl misku a zanotoval:

— Introibo ad altare Dei.

Postal, zamZoural do tmavého tocitého schodisté a chraplavé kfikl:

— Pojd sem, Cabaléku. Pojd sem, ty jezovitsky stradpytle.

Obradné pokrocil vpred a vystoupl na délovou obruberi. Rozhlédl se a tFikrat
se vSi vaZnosti pozehnal véz, okolni krajinu a procitajici kopce. Jak zahlédl|
Stépéana Dedala, nachylen k nému o piekot nad nim délal k¥izky, vyrazel

z hrdla kloktavé zvuky a pokyvoval hlavou. Nevrly a ospaly Stépan se oprel
pazemi o horejSek schodisté a chladné pozoroval Zehnajici tfaslavy kloktavy
oblicej, korisky protahly, a plavé netonzurované vlasy, zrnité a zihané jako
svétly dub.

Tur Mulligan nakoukl pod zrcatko a hbité zas misku ptikryl.

— Zpatky do piksly, zahartusil.
A kazatelskym tonem dodal:

— Nebot toto jest, mileni, prava Kristynka: télo a duse a krev a rany bozi.
Zvolna hrat, prosim. Zavrete oci, panstvo. Chvilinku. Bilé krvinky néjak zlobi.
Micet.

Zasilhal vzhru a tahle hvizdl, chvili se bedlivé zaposlouchal, az mu rovné bilé
zuby probleskovaly zlatymi teckami. Chrysostomos. V odpovéd zalehl do
tiSiny dvoji ostry hvizd.

— Dékuji, kamarade, kfikl jafe. Staci. Vypnout, prosim.

Seskodil z obrubné, k nohdm si ptihladil rozevlaty Zupan a vazné si méfil
svého pozorovatele. Otylym zatmélym obli¢ejem a posupnou oblou sanici
pfipominal néjakého preldta, sttedovékého priznivce uméni. Na rtech se mu
rozhostil vlidny smév.

— Uplna legrace, rozjafil se. To tvoje hloupé jméno, starofecké.

V Zertu pratelsky pohrozil prstem, uchichtl se a pfistoupil k predprsni.
Stépan Dedalus vykrocil nahoru, malétné poposel za nim, used| na kraj
obrubné a pozoroval ho, jak rovnd zrcatko na predprsen, namaci stétku do
mydlin a mydli si lice a krk.

Tur Mulligan mlel rozjarené:

—Ja mam taky hloupé jméno: Malachjas Mulligan, dva daktyly. Ale helénsky
zni, ne? Pfimo turovsky kiepce a slunné. Musime do Athén. Pojedes se
mnou, kdyZ pumpnu tetu o dvacet liber?

Polozil stétku, s chuti se zasmal a kfikl:
—Tak co, pojedes? Ty jezovitska susinko.
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[19] Ceasing, he began to shave with care.

[20] — Tell me, Mulligan, Stephen said quietly.

[21] —Yes, my love?

[22] — How long is Haines going to stay in this tower?

[23] Buck Mulligan showed a shaven cheek over his right shoulder.

[24] — God, isn't he dreadful? he said frankly. A ponderous Saxon. He thinks
you're not a gentleman. God, these bloody English! Bursting with money and
indigestion. Because he comes from Oxford. You know, Dedalus, you have the
real Oxford manner. He can't make you out. O, my name for you is the best:
Kinch, the knifeblade.

[25] He shaved warily over his chin.

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

[27] — A woful lunatic! Mulligan said. Were you in a funk?

[28] — I was, Stephen said with energy and growing fear. Out here in the dark
with a man | don't know raving and moaning to himself about shooting a black
panther. You saved men from drowning. I'm not a hero, however. If he stays on
here | am off.

[29] Buck Mulligan frowned at the lather on his razorblade. He hopped down
from his perch and began to search his trouser pockets hastily.

[30] — Scutter! he cried thickly.

[31] He came over to the gunrest and, thrusting a hand into Stephen's upper
pocket, said:

[32] - Lend us a loan of your noserag to wipe my razor.

[33] Stephen suffered him to pull out and hold up on show by its corner a dirty
crumpled handkerchief. Buck Mulligan wiped the razorblade neatly. Then,
gazing over the handkerchief, he said:

[34] — The bard's noserag! A new art colour for our Irish poets: snotgreen. You
can almost taste it, can't you?

[35] He mounted to the parapet again and gazed out over Dublin bay, his fair
oakpale hair stirring slightly.

[36] — God! he said quietly. Isn't the sea what Algy calls it: a great sweet
mother? The snotgreen sea. The scrotumtightening sea. Epi oinopa ponton. Ah,
Dedalus, the Greeks! | must teach you. You must read them in the original.
Thalatta! Thalatta! She is our great sweet mother. Come and look.

[37] Stephen stood up and went over to the parapet. Leaning on it he looked
down on the water and on the mailboat clearing the harbourmouth of
Kingstown.

[38] — Our mighty mother! Buck Mulligan said.
[39] He turned abruptly his grey searching eyes from the sea to Stephen's face.

[40] — The aunt thinks you killed your mother, he said. That's why she won't let
me have anything to do with you.

[41] — Someone killed her, Stephen said gloomily.

[42] - You could have knelt down, damn it, Kinch, when your dying mother
asked you, Buck Mulligan said. I'm hyperborean as much as you. But to think of
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Ustav, jal se opét pozorné holiti.

»Rekni mi néco, Mulligane,” ekl Stépan klidné.

,,Co, holoubku?”

,Jak dlouho mini Haines zUstat v této vézi?“

Buck Mulligan ukazal nad pravym ramenem oholenou lic.

,BoZe mUj, neni to strasny ¢lovék?“ fekl oteviené. ,Takovy Anglican tézké
vahy. Mysli o tobé, Ze nejsi gentleman. BoZe mij, ti sakramentsti Angli¢ané!
Div Ze neprasknou penézi a indigesci. ProtoZe prisel z Oxfordu. Ale vis,
Dedale, ty mas pravé oxfordské zpisoby. On je z tebe tumpachovej. Och,
jméno, které jsem ti nasel, je nejlepsi: Kinch, ¢epel noze.”

Obezietné jezdil bfitvou po bradé.

»Celou noc fantasiroval o jakémsi ¢erném pardalu,” pravil §tépén. ,Kde je
jeho pouzdro na rucnice?”

“f

,Nestastny Silenec,” fekl Mulligan. ,Mél jsi z ného vitr?“

,M&l,“ Fekl Stépan s diirazem a vzmahajicim se strachem. , Tak venku,
potmé s clovékem, kterého neznam, ktery blouzni a nafika pro sebe, ze musi
zastrelit cerného pardala. Tys zachranil mnoho lidi od utonuti. Ale ja hrdina
nejsem. Jestlize zde jesté zlistane, tak odsud poplavu.”

Buck Mulligan zamracené pohlédl na mydliny na Cepeli bfitvy. SeskoCil se své
vysiny a jal se chvatné prohledavati kapsy u kalhot.

,Blba prasecina,” zvolal pfichraptéle.
S PFigel od ochozu k lafeté a vstréiv ruku do horni kapsy Stépanovy, Fekl:

,PUj¢ sem svlj hadr na nos, at si utfu bfitvu.”

Stépan ho nechal vytahnouti a na podivanou roztfasti za cipek $pinavy,
zmuchlany kapesnik. Buck Mulligan peclivé vycistil bfitvu.

,BardGv hadr na nos. Nova umélecka barva pro nase irské basniky: soplova
zelen. Clovéku se skoro zd3, Ze ji citi na jazyku, 7e ano?“

Vystoupil znovu k pfedprsni a rozhlédl| se po Dublinské zatoce, pfi cemz se
jeho svétlé, bledé dubové vlasy lehce cefily.

»Mily BozZe,” fekl klidné. ,Neni-li mofe opravdu, jak je Algy nazyva: siva,
sladka matka? Soplové zelené more. Mofe, jez svira Sourek. Epi oinopa
ponton. Ach, Dedale, ti Rekové. Musim té naucit fectiné. Musis je ¢ist

v origindle. Thalatta ! Thalatta ! Je to nase velika, sladka matka. Pojd se
podivat.”

Stépan se postavil a odesel k predprsni. Opfev se o ni, dival se dol(i na vody
a na postovni lod, vyjizdéjici z Usti pfistavu kingstownského.

»,Nase mocna matka,” fekl Buck Mulligan.
Nahle obratil své veliké zpytavé odi od more do tvéaie Stépanovy.
,Teta si mysli, Zes svou matku zabil. Proto nechce, abych se s tebou stykal.”

,Nékdo ji zabil,“ fekl Stépan zasmusile.

,Také bys byl mohl kleknout, Kinchi, u vSech kozlQ, kdyzZ té tva umirajici
matka o to prosila,” fekl Buck Mulligan. ,,Ja nejsem o nic mensi hyperborejec
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Zmlkl a opatrné se holil.

— Néco mi, Mulligane, povéz, fekl klidné §tépén.

— Copak, zlaticko?

—Jak dlouho jesté pobude Haines tady ve vézi?

Pfes pravé rameno k nému Tur Mulligan otodil vyholenou lic.

— Boze, ten je ale hrozny, fekl upfimné. Naduty Sasik. Ty jsi podle ného
nevychovanec. Sakramentsti Anglani. Div nepuknou samymi penézi a
zacpou. Protoze si odbyl Oxford, to je toho. Pravy oxfordsky Svih mas,
Dedale, ty. On té nechépe. Nejlip ti padne, jak ja ti fikam, Cabaldk, Cepeldk.

Opatrné si oholil bradu.

— Celou noc blouznil o ¢erném panterovi, ozval se Stépan. Kde ma futral
s puskou?

— Nebohy Silenec, ekl Mulligan. Mél jsi nahnano?

— A jak, vyhrkl uz zase postraseny Stépan. Byt tady potmé s nezndmym
¢lovékem, ktery blouzni a kiloura, Ze zastreli cerného pantera. Ty
zachranuje$ tonouci. J4 Zadny hrdina nejsem. Jestli tady zlistane, tak se
seberu a pljdu.

Tur Mulligan se usklibl nad mydlinou na bfitvé. Snesl se z hfadu a honem
prohledaval kapsy u kalhot.

— Hernajs, zavrcel.
PFistoupil k obrubni, sahl Stépanovi do horni kapsy a Fekl:

— PGj¢ nam Snuptychl, at si s nim utfu bfitvu.

Stépén si od ného nechal vytahnout a za cipek rozvésit $pinavy pomackany
kapesnik. Tur Mulligan utfel dikladné ¢epel. Potom si prohlédl kapesnik a
fekl:

— Bardlv Snuptychl. Novy umélecky odstin pro nase irské basniky: sopliva
zelen. D4 se pfimo chutnat.

Znovu vystoupil na obruberi a zahledél se na Dublinsky zaliv, na hlavé mu
zlehka povivaly plavé, svétle dubové viasy.

— Paneboze, nic naplat, more je, jak fika Algous, Sediva nézna matka. Soplivé
zelené more. Sourkostazné mote. Epi oinopa ponton. Ach, ti Rekové, Dedale.
Vsak ja té o nich poucdim. Prectes si je v originale. Thalatta! Thalatta! Nase
velkd nézina matka. Pojd' a viz.

Stépan vstal a pristoupil k predprsni. Opten o ni hledél na vodstvo a na
postovni parnik, vyjizdéjici z Gsti kingstownského pristavu.

— Nase mocnd matka, rekl Mulligan.
Razem stocil velké patravé odi od more k Stépanovu obliceji.
— Teta si mysli, Ze jsi svou matku umofil. Proto pry se s tebou nemam stykat.

— Nékdo ji umofil, nasupil se Stépan.

— Taky jsi, sakra, mohl, Cepelaku, pokleknout, kdy? té o to matka pied smrti
zadala, fekl Tur Mulligan. Jsem stejny krobidn jako ty. Ale kdyZ si pomyslim,
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your mother begging you with her last breath to kneel down and pray for her.
And you refused. There is something sinister in you....

[43] He broke off and lathered again lightly his farther cheek. A tolerant smile
curled his lips.

[44] — But a lovely mummer! he murmured to himself. Kinch, the loveliest
mummer of them all!

[45] He shaved evenly and with care, in silence, seriously.

[46] Stephen, an elbow rested on the jagged granite, leaned his palm against his
brow and gazed at the fraying edge of his shiny black coatsleeve. Pain, that was
not yet the pain of love, fretted his heart. Silently, in a dream she had come to
him after her death, her wasted body within its loose brown graveclothes giving
off an odour of wax and rosewood, her breath, that had bent upon him, mute,
reproachful, a faint odour of wetted ashes. Across the threadbare cuffedge he
saw the sea hailed as a great sweet mother by the wellfed voice beside him. The
ring of bay and skyline held a dull green mass of liquid. 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.

[47] Buck Mulligan wiped again his razorblade.

[48] — Ah, poor dogsbody! he said in a kind voice. | must give you a shirt and a
few noserags. How are the secondhand breeks?

[49] — They fit well enough, Stephen answered.

[50] Buck Mulligan attacked the hollow beneath his underlip.

[51] — The mockery of it, he said contentedly. Secondleg they should be. God
knows what poxy bowsy left them off. | have a lovely pair with a hair stripe,
grey. You'll look spiffing in them. I'm not joking, Kinch. You look damn well when
you're dressed.

[52] — Thanks, Stephen said. | can't wear them if they are grey.

[53] — He can't wear them, Buck Mulligan told his face in the mirror. Etiquette is
etiquette. He kills his mother but he can't wear grey trousers.

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

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

[56] — That fellow | was with in the Ship last night, said Buck Mulligan, says you
have g. p. i. He's up in Dottyville with Connolly Norman. General paralysis of the
insane!

[57] He swept the mirror a half circle in the air to flash the tidings abroad in
sunlight now radiant on the sea. His curling shaven lips laughed and the edges
of his white glittering teeth. Laughter seized all his strong wellknit trunk.

[58] — Look at yourself, he said, you dreadful bard!

[59] Stephen bent forward and peered at the mirror held out to him, cleft by a
crooked crack. Hair on end. As he and others see me. Who chose this face for
me? This dogsbody to rid of vermin. It asks me too.
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nez ty. Ale kdyzZ si pomyslim, jak té tvd matka poslednim dechem prosila,
abys poklekl a modlil se za ni. A ty jsi ji to odepfrel. Je v tobé néco priSerného

“

Odmlcel se a znovu lehce mydlil svou druhou tvar. Rty se mu zakfivily
snasenlivym Usmévem.

»Ale skvostny komediant,“ zabrucel si pro sebe. ,Kinch, nejskvostnéjsi
komediant ze vSech.”

Holil se rovnomérné a opatrné, micky a vazné.

Jednim loktem opien o zubovatou Zulu, polozil Stépan ¢elo do dlané

a pohlizel na roztfepeny okraj svého cerného, oblyskaného rukavu u kabatu.
Jeho srdce hnétla bolest, jez vSak jesté nebyla bolesti [asky. Pfisla k nému
matka tise, ve snu, po své smrti; jeji vychrtlé télo ve volném pohiebnim
hnédém rouse vydavalo vini vosku a riZzového dreva, z jejiho dechu, ktery
nad ného nachylila, némy, vycitavy, vanul slaby pach promokielého popela.
Pres osuntély okraj rukdvu vidél more, které dobfre Ziveny hlas vedle ného
byl zdravil jako velikou sladkou matku. Kruh zatociny a rozhrani obzoru
objimaly temné, zelené spousty tekutiny. Vedle jeji smrtelné postele stéla
miska z bilého porculanu, jez obsahovala zelenou vazkou Zlug, kterou si
vyrvala z hnijicich jater zachvaty hlasitého, hekavého zvraceni.

Buck Mulligan znovu utfel svou bfitvu.

»Ach, ty psoto nebohd,” fekl dobrosrde¢nym hlasem. ,,Musim ti dat néjakou
kosili a par hadrd na nos. Jaké jsou ty kalhoty, cos koupil z druhé ruky?“
»Jesté mi dost padnou,” odpovédél §tépén.

Buck Mulligan nacal dolinku pod dolnim rtem.

,Taironie,” fekl spokojené. ,Vlastné by se mélo fici z druhych nohou. Bih
sam vi, po kterém praseti nakazeném jsou. Mam jedny krasné s vlasovym
pruhem, Sedé. Budes v nich vypadat efef. NeZertuji, Kinchi. Vypadas sakra
hezky, kdyz jsi spravné oblecen.”

,Diky,“ tekl Stépan. ,Jsou-li $edé, nemohu je nosit.”

,0n je nemaze nosit!” fekl Buck Mulligan své tvari v zrcadle. ,Etiketa je
etiketa. Zabit svou matku muzZe, ale Sedé kalhoty nosit nemuze.”

Peclivé zavrel bfitvu a hladivymi hmaty prstl ohmataval hladkou kizi.

Stépan odvratil zraky od moie na obtloustlou tvaf s jejimi koufové
modryma, pohyblivyma oc¢ima.

»Ten chlap, co jsem s nim byl véera vecéer U lodi,” fekl Buck Mulligan,
,povidal, Ze pry mas p. b. Je v Gstavé choromysinych v Dottyville u Conollyho
Normana. Paralytické blbnuti.”

Opsal zrcatkem polokruh ve vzduchu, aby tu zpravu rozbleskl do svéta

v slune¢nim svétle, jez nyni zéfilo na mofi. Jeho vinité oholené rty se smaly a
pokraje jeho bilych, svitivych zub(. Smich zachvatil celé jeho silng, razité
télo.

,Podivej se na sebe,” fekl, ,ty hrozny barde.”

Stépan se naklonil dopiedu a dival se do zrcadla jemu nastaveného,
rozpolténého kfivolakou puklinou a vlasy se mu na hlavé zjezily. Jak se jevim
jemu a ostatnim lidem. Kdo mi takovou tvar vybral? Tohle psi télo, které
Zerou vsi. Jesté se mne to pta.
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jak té matka poslednim dechem prosi, abys poklekl a pomodlil se za ni. A ty
to neudélds. Je v tobé kus zlovolnosti...

Zmlkl a znovu si zlehka namydlil druhou lic. Rty se mu zkfivily shovivavym
usméskem.

— Ale znamenity komediant. Cepelak, komediant nad jiné znamenity.

Holil se stejnomérné a dikladné, micky, usebrané.

Loktem opten o hrbolatou Zulu, podepiral Stépan dlani ¢elo a civél na
roztfepeny okraj oblyskaného ¢erného rukavu. Srdce mu drasal zZal, zatim
jesté ne zal lasky. Po smrti k nému mlcky ve snu pfisla, celd zchfadla v
hnédém odstavajicim rubasi, pachla voskem a palisandrem, a jak se nad nim
némé, vycitavé shybla, dech ji ¢pél pokropenym popelem. Pfes odranou
manZetu vidél, jak vedle ného prezrany hlas zdravi more jako velkou néznou
matku. Prstenec zalivu a obzoru obmykal kalné zelenou spoustu kapaliny.
Vedle umrtniho Iizka méla stat bilou porcelanovou misku se ztuhlou
zelenou Zluci, chroptivym zvracenim rvanou z hnijicich jater.

Znova Tur Mulligan utfel britvu.

— Ach, ty psoto, fekl vlidné. Dam ti kosili a par Snuptychld. Jak ti padnou ty
kratké kalhoty z druhé ruky?

— Pasuji akorat, odpovédél Stépan.

Tur Mulligan si vyholil dulek pod dolnim rtem.

— Legrace, rekl spokojené, vlastné by se mélo fikat z druhé nohy. Blhvijaky
syfiliticky oZrala je odlozil. Mam jedny s péknym vlasovym prouzkem, Sedé.
Budes$ v nich uplny $vihak. Nezertuji, Cepeldku. Kdy? se nastrojis, vypadas
ohromné.

— Dé&kuiji, rekl Stépan. Jestli jsou $edé, tak je nosit nemohu.

—On je nosit nemUze, fekl Tur Mulligan svému obliceji v zrcatku. Etiketa je
etiketa. Matku umofi, ale $edé kalhoty nosit nemze.

UloZil peclivé bfitvu a hladivymi tykadly prstl si ohmatal hladkou plet.

Stépan odvratil pohled od mofe k otylému obliceji s koufové modryma
tékavyma oc¢ima.

—Ten chlap, co jsem s nim byl v¢era vecer U lodi, ozval se Mulligan, tvrdi, ze
mas c. . p. Sam je v Trestilové spolu s Conollym Normanem. Celkovou
Sileneckou paralyzu.

Pllkruhem otacel zrcétko a v slunci zéficim na mofe posilal tu zpravu dal.
Smal se vykrojenymi, hladce vyholenymi rty i Spi¢kami bilych tfpytnych zubd.
Smich lomcoval celym jeho lepym trupem.

—Jen se na sebe podivej, ty udésny barde.

Stépan se nahnul, a vlasy hriizou zjezeny, koukl do podaného zrcatka, napfi¢
rozstipeného kfivou prasklinou. Jak mé vidi on a druzi. Kdopak mi vybral ten
obli¢ej? Tuto neodvsivenou psotu. | on se mé pta.
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[60] — I pinched it out of the skivvy's room, Buck Mulligan said. It does her all
right. The aunt always keeps plainlooking servants for Malachi. Lead him not
into temptation. And her name is Ursula.

[61] Laughing again, he brought the mirror away from Stephen's peering eyes.

[62] — The rage of Caliban at not seeing his face in a mirror, he said. If Wilde
were only alive to see you!

[63] Drawing back and pointing, Stephen said with bitterness:
[64] — It is a symbol of Irish art. The cracked lookingglass of a servant.

[65] 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.

[66] —It's not fair to tease you like that, Kinch, is it? he said kindly. God knows
you have more spirit than any of them.

[67] Parried again. He fears the lancet of my art as | fear that of his. The cold
steel pen.

[68] — Cracked lookingglass of a servant! Tell that to the oxy chap downstairs
and touch him for a guinea. He's stinking with money and thinks you're not a
gentleman. His old fellow made his tin by selling jalap to Zulus or some bloody
swindle or other. God, Kinch, if you and | could only work together we might do
something for the island. Hellenise it.

[69] Cranly's arm. His arm.

[70] — And to think of your having to beg from these swine. I'm the only one
that knows what you are. Why don't you trust me more? What have you up
your nose against me? Is it Haines? If he makes any noise here I'll bring down
Seymour and we'll give him a ragging worse than they gave Clive Kempthorpe.

[71] Young shouts of moneyed voices in Clive Kempthorpe's rooms. Palefaces:
they hold their ribs with laughter, one clasping another. O, | shall expire! Break
the news to her gently, Aubrey! | shall die! 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. A scared calf's face gilded
with marmalade. | don't want to be debagged! Don't you play the giddy ox with
me!

[72] Shouts from the open window startling evening in the quadrangle. A deaf
gardener, aproned, masked with Matthew Arnold's face, pushes his mower on
the sombre lawn watching narrowly the dancing motes of grasshalms.

[73] To ourselves .... new paganism .... omphalos.

[74] — Let him stay, Stephen said. There's nothing wrong with him except at
night.

[75] — Then what is it? Buck Mulligan asked impatiently. Cough it up. I'm quite
frank with you. What have you against me now?

[76] They halted, looking towards the blunt cape of Bray Head that lay on the
water like the snout of a sleeping whale. Stephen freed his arm quietly.

[77] — Do you wish me to tell you? he asked.
[78] — Yes, what is it? Buck Mulligan answered. | don't remember anything.
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,Slohnul jsem je z pokoje sluzce,” fekl Mulligan. ,,Pro ni je ddvno dobré. Teta
si vybira pro Malachiho vidycky nehezké holky. Neuved ho v pokuseni. A
sluje Vorsila.”

Znovu se zasmal, odstranil zrcatko od zkoumavych oéi Stépanovych.

Jaky vztek mél Kaliban, 7e nevidél svou tvaf v zrcadle,” fekl. ,Skoda, Ze
Wilde neni na svété, aby té vidél.”

Ustupuje a ukazuje prstem, fekl Stépan s horkosti:

»Je to symbol irského uméni. Prasklé zrcadlo dévecky.”

Buck Mulligan néhle zakles| pazi do paze Stépanovy a chodil s nim okolo
véze, pfi cemz jeho bfitva a zrcdtko rachotily v kapse, kam je byl zastrcil.
,Neni to hezké, Ze si té takto dobiram, vid Ze ne, Kinchi?“ fekl vlidné. ,Ale
BUh je mi svédkem, Ze mas vice ducha nez ti vsichni ostatni.”

Znovu odraZen. Boji se lancety mého uméni jako ja se bojim lancety jeho.
Studeného ocelového péra.

»Prasklé zrcatko dévecky. Povéz to tomu volskému chlapovi dole a pumpni
ho o guineu. Véli se v penézich a mysli o tobé, Ze nejsi gentleman. Jeho tata
si pomohl k prachlim z prodeje Zalapy nebo jakéhosi takového sakra svinstva
Zulukafrim. BoZe, Kinchi, kdybychom tak mohli ty a ja pracovat dohromady,
mohli bychom pro nas ostrov néco dokazat. Zhelenisovat jej.”

Cranlyova paze. Jeho paZze.

A kdyz si ¢clovék vzpomene, Ze musi$ Zebrat na téch prasatech. Ja jsem
jediny, kdo vi, co jsi. Pro¢ nemas ke mné vétsi dlivéru? Copak ti preletélo
ptes nos proti mné? K vuli Hainesovi? Bude-li zde délat ramus, pfivedu si
Seymoura a pak mu zvalchujeme kuZi vic, nez ji zvalchovali Cliveovi
Kempthorpovi.”

Mlady pokfik prachovych hlast v byté Clivea Kempthorpa. Bledé tvare:
popadaji se za boky smichy a jeden se drzi druhého. Och, ja umru! Povéz ji
tu zpravu Setrné, Aubrey! Ja prasknu! Rozstfihané pruhy jeho kosile se
mrskaji ve vzduchu a on hopsa a belhd kolem stolu, katata mu visi na patach
a Ades z Magdaleniny koleje s krej¢ovskymi ntizkami za nim. Tvar
vydéseného telete, pozlacena marmeladou. ,Ja se nedam stdhnout z kalhot!
Prestarite s takovymi blbostmi!“

KFik z otevieného okna rusi vecer na nadvori. Po tmavém travniku tlaci pred
sebou Zaci strojek hluchy zahradnik v zastére, maskovany tvari Mathew
Arnolda, a bedlivé pozoruje rej drobtl travovych stébel.

»,Pouze ndm -- novopohanstvi -- omphalos.”

,Nech ho, at tu zistane,” Fekl Stépan. ,Nic zIého jinak nedéla, leda v noci.”

,Tak co tedy mas?“ zeptal se Buck Mulligan netrpélivé. ,Vyplivni to. Ja jsem
vUci tobé docela otevieny. Nuze, co proti mné mas?“

Zastavili se a pohlizeli pF%d sebe na tupy mys Bray Head, jenZ lezel na vodé
jako tlama spici velryby. Stépan klidné vyprostil svou pazi.

,Chces, abych ti to fekl?“ ptal se.

»Ano. Co je to?” odpovédél Buck Mulligan. ,,Na nic se nepamatuji.”
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— Schrastil jsem je v pokojiku nasi cuchty, fekl Tur Mulligan. Pro ni staci. Kvali
Malachjasovi miva teta samé nehezké sluzky. Neuvod ho v pokuseni. A slove
Vorsila.

Znovu se zasmal a odtahl Stépanovi zrcatko od vyjevenych oéi.
— Vztek Kalibana, Ze se nevidi v zrcadle, Fekl. Skoda, Ze se t& Wilde nedofil.

Stépén ucouvl, ukdzal na zrcatko prstem a trpce fekl:
— Tot symbol irského uméni. Sluzéino puklé zrcatko.

Najednou se Tur Mulligan zavésil do Stépana a prochézel se s nim dokola po
VéZi, az mu pfitom cinkaly o sebe bfitva a zrcatko, zastréené do kapsy.

— Nemél bych si t&, Cepeldku, tolik dobirat, fekl vlidné. Bahvi, je v tobé vic
nez v nich viech dohromady.

Uz zas odpariroval. Boji se lancety mého uméni a ja jeho lancety. Chladného
ocelového péra.

— Sluz¢ino puklé zrcatko. Povéz to dole tomu bulikovi a vyraz z ného zlatak.
Penéz m4, az smrdi, a tebe poklada za nevychovance. Jeho fotr prodaval
Zulukafrim projimadlo nebo jiny sakramentsky Smejd a nasekal na tom
prachy. Boze, dat se tak my dva, Cepelaku, dohromady, snad bychom ten
nds ostrov postavili na nohy. Snad bychom ho pohelénstili.

Cranlyho paze. Jeho paze.

— Kdyz si pomyslim, u jakych prasat musis$ Zebrat. Jenom ja vim, co v tobé
vézi. Pro¢pak mi neddvérujes? Co ti u mé vadi? Ten Haines? Jestli tady
neprestane povykovat, pfivedu si Seymoura a zprazime ho hif, nez kdysi
zprazili Cliva Kempthorpa.

Ryk mladistvych prachacd v Kempthorpovych mistnostech. Samé bledule:
popadaji se za bficho, chytaji se kolem krku, ach, ja se zadusim! Oznam ji to,
Aubrey, Setrné! Ja zhynu! S vlajicimi cary kosile poskakuje a pajda kolem
stolu, kalhoty spusténé az na kotniky, s krejcovskymi nizkami ho honi Ades
z Magdaleniny koleje. Oblicej vyjukaného teldtka, ozlaceny pomerancovym
dZzemem. Nechte mi katata! Nedélejte ze mé motovidlo!

Pokrik z otevieného okna plasi vecer v ambitech. Zastérou opasany hluchy
zahradnik v masce Matthewa Arnolda postrkuje na chmurném pazitu Zaci
strojek a bedlivé sleduje vifici drobty travnich stébel.

My jsme ... pro nové pohanstvi ... omfalos.
— Jen ho tady nech, fekl Stépan. Drii ho to jen v noci.

—Tak co? vyjel si na ného Tur Mulligan. Vymackni se. Mluvim s tebou docela
upfimné. Co proti mné mas?

Zastavili se a zirali k? kosému ostrohu Bray Head, poloZzenému na vodé jako
rypak spici velryby. Stépan klidné vysmekl pazi.

— Mam ti to Fict? zeptal se.

— Ano, tak co? odpovédél Tur Mulligan. Na nic si nevzpominam.
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[79] 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.

[80] Stephen, depressed by his own voice, said:

[81] — Do you remember the first day | went to your house after my mother's
death?

[82] Buck Mulligan frowned quickly and said:

[83] — What? Where? | can't remember anything. | remember only ideas and
sensations. Why? What happened in the name of God?

[84] — You were making tea, Stephen said, and went across the landing to get
more hot water. Your mother and some visitor came out of the drawingroom.
She asked you who was in your room.

[85] — Yes? Buck Mulligan said. What did | say? | forget.

[86] — You said, Stephen answered, O, it's only Dedalus whose mother is beastly
dead.

[87] A flush which made him seem younger and more engaging rose to Buck
Mulligan's cheek.

[88] — Did | say that? he asked. Well? What harm is that?

[89] He shook his constraint from him nervously.

[90] — And what is death, he asked, your mother's or yours or my own? You saw
only your mother die. | see them pop off every day in the Mater and Richmond
and cut up into tripes in the dissectingroom. It's a beastly thing and nothing
else. It simply doesn't matter. You wouldn't kneel down to pray for your mother
on her deathbed when she asked you. Why? Because you have the cursed jesuit
strain in you, only it's injected the wrong way. To me it's all a mockery and
beastly. Her cerebral lobes are not functioning. She calls the doctor sir Peter
Teazle and picks buttercups off the quilt. 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. Absurd! | suppose | did say it. | didn't mean
to offend the memory of your mother.

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

[92] — I am not thinking of the offence to my mother.
[93] — Of what then? Buck Mulligan asked.

[94] — Of the offence to me, Stephen answered.

[95] Buck Mulligan swung round on his heel.

[96] — O, an impossible person! he exclaimed.

[97] He walked off quickly round the parapet. Stephen stood at his post, gazing
over the calm sea towards the headland. Sea and headland now grew dim.
Pulses were beating in his eyes, veiling their sight, and he felt the fever of his
cheeks.

[98] A voice within the tower called loudly:
[99] — Are you up there, Mulligan?
[100] - I'm coming, Buck Mulligan answered.
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Za své edi se podival Stépanovi do tvare. Pres jeho ¢elo presel lehky vitr,
pocechral mirné jeho neucesané svétlé vlasy a pohnul stfibrnymi body
zneklidnénosti v jeho ocich.

Skli¢en vlastnim hlasem ekl Stépan:
,Pamatujes si na ten prvni den, kdyZ jsem prisel k tobé po matciné smrti?“

Buck Mulligan se rychle zakabonil a fekl:

,Co0? Kde? Na nic se nepamatuji. Pamatuji se pouze na ideje a vjemy. Proc¢?
Co se, pfisambdah, tenkrat pfihodilo?”

»Tys varil ¢aj,” rekl §tépén, ,»,a ja Sel na druhou stranu schodisté donést jesté
trochu horké vody. Z ptijimaciho pokoje vysla tvd matka a néjaka navstéva.
Matka se té ptala, kdo je v tvém pokoji.”

»No a?“ fekl Buck Mulligan. ,,Co jsem fekl? Zapomnél jsem to.”

,Tys fekl,” odpovédél Stépan, ,Och, je to jen Dedalus, co mu posla matka.

Do tvafi Bucka Mulligana vstoupil ruménec, jenz ho ucinil mladsim a
prijemnéjsim.

,To Ze bych byl fekl?“ ptal se. ,Nu, co je na tom zlého?“

Nervosné se sebe setfasl svou stisnénost.

»A ostatné, co je smrt,” ptal se, ,smrt tvé matky nebo tva nebo ma.Tys vidél
umirat jen svou matku. J4 je vidam kapat jako mouchy kazdy den v Mater
Misericordiae nebo v Richmondské nemocnici a roziezané na prouzky

v pitevné. Je to prosté jen hovadina a nic jiného. Je to vSecko jedno. Tys
nechtél pokleknout a modlit se za svou matku na smrtelném loZi, kdyz té

o to prosila. Pro¢? ProtoZe mas v sobé tu proklatou jesuitskou krev, jenze
injikovanou na nespravné misto. V mych ocich je to vSechno ironie a
hovadina. Jeji mozkové laloky prestanou fungovat. Da zavolat doktora sira
Petra Teazla a trha s prosivané pokryvky blatouchy. Vyhov ji, dokud nebude
po viem. Zhatil jsi jeji posledni prani pfed smrti a na mne koukas jako
kakabus, protoZze nekfiouram jako néjaky najaty truchli¢ od Lalouetta.
Nesmysl! Dejme tomu, Ze jsem to opravdu fekl. Nechtél jsem tim uraziti
pamatku tvé matky.”

Vemluvil se ve smélost. Chrané zejicich ran, které ta slova zanechala v jeho
srdci, Stépan rekl velmi chladné:

»Nemyslim na urazku, spachanou na mé matce.”

»Na co tedy?“ ptal se Buck Mulligan.

,Na urazku, spachanou na mné,“ odpovédél Stépan.

Buck Mulligan se otocil na podpatku.

,Och, ty nemozny clovéce!” zvolal.

A odesel od ného, rychle se prochazeje kolem predprsné. Stépan zlistal na
svém misté, pohlizeje pres klidné mofre k predhofi. Mote a predhofi se ted’
zamtzilo. V jeho ocich busil tep a zatemnoval jejich rozhled a na licich pocitil
horecku.

Néjaky hlas uvnitf vézZe zvolal hlu¢né:
»Jsi tam nahote, Mulligane?”
,UZ jdu,” odpovédél Mulligan.
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P¥i fedi hledél Stépanovi do obliceje. Vanek mu ovival ¢elo, cefil plavé
necesané vlasy a odi stribfril starostlivymi zablesky.

Vlastnim hlasem skli¢eny Stépan fekl:
—Vzpominas si ten den po matciné smrti, jak jsem k vam prisel?

Tur Mulligan se zamracil a fekl:

— Coze? Kde? Na nic se nepamatuji. Pamatuji si jen myslenky a pocity. Proc¢?
Copak se, proboha, stalo?

— Vafil jsi ¢aj, fekl Stépan, a ja jsem ti $el pres odpocivadlo pro horkou vodu.
Ze salonu vysla s néjakym navstévnikem tva matka. Zeptala se té, koho mas
u sebe.

— No a? fekl Tur Mulligan. Copak jsem rekl? Uz nevim.

— Rekl jsi, odpovédél Stépan: Ale jenom Dedala, matka mu chcipla jak
hovddko.

Tur Mulligan se zacervenal, Ze vypadal jesté mladsi a roztomilejsi.

Nervdzné potladil rozpaky.

— Copak je vlastné smrt tvé matky, tvoje nebo moje? zeptal se. Ty jsi vidél
umirat jenom matku. Pfede mnou jich v Mater Misericordiae a v Richmondu
denné zhebnou spousty a potom je v pitevné rozieZou na drstky. Je to
hovadstvi, zkratka a dobfe. Nic na tom neni. KdyZ té o to matka Zadala, ty jsi
u jejiho umrtniho llzka nepoklekl a za ni se nepomodlil. Pro¢? ProtoZe mas
v sobé kus zatrachtilého jezovitstvi, jenZe jezovitstvi naruby. Mné to pfipadd
legracni a hovadské. Mozkové laloky ji uz nefunguji. Doktorovi fika sir Petr
Teazle a z prosivané deky trha blatouchy. Délej ji pomysleni, neZ bude po
vsem. Nevyhovél jsi jejimu predsmrtnému prani, a na mé zahlizis, protoze
nekrnouram jako néjaka najatd placka od Lalouetta. Smésné! Snad jsem to
opravdu fekl. Pamatky tvé matky jsem se tim nechtél dotknout.

Pti feci do ného zase vjelo sebevédomi. Nechtéje jitfit srdce, rozdrasané
témito slovy, odsekl Stépan mrazivé:

— Ze ses dotkl mé matky, na to nemyslim.
—Tak na co? zeptal se Tur Mulligan.

— Ze ses dotkl mé, odvétil Stépan.

Tur Mulligan se otodil na paté.

— Eh, ty protivo! vyhrkl.

Razné se pustil kolem predprsné. Stépan se nehybal z mista a pres klidné
more uprené ziral k ostrohu. Mofe i ostroh znejasnély. Krev mu busila
v ocich, az se mu pohled zamlZil a lice zhorecnatély.

Z véze nékdo zahulakal:
— Jste nahore, Mulligane?
— UZ jdu, odpovédél Tur Mulligan.
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[101] He turned towards Stephen and said:

[102] - Look at the sea. What does it care about offences? Chuck Loyola, Kinch,
and come on down. The Sassenach wants his morning rashers.

[103] His head halted again for a moment at the top of the staircase, level with
the roof:

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

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

[106] — And no more turn aside and brood
Upon love's bitter mystery

For Fergus rules the brazen cars.

[107] Woodshadows floated silently by through the morning peace from the
stairhead seaward where he gazed. Inshore and farther out the mirror of water
whitened, spurned by lightshod hurrying feet. White breast of the dim sea. The
twining stresses, two by two. A hand plucking the harpstrings, merging their
twining chords. Wavewhite wedded words shimmering on the dim tide.

[108] A cloud began to cover the sun slowly, wholly, shadowing the bay in
deeper green. It lay beneath him, a bowl of bitter waters. Fergus' song: | sang it
alone in the house, holding down the long dark chords. Her door was open: she
wanted to hear my music. Silent with awe and pity | went to her bedside. She
was crying in her wretched bed. For those words, Stephen: love's bitter
mystery.

[109] Where now?

[110] Her secrets: old featherfans, tasselled dancecards, powdered with musk, a
gaud of amber beads in her locked drawer. A birdcage hung in the sunny
window of her house when she was a girl. She heard old Royce sing in the
pantomime of Turko the Terrible and laughed with others when he sang:

[111] I am the boy

That can enjoy

Invisibility.

[112] Phantasmal mirth, folded away: muskperfumed.
[113]
[114] Folded away in the memory of nature with her toys. Memories beset his
brooding brain. Her glass of water from the kitchen tap when she had
approached the sacrament. A cored apple, filled with brown sugar, roasting for
her at the hob on a dark autumn evening. Her shapely fingernails reddened by
the blood of squashed lice from the children's shirts.

And no more turn aside and brood.

[115] 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.

[116] Her glazing eyes, staring out of death, to shake and bend my soul. On me
alone. The ghostcandle to light her agony. Ghostly light on the tortured face.
Her hoarse loud breath rattling in horror, while all prayed on their knees. Her
eyes on me to strike me down. Liliata rutilantium te confessorum turma
circumdet: iubilantium te virginum chorus excipiat.
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Obritil se k Stépéanovi a pravil:
,Pohled na mofre. Co to dba o urazky? Sekni Loyolou, Kinchi, a pojd dol0.
Sasour chce svou ranni slaninu.”

Jeho hlava se znovu zastavila na hornim konci schod, v jedné urovni se
stiechou.
“

»,Nebloumej nad tim cely den,
zasmusilého Stourani.”

ekl. ,,Ja jsem nedlsledny. Nech toho
Jeho hlava zmizela, avSak brukot jeho sestupujiciho hlasu hucel se schodisté:

,JiZ nestran se a nedumej

nad Ildsky horkym tajem

neb Fergus fidi vozy kovové.”
Rannim klidem se tiSe nesly mimo ného od schodisté k mofi, kam pohlizel,
lesni stiny. Pfi bfehu a dale na mofi vodni zrcadlo zbélelo, deptané lehce
obutyma, rychlyma nohama. Bilad nadra zamzeného more. Zdvihy se splétaji,
vZdy dva a dva. Ruka Skuba za struny harfy, jejichz akordy se prostupuji
a splyvaji. Ubél vin, zasnoubeny se slovy, tipytici se na zamzeném mofi.
Slunce se zacalo zvolna zakryvati mrakem a zatocina se zastifovala temnéjsi
zeleni. LeZela za nim, misa horkych vod. Fergusova pisen: zpival jsem ji sam
v domé, tlumé dlouhé temné akordy. Jeji dvere byly otevieny: chtéla mne
slyseti, jak hram. Ném hriizou a soucitem jsem Sel k jejimu loZi. Rozplakala
se na své ubohé posteli. Pro ta slova, Stépane: nad lasky hofkym tajem.

Kde ted?
Jeji tajemstvi: staré perové véjite, tfapci zdobené tanecni programy,
napusténé pizmem, ozdlibka z jantarovych perel v jeji zamcené zasuvce.
Jesté jako divka méla viset v okné svého domu na slunecni strané ptaci klec.
Slysela zpivat starého Royce v pantominé , Turéin Hrozny“, a plakala
s ostatnimi, kdyz zpival:

Ja jsem ta bytost.

jeZ jeding

md neviditelnost.
Fantasmagorické veseli, uloZené: pizmem navonéné.

UZ nestrari se a nedumej.
UloZené v paméti pfirody s jejimi hrackami. Vzpominky obléhaly jeho
rozdumany mozek. Jeji sklenice vody z vodovodu v kuchyni, kdyz
pfistupovala k nejsvétéjsi svatosti. Vyloupnuté jablko, pInéné cukrovym
piskem, jeZ se ji jednoho tmavého podzimniho vecera peklo na plotné. Jeji
lepotvarné nehty, zacervenéné krvi vsi, rozmackanych z kosil déti.

Pfisla k nému matka tiSe ve snu po své smrti ; jeji vychrtlé télo ve volném
pohtebnim rouse vydavalo vini vosku a rlizového dfeva, jeji dech, nachyleny
nad ného s némymi, tajnymi slovy, slaby pach promokfeného popela.

Jeji skelné oci, vypoulené ze zahrobi, se upiraly na mne, aby otfasly mou dusi
a ohnuly ji. Na mne jediného. Strasidelna svice, jeZ svitila na jeji agonii.
Strasidelné svétlo na jeji zmucené tvari. Jeji chraptivy, hlasity dech chrcel
hrdizou, zatim co vSichni ostatni se modlili na kolenou. Jeji o¢i upfené na
mne, aby mne srazily k zemi. Liliata rutilantium te confessorum turma
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Ohlédl se po Stépanovi a rekl:

- Podivej se na more. Toho se nic netkne. Prestari, Cepeldku, s Loyolou
a pojd’ dold. Sasik touZi po rannich platcich slaniny.

Chvilku mél jesté hlavu tréet nad schody ve vysi stfechy.

— Tak se tim cely den neuZirej. Jsem nedUGsledny. Nech toho smutného
hloubdni.

Hlavou zmizel, ale vzdalujicim se hlasem dal hucel ze schodu:

Nehloubej, v sebe uzavren,

o0 Idsky trpké zahadé.

Nad vozbou z bronzu Fergus cni.
0Od schodud k mofi, kam ziral, micky se jitfnim poklidem nesly lesni stiny.
U bfehu i déle od ného se bélalo vodni zrcadlo, ¢efené lehce obutyma
hbityma nohama. Bila nadra Serého more. Soubézné hlasy, dva a dva. Ruka
drnkajici na harfové struny a spdjejici jejich soubézné akordy. Vinové bila
snoubend slova se tfpyti na Seré hladiné.
Zvolna zakryval slunce mrak a hlubsi zeleni zeSeroval zéliv. Za nim,
Stépanem, se prostira, ta jimka hotkého vodstva. Fergusova pisefi: sam a
sam jsem ji u nas zpival a protahoval dlouhé chmurné akordy. Ona méla
dvere dokotan: chtéla slyset, jak hraji. Onémély hrizou a litosti jsem k ni
pristoupil. Plakala na 7alostném lazku. Pro ta slova, Stépdne: nad lasky
trpkou zahadou.
Kam ted?
Jeji tajnosti: v zamcené zdsuvce staré pérové véjife, tanecni poradky s trapci,
jantarové korale. Klec povésend v slunném okné u nich doma, kdyz byla
jesté mala. V pantomimé o straslivém Turcinovi slySela zpivat starého Royce
a spolu s ostatnimi se smala, kdyz zpival:

KdyZ zachce se mi,

tu prede vsemi

jsem neviditelny.
Preludné veseli, ddvno uklizené, nacpélé pizmem.

Nehloubej, v sebe uzavren
Spolu se svymi hrackami uklizena do paméti pfirody. V tom zahloubdani nan
dorazely vzpominky. Sklenice vody, kterou si z kuchyriského kohoutku
natocila, kdyz pfistoupila ke stolu Pané. Vydloubané jablko s napini
nerafinovaného cukru se ji za tmavého podzimniho vecera opéka na patce
krbu. Ladné nehty ma z¢ervenalé od krve vsi, naviskanych v détskych
kosilkach.
MIcky ve snu k nému po smrti pfisla, cela zchfadla v hnédém odstavajicim
rubasi, pachla voskem a palisandrem, a jak se nad nim s némymi tajnymi
slovy shybla, dech ji ¢pél pokropenym popelem.
Skelnym zrakem ze zahrobi mi krotila a krusila dusi. Upfenym jen na mé.
Hromnicka ozafuje jeji smrtelny zapas. Hromnicné svétlo na zmuceném
obliceji. Chraplavy hlas ji hriizou sipd, zatimco vsichni kle¢i a modli se.
Upfenym pohledem mé srazi na kolena. Liliata rutilantium te confessorum
turma circumdet: iubilantium te virginum chorus excipiat.
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[117] Ghoul! Chewer of corpses!

[118] No, mother! Let me be and let me live.

[119] — Kinch ahoy!

[120] Buck Mulligan's voice sang from within the tower. It came nearer up the
staircase, calling again. Stephen, still trembling at his soul's cry, heard warm
running sunlight and in the air behind him friendly words.

[121] — Dedalus, come down, like a good mosey. Breakfast is ready. Haines is
apologising for waking us last night. It's all right.

[122] — I'm coming, Stephen said, turning.

[123] - Do, for Jesus' sake, Buck Mulligan said. For my sake and for all our sakes.

[124] His head disappeared and reappeared.

[125] — I told him your symbol of Irish art. He says it's very clever. Touch him for
a quid, will you? A guinea, | mean.

[126] - | get paid this morning, Stephen said.

[127] —The school kip? Buck Mulligan said. How much? Four quid? Lend us one.
[128] — If you want it, Stephen said.

[129] — Four shining sovereigns, Buck Mulligan cried with delight. We'll have a
glorious drunk to astonish the druidy druids. Four omnipotent sovereigns.

[130] He flung up his hands and tramped down the stone stairs, singing out of
tune with a Cockney accent:

[131] — O, won't we have a merry time,
Drinking whisky, beer and wine!
On coronation, Coronation day!
O, won't we have a merry time
On coronation day!

[132] Warm sunshine merrying over the sea. The nickel shavingbowl! shone,
forgotten, on the parapet. Why should | bring it down? Or leave it there all day,
forgotten friendship?

[133] He went over to it, held it in his hands awhile, feeling its coolness, smelling
the clammy slaver of the lather in which the brush was stuck. So | carried the
boat of incense then at Clongowes. | am another now and yet the same. A
servant too. A server of a servant.

[134] In the gloomy domed livingroom of the tower Buck Mulligan's gowned
form moved briskly to and fro about the hearth, hiding and revealing its yellow
glow. Two shafts of soft daylight fell across the flagged floor from the high
barbacans: and at the meeting of their rays a cloud of coalsmoke and fumes of
fried grease floated, turning.

[135] — We'll be choked, Buck Mulligan said. Haines, open that door, will you?

[136] Stephen laid the shavingbowl on the locker. A tall figure rose from the
hammock where it had been sitting, went to the doorway and pulled open the
inner doors.

[137] — Have you the key? a voice asked.

[138] — Dedalus has it, Buck Mulligan said. Janey Mack, I'm choked!
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circumdet: jubilantium te virginum chorus excipiat.
Gul! Pozira¢ mrtvol!

Ne, matko. Nech mne byt a nech mne Zit.

1«

»Kinchi, holahej
Z vnitfku véZe zazpival hlas Bucka Mulligana. PfibliZil se jesté \il'ce ke konci
schodisté a zavolal znovu. Jesté se chvéje vykiikem své duse, Stépan slysel
teplé finouci slunecni svétlo a ve vzduchu za sebou pratelska slova.
»,Dedale, pojd doll, budes hodny chlapec. Snidané je hotova. Haines prosi,
abychom mu prominuli, Ze nds vcera v noci budil. UZ je vSecko dobre.”

,UZ jdu,” fekl Stépan, obraceje se.

»Pro lasku Kristovu, pojd,“ fekl Buck Mulligan. ,,Pro lasku ke mné a pro lasku
k ndm vsem.”

Jeho hlava zmizela a zase se ukdzala.

,Rekl jsem mu tvilj symbol irského uméni. Pravil, 7e je to velmi pfipadné.
Pumpni ho o libficku, ano? Totiz chci fici, o guineu.”

“F

,Dnes rano dostanu prachy,” ekl Stépan.

,Kantorskou gazi?“ fekl Mulligan. ,,Kolik? Ctyry libFicky? Paj¢ ndm jednu.”

xu

Jestli potfebujes,” fekl Stépan.
,Ctyry zaFivé sovereigny,“ volal Buck Mulligan jasavé. ,To se zase jednou
napijeme a7 druidsti druidové zkoprni udivem. Ctyry véemohouci
sovereigny!“
Rozmachl se vysoko rukama a dupaje doll po kamennych schodech, zpival
falesné a s cokneyovskym pfizvukem:

Hej, to bude veselo a Zivo

piti budem whisky, vino, pivo

o korunovaci

o korunovaci.

Hej, to bude veselo a Zivo

o korunovaci.

Nad morem se veselilo teplé slunicko. Niklova holici miska se blyskala
zapomenuta na predprsni. Pro¢ bych mu ji nosil dol(i? Nebo ji tam nechat
cely den, zapomenuté pratelstvi ?

Sel pres vé k ni, drzel ji chvili v rukou, citil jeji chladnost, &ichal slizkost
zpénénych mydlin, do nichz byla Stétka zastrcena. Tak jsem tenkrat nesl
lodku kadidla v Clongowes. Jsem ted'jiny ¢lovék a prece tyz. A k tomu sluha.
Sluzebnik sluhGv.

V temném klenutém obyvacim pokoji véZze se hbité pohybovala a Sukala
kolem krbu postava Bucka Mulligana v Zupanu, ktery stridavé skryval a
zjevoval svij Zluty pfisvit. Pfes dldZzdénou podlahu padaly z vysokych stfilen
dva proudy mékkého denniho svétla a na misté, kde se jejich paprsky
stykaly, se vznasel a tocil oblak z uhelného prachu a z par pe¢ené mastnoty.

,Udusime se zde,” fekl Buck Mulligan. ,,Hainesi, otevt, prosim té, ty dvefe.”

Stépan postavil holici misku na almarku. Z visuté sité v niz nékdo sedél,
vstala vysoka postava, $la ke vchodu a rozevrela vnitini dvere.

,,Mas kli¢?” ptal se néjaky hlas.
,Dedalus jej ma,” fekl Buck Mulligan. ,,Pfi viech svatych, ja se udusim.”
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Gule! Zroutko mrtvol!

Ba ne, mati, dej mi pokoj a nech mé zit.

—Hej, Cepelaku!

gvéie zazvucel MulliganQv hlas. BliZil se po schodech, znovu se rozlehl.
Stépan, dosud rozechvély vnitfnim Gpénim, vnimal napor teplého slunce a
za sebou vlidna slova.

— Dedale, bud'té dobroty a pojd' doll. Snidané je na stole. Haines se
omlouva, Ze nas v noci budil. UZ je dobre.

Stépan se otodil a fekl: Uz jdu.
— Tak pojd, fekl Tur Mulligan, pro Kristovu lasku. Pro lasku mou a nas viech.

Zastrcil hlavu a zas ji vystrdil.

— Vypravél jsem mu o tvém symbolu irského uméni. Pry je duchaplny.
Pumpni ho o libru, ano? TotiZ o zlatak.

—J& dnes dopoledne beru, Fekl Stépén.

— Sobotales? Fekl Tur Mulligan. Kolik? Ctyfi libry? Jednu nam pUjé.

- Kdy? ji potiebujes, Fekl Stépan.

— Ctyti lesklé sovereigny, zajasal Tur Mulligan. Nadherné se opijeme, e nad
tim druidsti druidi zGstanou paf. Ctyfi véemohouci sovereigny.

Ruce rozprazeny, dupal po kamennych schodech a po londynsku faleSné
prozpévoval:

Pivo, vino, whisky sem,

nddherné se opijem

v den korunovace,

korunovace.

Nddherné se opijem

v den korunovace.
Nad mofem dovadélo teplé slunko. Na predprsni svitila zapomenutd niklova
miska na holeni. Nac ji odnaset? Nemél bych ji tam cely den nechat,
zapomenuté pratelstvi?
Pristoupil k ni, podrzel ji v ruce, vnimal jeji chlad, ¢ichal lepkavou pénu
mydlin, v nichZ trcela Stétka. Tak jsem v Clongowes nosival kadidlovou
lodicku. Jsem jiny a pfece stejny. Sluzebnik. SluZzebnikuiv sluzebnik.

V Seré, klenuté vézni obytné mistnosti Tur Mulligan, navleeny do Zupanu,
Sukal pred krbem, hned jeho Zluty Zar zakryval, hned ho zas odkryval. Z
vysokych stfilen kfizem padaly na dlaZzdicovou podlahu dva paprsky vlahého
svétla: v jejich priseciku se vznasel a kroutil oblak uhelného ¢oudu a vypar
Skvareného tuku.

— My se tady udusime, fekl Tur Mulligan. Hainesi, otevfte prece dvere.

Stépan polozil holici misku na truhlu, z rohoZe, na niz sedél, vstal néjaky
Cahoun, pristoupil k vefejim a trhnutim otevrel vnitfni dvere.

— Méte kli¢? ozval se.
— Ma ho Dedalus, fekl Tur Mulligan. Propanajana, ja se zalknu.

Jiti Rambousek / Katedra anglistiky a amerikanistiky FF MU



[139] He howled, without looking up from the fire:

[140] - Kinch!

[141] - It's in the lock, Stephen said, coming forward.

[142] The key scraped round harshly twice and, when the heavy door had been
set ajar, welcome light and bright air entered. Haines stood at the doorway,
looking out. Stephen haled his upended valise to the table and sat down to wait.
Buck Mulligan tossed the fry on to the dish beside him. Then he carried the dish
and a large teapot over to the table, set them down heavily and sighed with
relief.

[143] — I'm melting, he said, as the candle remarked when.... But, hush! Not a
word more on that subject! Kinch, wake up! Bread, butter, honey. Haines, come
in. The grub is ready. Bless us, O Lord, and these thy gifts. Where's the sugar? O,
jay, there's no milk.

[144] Stephen fetched the loaf and the pot of honey and the buttercooler from
the locker. Buck Mulligan sat down in a sudden pet.

[145] — What sort of a kip is this? he said. | told her to come after eight.

[146] — We can drink it black, Stephen said thirstily. There's a lemon in the
locker.

[147] - O, damn you and your Paris fads! Buck Mulligan said. | want Sandycove
milk.

[148] Haines came in from the doorway and said quietly:

[149] — That woman is coming up with the milk.

[150] — The blessings of God on you! Buck Mulligan cried, jumping up from his
chair. Sit down. Pour out the tea there. The sugar is in the bag. Here, | can't go
fumbling at the damned eggs.

[151] He hacked through the fry on the dish and slapped it out on three plates,
saying:

[152] — In nomine Patris et Filii et Spiritus Sancti.

[153] Haines sat down to pour out the tea.

[154] - I'm giving you two lumps each, he said. But, | say, Mulligan, you do make
strong tea, don't you?

[155] Buck Mulligan, hewing thick slices from the loaf, said in an old woman's
wheedling voice:

[156] — When | makes tea | makes tea, as old mother Grogan said. And when |
makes water | makes water.

[157] — By Jove, it is tea, Haines said.

[158] Buck Mulligan went on hewing and wheedling:

[159] — So I do, Mrrs Cahill, says she. Begob, ma'am, says Mrs Cahill, God send
you don't make them in the one pot.

[160] He lunged towards his messmates in turn a thick slice of bread, impaled
on his knife.

[161] — That's folk, he said very earnestly, for your book, Haines. Five lines of
text and ten pages of notes about the folk and the fishgods of Dundrum. Printed
by the weird sisters in the year of the big wind.

[162] He turned to Stephen and asked in a fine puzzled voice, lifting his brows:
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Zatval, aniz vzhlédl od ohné.

,Kinchi!“

Jevzamku,” fekl §tépén, pristupuje k nim.

Kli¢ se skfipavé dvakrat otocil v zdmku a kdyZ se tézké dvere rozevrely
dokofan, veslo vitané svétlo a jasny vzduch. Ve dvefich stal Haines, divaje se
ven. Stépan privalil svdj kufr, na bok postaveny, ke stolu a posadil se, aby
¢ekal. Buck Mulligan hodil pe¢enou slaninu na misu pred sebou. Pak odnesl
misu a veliky ¢ajovy kotlik ke stolu, postavil je téZce a povzdechl si tlevou.

,Ja se rozpustim, ,, fekl, ,jak poznamenala svicka, kdyz . . . Ale tiSe. UZ ani
slova o té véci. Kinchi, probud' se. Chléb, maslo, med. Menaz je hotova.
PozZehnejz, o Pane, nam a témto svym dardm. Kde je cukr? O jé, nemdme
mléka.”

Stépan vylovil z almarky bochnik chleba a hrnec medu a chladi¢ na maslo.
Buck Mulligan se posadil v ndhlém zachvatu rozmrzelosti.

,To je bordel na kole¢kach!“ pravil. ,Rikal jsem ji, aby pFila po osmé.“
,MUzes jej pit tak,“ fekl Stépan. ,V almarce je citron.”

,Och, jdi k ¢ertu i se svymi pafizskymi vymozenostmi,” fekl Buck Mulligan.
,Ja chci sandycoveské mléko.”

Haines vesel ze dvefi a fekl klidné:
»Ta Zenska uz jde s mlékem.”

»,Necht poZzehnani nebes na tebe sestoupi,” zvolal Buck Mulligan a vyskodil
se Zidle. ,Nalej ¢aje. Cukr je ve vaku. Tu mas, ja se s témi vejci nebudu
parat.”

Rozfikl pe¢enou slaninu na mise a placl kus na kazdy ze tfi talird, rka:

In nomine Patris et Filii et Spiritus Sancti.

Haines se posadil, aby nalil ¢aje.

,Davam vam kazdému dva kousky cukru,” fekl. ,Ale, jarku, Mulligane, ty
pijes silny ¢aj, vid?“

Usekdvaje tlusté krajice z bochniku, pravil Buck Mulligan sipavym hlasem
staré zeny:

,,DyZ vatim Caj, tak vafim ¢aj, jak pravila stara matka Groganova. A dyz vafim
vodu, tak varim vodu.”

,,Pti Jovisi, je to ¢aj,” fekl Haines.

Buck Mulligan sekal a sipal déle:

, Tak to délam, pani Cahillovd,” povida. ,Pro krynda pdna, pani,“ povida
pani Cahillova, , chrari vds Pdnbih, abyste to tak udélala v jednom hrnicku.”

Stréil svym spolustolovnikim jednomu po druhém po tlustém krajici chleba,
nabodnutém na svém nozi.

,To jsou lidé,” ekl velmi vazné, , pro tvou knihu, Hainesi. Pét stranek textu a
deset stranek vysvétlivek o lidu a rybarskych boZstvech Dundrumu. Tisténo
sudic¢kami v roce veliké vichtice.”

Obritil se k Stépanovi a ptal se tenkym, udivenym hlasem, vysoukav oboéi:
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Aniz zdvihl hlavu od ohné, houkl:
— Cepelaku!
—Je vzamku, rekl §tépén a hnul sebou.

Kli¢ dvakrat zaskfipél, tézké dvere se rozlétly dokoran a dovnitf vnikl vitany
svit a Cisty vzduch. Haines stal ve dvefich a vyhlizel ven. Stépan si posoupl
nastorc postaveny kuffik ke stolu, usedl a ¢ekal. Na misu, kterou mél stat
vedle, vysypal Tur Mulligan, co usmazil. Potom odnesl misu a velky ¢ajnik na
stlll, razné je postavil a ulevil si povzdechem.

— Ja se rozpoustim, fekl, jak prohodila svicka, kdyz... Pst. UZ o tom ani muk.
Cepelaku, probud se. Chleba, maslo, med. Hainesi, pojdte dovnitf. Zradlo je
hotovo. PoZehnej nds, Pane, a téchto tvych darl. Kde je cukr? To je blbé,
mléko nikde.

Stépan vyndal z truhly bochnik, skleni¢ku medu a nddobu s maslem. Tur
Mulligan podrazdéné usedl.

— Co je to za pajzl? fekl. Povidal jsem ji, Ze ma chodit v osm.
— Vypijeme ho tmavy, Fekl Stépan. V truhle je citrén.

—Jdi do haje s témi tvymi pafizskymi ciraty, fekl Tur Mulligan. Ja chci
sandycovské mléko.

Dvermi vkrocil dovnitf Haines a klidné rekl:

—Ta Zenska s mlékem uz jde.

— BUh vam Zehnej, kfikl Tur Mulligan a skokem vstal. Posadte se. Nalejte si
Caje. Cukr je v pytliku. Co se budu patlat se sakramentskymi vejci.

Rozkrojil smaZenici na mise a vyklopil ji na tfi talite se slovy:

— In nomine Patris et Filii et Spiritus Sancti.
Haines se posadil a nalil ¢aj.
— Kazdému po dvou kostkach, fekl. Jarku, Mulligane, vy ale délate silny caj.

Tur Mulligan kréjel z bochniku tlusté krajice a mluvil nasladlym babskym
hlasem:

— DyZ mécdim, jak fikala kmotra Groganova, tak macim. A dyZz mocim, tak
modim.

—Hrome, to je ale ¢aj, fekl Haines.

Tur Mulligan porad krajel a nasladle hovofril:

— Bodejt ne, pani Cahillovd, povida. Promirite, mild pani, povida Cahillova,
nedej Pdnbih, abyste to délala do jednoho hrnce.

Jednomu po druhém podal stolovniklm tlusty krajic, napichnuty na nGz.

— Tady mate, Hainesi, kus lidopisu do své knihy. Pét radek textu a deset stran
poznamek o dundrumském lidu a jeho rybich boZstvech. Vytiskly babice
v roce velké vichfice.

Otoil se k Stépanovi, povytahl obodi a udivené se zeptal:
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[163] — Can you recall, brother, is mother Grogan's tea and water pot spoken of
in the Mabinogion or is it in the Upanishads?

[164] — | doubt it, said Stephen gravely.

[165] — Do you now? Buck Mulligan said in the same tone. Your reasons, pray?

[166] — | fancy, Stephen said as he ate, it did not exist in or out of the
Mabinogion. Mother Grogan was, one imagines, a kinswoman of Mary Ann.

[167] Buck Mulligan's face smiled with delight.

[168] — Charming! he said in a finical sweet voice, showing his white teeth and
blinking his eyes pleasantly. Do you think she was? Quite charming!

[169] Then, suddenly overclouding all his features, he growled in a hoarsened
rasping voice as he hewed again vigorously at the loaf:

[170] — For old Mary Ann

She doesn't care a damn.

But, hising up her petticoats ....

[171] He crammed his mouth with fry and munched and droned.

[172] The doorway was darkened by an entering form.

[173] — The milk, sir!

[174] — Come in, ma'am, Mulligan said. Kinch, get the jug.

[175] An old woman came forward and stood by Stephen's elbow.

[176] — That's a lovely morning, sir, she said. Glory be to God.

[177] — To whom? Mulligan said, glancing at her. Ah, to be sure!

[178] Stephen reached back and took the milkjug from the locker.

[179] — The islanders, Mulligan said to Haines casually, speak frequently of the
collector of prepuces.

[180] — How much, sir? asked the old woman.

[181] — A quart, Stephen said.

[182] He watched her pour into the measure and thence into the jug rich white
milk, not hers. Old shrunken paps. She poured again a measureful and a tilly.
Old and secret she had entered from a morning world, maybe a messenger. She
praised the goodness of the milk, pouring it out. Crouching by a patient cow at
daybreak in the lush field, a witch on her toadstool, her wrinkled fingers quick at
the squirting dugs. They lowed about her whom they knew, dewsilky cattle. Silk
of the kine and poor old woman, names given her in old times. A wandering
crone, lowly form of an immortal serving her conqueror and her gay betrayer,
their common cuckquean, a messenger from the secret morning. To serve or to
upbraid, whether he could not tell: but scorned to beg her favour.

[183] - Itis indeed, ma'am, Buck Mulligan said, pouring milk into their cups.
[184] — Taste it, sir, she said.

[185] He drank at her bidding.

[186] — If we could live on good food like that, he said to her somewhat loudly,
we wouldn't have the country full of rotten teeth and rotten guts. Living ina
bogswamp, eating cheap food and the streets paved with dust, horsedung and
consumptives' spits.
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»,Dovedes se upamatovati, bratfe, mluvi se o hrnicku na ¢aj a o hrnicku na

vodu matky Groganové v sbirce Mabinogion nebo je to v Upanisadach?”
»Pochybuji o tom,“ Fekl Stépan vazné.
G

LJisté ?“ fekl Buck Mulligan tymZ ténem. ,,A jaké mas divody, prosim
,Domnivam se,” ekl §tépén za jidla, ,Ze neexistoval ani ve shirce ani mimo
sbirku Mabinogion. Ma se za to, Ze matka Groganova byla pfibuznou Marie
Anny.“

Tvar Bucka Mulligana se radostné rozesmadla.

»Rozkosné,” fekl strojenym sladkym hlasem, ukazuje své bilé zuby

a potutelné mZouraje oc¢ima. ,Myslis, Ze byla jeji pfibuznou? Pfimo
rozkosné.”

Pak zamraciv nenadale vSechny své rysy, vréel zdrsnélym, skiipavym hlasem,
znovu usekavaje zdatné z bochnika chleba.

Stard Anna Marie
Certa ¢eho dbd,
zvedne sukné, odkryje....

Nacpal si Usta pecenou slaninou a Zvykal a hucel.

Ve dvefich se zatmélo od vchazejici postavy.

»Zde je mléko, prosim.”

,Pojdte dale, pani,” fekl Mulligan. ,,Kinchi, podej dzban.”

Dovniti ve$la stara 7ena a stanula vedle Stépana.

»Je dnes krasny den, prosim,” fekla. ,,Sldva budiz Bohu.”

,Komu?“ Fekl Mulligan, pohlédnuv na ni. ,Aha, tot se vi.”

Stépén sahl za sebe a vzal z almérky dzban na mléko.

,Nasi ostrované,” poznamenal ledabyle Mulligan k Hainesovi, ,se ¢asto
ohanéji sbératelem predkozek.”

,Kolik ho chcete, prosim?“ zeptala se stafena.

,Litr,“ Fekl Stépan.

Pozoroval ji, jak odlévala do odmérky a odtud do dZzbanu bohaté bilé mléko,
ne své. Staré seschlé kozy. Nalila znovu plnou miru a trochu pridala. Stard a
tajemna vesla k nim z ranniho svéta, snad jako posel. Chvilila, nalévajic je,
dobrou jakost mléka. Jako ¢arodéjnice na své ropusi stoli¢ce, pridiepla za
ranniho Usvitu na bujné lu¢iné u trpélivé kravy, vrascitymi prsty hbité taha
stiikajici cecky. Bucely kolem ni, jiZ znaly, rosné hedvabny skot. Hedvab
skotu a stard uboha Zena, jména, jez ji byla davana v minulych dobach.
Bludnad babizna, pokorna postava nesmrtelné bytosti, slouzici svému
dobyvateli a svému veselému sviidci, jejich spolecna kubéna, posel

z tajemného jitra. Zda sloutziti ¢i plisniti, to nedovedl Fici: ale povazoval za
nedUstojné prositi se ji o milosti.

,Opravdu je, pani,” fekl Buck Mulligan, nalévaje jim mléko do salkd.

»Jen ho ochutnaji, pane,” fekla.

Napil se podle jejiho rozkazu.

,Kdybychom se alespor mohli Zivit takovouhle potravou,” fekl ji ponékud
hlasité, ,,neméli bychom zemi plnou zkaZenych zubu a zkaZzenych vnitfnosti.
Ale kdy? takto Zijeme v baZinach, cpeme se lacinymi potravinami, ulice
mame dlazdéné prachem, koriskym trusem a chrchly souchotinara.”
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— Nevzpominate si, kolego, mluvi se o ¢ajniku a no¢niku kmotry Groganové
v Mabinogiu nebo v upanisadach?

— Myslim, Ze ne.

—Vainé? ozval se Tur Mulligan stejnym ténem. A proc€ ne, prosim.

— Mné se zd4, fekl Stépan s plnymi Usty, 7e se v Mabinogiu ani mimo
Mabinogion nevyskytuje. Podle mé byla kmotra Groganova Marianina
pfibuzna.

Tur Mulligan se radostné usmal.

— Béjecné, fekl strojené libeznym hlasem, vycenil bilé zuby a vesele
zamzoural. Mysli§? Pfimo bajecné.

Najednou se vSecek zamracil, znovu dikladné zakrojil do bochniku
a chraplavé fezavym hlasem zamrucel:

Copak Mariané schazi,

nic ji nerozhdzi.

Sukné vyhrnuté...
Nacpal do Ust smazend vejce a zZvykal a broukal.
Dvere se zatmély, jak do nich nékdo vkrocil.
— Mliko, prosim.
— Jen dal, mila pani, fekl Mulligan. Cepeléku, podej dzban.
Stafena pokrocila dovniti a stanula vedle Stépana.
— Pékné rano, pane, fekla. Chvala Panubohu.
— Komu? blyskl po ni Mulligan. No bodejt.
Stépén sahl za sebe a podal z truhly dzban.

— O sbhérateli predkozek, utrousil Mulligan k Hainesovi, mluvi ostrované

v jednom kuse.

— Kolik, prosim? zeptala se stafena.

— Kvart, fekl Stépan.

Pozoroval ji, jak do odmérky a z ni do dZzbdnu naléva husté bilé mléko, ne
vlastni. Staré scvrklé cecky. Znovu dolila odmérku a jesté pridavek. Stara a
zahadna k nim vesla z ranniho svéta, snad jeho poselkyné. Pfi nalévani
chvdlila mléko, jaké je dobré. Na Zirné nivé pric¢apla za svitani u trpélivé
kravy, jako néjaka ¢arodéjnice na muchomdirce, a vrascitymi prsty hbité
mnula tryskajici struky. Rosou zperlené stado, jakpak by ji neznalo, bucelo
kolem ni. Perla pastvin a uboha starena, jak ji v davnych dobach fikali.
Tulacka, povrzend smrtelnice, ktera slouzi svému premotziteli i svému
lehkomysIinému svidci, jejich spole¢na béhna, poselkyné tajemného réna.
Zda slouzit, nebo tupit, to nevi: ale uchazet se o jeji pfizen je pod jeho
dlstojnost.

— Dobré je, mila pani, fekl Tur Mulligan, jak doléval mléko do salkd.

— Ochutnejte, prosim, fekla.

Upil, jak si pfala.

— Kdybychom se Zivili takovou vydatnou potravou, hlaholil, nebylo by u nas
tolik zkazenych zub( a zkaZenych Utrob. Bydlime na modilu, jidlo odbyvame,
ulice dlazdime prachem, koriskou mrvou a souchotinarskymi chrchly.
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[187] — Are you a medical student, sir? the old woman asked.
[188] — | am, ma'am, Buck Mulligan answered.
[189] — Look at that now, she said. XXX

[190] Stephen listened in scornful silence. She bows her old head to a voice that
speaks to her loudly, her bonesetter, her medicineman: me she slights. To the
voice that will shrive and oil for the grave all there is of her but her woman's
unclean loins, of man's flesh made not in God's likeness, the serpent's prey. And
to the loud voice that now bids her be silent with wondering unsteady eyes.

[191] — Do you understand what he says? Stephen asked her.

[192] - Is it French you are talking, sir? the old woman said to Haines.

[193] Haines spoke to her again a longer speech, confidently.

[194] — Irish, Buck Mulligan said. Is there Gaelic on you?

[195] — | thought it was Irish, she said, by the sound of it. Are you from the west,
sir?

[196] — | am an Englishman, Haines answered.

[197] — He's English, Buck Mulligan said, and he thinks we ought to speak Irish in
Ireland.

[198] — Sure we ought to, the old woman said, and I'm ashamed | don't speak
the language myself. I'm told it's a grand language by them that knows.

[199] — Grand is no name for it, said Buck Mulligan. Wonderful entirely. Fill us
out some more tea, Kinch. Would you like a cup, ma‘am?

[200] — No, thank you, sir, the old woman said, slipping the ring of the milkcan
on her forearm and about to go.

[201] Haines said to her:

[202] — Have you your bill? We had better pay her, Mulligan, hadn't we?

[203] Stephen filled again the three cups.

[204] - Bill, sir? she said, halting. Well, it's seven mornings a pint at twopence is
seven twos is a shilling and twopence over and these three mornings a quart at
fourpence is three quarts is a shilling. That's a shilling and one and two is two
and two, sir.

[205] Buck Mulligan sighed and, having filled his mouth with a crust thickly
buttered on both sides, stretched forth his legs and began to search his trouser
pockets.

[206] — Pay up and look pleasant, Haines said to him, smiling.

[207] Stephen filled a third cup, a spoonful of tea colouring faintly the thick rich
milk. Buck Mulligan brought up a florin, twisted it round in his fingers and cried:

[208] — A miracle!
[209] He passed it along the table towards the old woman, saying:

[210] — Ask nothing more of me, sweet.

All | can give you | give.
[211] Stephen laid the coin in her uneager hand.
[212] - We'll owe twopence, he said.

[213] - Time enough, sir, she said, taking the coin. Time enough. Good morning,
sir.
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»Voni studujou medicinu, pane?“ zeptala se stafena.
,Studuji, pani,“ odpovédél Buck Mulligan.

Stépan naslouchal v opovrzlivém mléeni. Stara sklani hlavu pied hlasem,
ktery s ni mluvi hlasité, napravovatelem svych kosti, svym panem
dochtorem: mne prezira. Pfed hlasem, ktery vyslechne jeji zpovéd a olejem
namaze do hrobu vse, co z ni zbude, kromé jejich necistych Zenskych beder,
stvorena z téla muZova ne k obrazu BoZimu, kofist hadova. A s udivenym,
nestalym pohledem pred hlu¢nym hlasem, jenZ ji ted kaze byti ticho.
,Rozumite, co vam povidal?“ zeptal se ji Stépan.

, To mluvéji francouzsky, pane?“ fekla stafena Hainesovi.

Haines k ni opét promluvil dGvérné delsi rec.

»Irsky,“ fekl Buck Mulligan. ,,Mluvi seuvaspo nasem?“

,Povidala jsem si, Ze je to irsky,” fekla, ,podle toho, jak to zni. Jsou od
zapadu, pane?”

,Ja jsem Angli¢an,” odpovédél Haines.

,On je Angli¢an,” ekl Buck Mulligan, ,a mysli, Ze v Irsku bychom méli mluvit
irsky.”

,Tot se vi, Ze bychom méli,” Fekla stafena, ,,a stydim se, Ze tou feci sama
neumim mluvit. Ti, co ji znaji, mné povidali, Ze to je naramna fec.”
»Naramn3, je pro to slabé slovo,” fekl Buck Mulligan. ,,Skrz na skrz
Carokrasna. Nalej nam jesté trochu ¢aje, Kinchi. Nevzala byste si $alek

s nami, pani?“

»Ne, dékuji, pane,” fekla starena, navlékajic krouzek mlé¢né bandasky na
predlokti a chystajic se k odchodu.

Haines ji fekl:

»Mate s sebou ucet? Méli bychom ji radéji zaplatit, Mulligane, vid, Ze ano?“
Stépan znovu naplnil vechny tfi $alky.

,Ucet, pane?” Fekla vahajic. ,No to by bylo sedmkrat rano pdl litru po dvou
pencich, to je sedm dvojpenci, to je Silink a dvé pence a posledni tfi dny litr
po Etyrech pencich, to je litr a pil to je jeden Silink a jeden a dvé, to jsou dva
a dvé, prosim.”

Buck Mulligan povzdechl a naplniv Usta soustem tlusté pomazanym maslem
po obou strandch, natdhl nohy a jal se hledati v kapsach u kalhot.

Jen klop a nekysel se,” fekl mu Haines, usmivaje se.

Stépan naplnil $alek po treti, a I7icka ¢aje slabé zabarvila husté, bohaté
mléko. Buck Mulligan vylovil z kapsy zlatku, zakroufZil ji v prstech a zvolal:
,Zazrak!”

PFiSoupl ji po stole ke staré zené, fka:

,Vic ode mne nechtéj, cukrousku. Vse, co mohu, to ti ddvam.”

Stépan vlozil minci do jeji nedychtivé ruky.
,ZUstaneme vam dvé pence dluzni,” Fekl ji.

, To nepospichd, pane,” fekla, berouc peniz. ,To nepospicha. Dobré jitro,
pane.”
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—To studujete, prosim, medicinu? zeptala se stafena.
— Ano, mila pani, odpovédél Tur Mulligan.

Stépén poslouchal a vzdorné micel. Pied tim, kdo ji hluéné okfikuje, pred
svym ranhoji¢em, pred svym Samanem sklani starou hlavu, mne si nevsima.
Pted tim, kdo ji do hrobu vyzpovida a udéla na ni pomazani vSemu kromé
necistého zenského ltina, vzdyt ona, obét hadova, je u¢inéna z téla muze, ne
k podobé bozi. A pred tim, kdo ji hluéné umléuje, rozpadité téka zrakem.

— Rozumite tomu, co Fika? zeptal se ji Stépan.

— To mluvite francouzsky, prosim? rekla starena Hainesovi.

S davérou k ni Haines pronesl delsi fec.

— Irsky, fekl Tur Mulligan. A co vy, mluvite po nasemu?

— Podle zvuku mi to pfipadalo irsky, fekla starena. Vy jste, prosim, ze
zapadu?

—Ja jsem Angli¢an, odpovédél Haines.

—On je Angli¢an, fekl Tur Mulligan, podle ného bychom méli v Irsku mluvit
irsky.

—To bychom méli, fekla stafena, stydim se, Ze sama irStinu neznam. Od
téch, kdo ji znaji, vim, Ze je to skvéla rec.

- Skvéla, to je malo, fekl Tur Mulligan. Pfimo nadherna. Dolej ¢aj, Cepelaku.
Vzala byste si, mila pani, salek?

— Dékuiji, ani ne, fekla stafena a kulaté drzadlo konvice si navlékla na
predlokti, Ze odejde.

Haines ji fekl:

— Mate ucet? Snad bychom ji méli, Mulligane, zaplatit.

Stépan dolil viechny tii $alky.

— Ucet, prosim? zavahala. Sedm dni pinta po dvou penny to déla sedmkrat
dva penny to je Silink a dva penny navic a posledni tfi dny kvart po ¢tyfech
penny to déla tFikrat kvart je Silink k tomu Silink a dva penny to déla dva
Silinky a dva penny, prosim.

Tur Mulligan povzdychl, nacpal do Ust z obou stran tlusté namazanou karku,
natahl nohy a prohledal kapsy u kalhot.

— Zaplat a tvar se vlidné, usmal se na ného Haines.

Stépan dolil treti $alek, 17icka caje bledé zbarvila husté, syté mléko. Tur
Mulligan vylovil florin, otocil ho v prstech a kfikl:

— Zazrak!

Odcvrnkl ho po stole k stafené a fekl:

— Vic toho po mné, zlaticko, nezadejte. Co mohu dat, to dam.

Stépan ji viozil peniz do neshanlivé dlané.

— Dvé penny zlistanem dluzni, Fekl.
—To nespéchd, prosim, fekla a vzala si peniz. To nespéchd. Maucta.
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[214] She curtseyed and went out, followed by Buck Mulligan's tender chant:

[215] — Heart of my heart, were it more,

More would be laid at your feet.
[216] He turned to Stephen and said:

[217] — Seriously, Dedalus. I'm stony. Hurry out to your school kip and bring us
back some money. Today the bards must drink and junket. Ireland expects that
every man this day will do his duty.

[218] — That reminds me, Haines said, rising, that | have to visit your national
library today.

[219] — Our swim first, Buck Mulligan said.

[220] He turned to Stephen and asked blandly:

[221] - Is this the day for your monthly wash, Kinch?

[222] Then he said to Haines:

[223] — The unclean bard makes a point of washing once a month.

[224] - All Ireland is washed by the gulfstream, Stephen said as he let honey
trickle over a slice of the loaf.

[225] Haines from the corner where he was knotting easily a scarf about the
loose collar of his tennis shirt spoke:

[226] - | intend to make a collection of your sayings if you will let me.

[227] Speaking to me. They wash and tub and scrub. Agenbite of inwit.
Conscience. Yet here's a spot.

[228] — That one about the cracked lookingglass of a servant being the symbol
of Irish art is deuced good.

[229] Buck Mulligan kicked Stephen's foot under the table and said with
warmth of tone:

[230] — Wait till you hear him on Hamlet, Haines.

[231] — Well, | mean it, Haines said, still speaking to Stephen. | was just thinking
of it when that poor old creature came in.

[232] — Would | make any money by it? Stephen asked.

[233] Haines laughed and, as he took his soft grey hat from the holdfast of the
hammock, said:

[234] — | don't know, I'm sure.

[235] He strolled out to the doorway. Buck Mulligan bent across to Stephen and
said with coarse vigour:

[236] - You put your hoof in it now. What did you say that for?

[237] — Well? Stephen said. The problem is to get money. From whom? From
the milkwoman or from him. It's a toss up, | think.

[238] - | blow him out about you, Buck Mulligan said, and then you come along
with your lousy leer and your gloomy jesuit jibes.

[239] - | see little hope, Stephen said, from her or from him.

[240] Buck Mulligan sighed tragically and laid his hand on Stephen's arm.
[241] — From me, Kinch, he said.

[242] In a suddenly changed tone he added:
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Uklonila se a vysla ven, nasledovéna néznym popévkem Bucka Mulligana:
Srdicko, mé srdce, kdybych vice mél,
k tvym nohdm bych vse sloZit chtél.
Obritil se k Stépanovi a fekl:
,Vainé, Dedale, uz mam utrum. Pospés si pro svou gézi a pfines sem néjaké
fuky. Dnes musi bardové piti a hodovati. Irsko ocekava, Ze dnesniho dne
kazdy muz bude konati svou povinnost.”

,T0 mné pfipomind,” fekl Haines, vstavaje, ,,Ze mam dnes navstivit vasi
narodni knihovnu.”

»~Nejprve si zaplavat,” fekl Buck Mulligan.

Obritil se k Stépanovi a ptal se Ulisné:

»Dnes mas své mési¢ni umyvani, vid, Kinchi?“

Pak Fekl Hainesovi:

,Ten 3pinavy bard si zaklada na tom, Ze se myje jednou za mésic.”

,Celé Irsko je omyvano Golfskym proudem,” fekl Stépan, nechévaje pfi tom
kanouti med na krajic chleba.

Z kouta, kde loudavé vazal stuhu kolem volného limce své tenisové kosile,
promluvil Haines:

»Zamyslim sbirati tvé vyroky, dovolis-li mi.”

Mluvi ke mné. Umyvaji se a machaji a drhnou. Osten svédomi. LeC zde je
mistecko.

»Ten o tom, Ze prasklé zrcadlo dévecky je symbolem irského uméni, je po
Certech povedeny.”

Buck Mulligan kopl Stépana pod stolem do nohy a fekl vielym ténem:

,Pockej, az ho uslysi$ o Hamletu, Hainesi.”

,Vi§, myslim to doopravdy,” fekl Haines, mluvé déle k Stépanovi. ,Pravé
jsem o tom myslel, kdyzZ prisla ta mizerna baba.”

,Vydélal bych na tom néco?” ptal se Stépan.

Haines se zasmal a bera sv(j mékky klobouk ze zajeti visuté sité, rekl:

, To opravdu nevim.“

Loudal se ven ke dvefim. Buck Mulligan se nahnul pes stdl k Stépanovi a
fekl drsnym dlrazem:
,Ted jsi mi to hezky zbryndal. Nacpak jsi to fikal?“

»Na co?“ Fekl Stépan. ,Otazka je, sehnat penize. Odkud? Od ného nebo od
mlékarky. Myslim, Ze je to prast jak uhod.”

,Ja mu o tobé péju hymny,“ fekl Buck Mulligan, ,,a ty mi do toho musis$ pfijit
se svymi vSivymi ksichty a srdceryvnymi jezovitskymi kocovinami.”
,Nemam valné nadéje,” ekl Stépan, ,,ani od ného ani od ni.“

Buck Mulligan tragicky povzdechl a poloZil ruku na Stépanovo ramé.

,0de mne, Kinchi,” fekl.

Ténem pojednou zménénym dodal:
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Vysekla pukrle a odesla, a za ni se neslo Mulliganovo nézné prozpévovani:
Md nejdrazsi, mit toho vic,
vic bych ti k nohdm sloZil.
0 totil se po Stépanovi a fekl:
—Vainé, Dedale. Jsem Svorc. BéZ do té své blbarny a naval prachy. Bardové
se dnes musi napit a rozveselit. Irsko se nadéje, Ze dnesniho dne kazdy muz
splni svou povinnost.

—Ted'si vzpomindm, fekl Haines a vstal, Ze dnes musim zajit do vasi Narodni
knihovny.

— Nejprve si zaplaveme, fekl Tur Mulligan.

Otocil se po Stépanovi a rekl libezné:

—To se, Cepelaku, dneska jednou za mésic vykoupes?

Potom Fekl Hainesovi:

— Necisty bard se zasadné koupe jednou za mésic.

— Celé Irsko omyva Golfsky proud, Fekl Stépan a pokapal si krajic medem.

Z kouta, kde si na tenisovou rozhalenku volné zavazoval kravatu, ozval se
Haines:

— Kdyz dovolite, udélam si sbirku vasich vyroka.
To mluvi ke mné. Oni se pofad myji a machaji a drhnou. Ndhnétek
svédomstva. Svédomi. Jesté je tu skvrna.

—Ten o sluzciné puklém zrcadle jakozto symbolu irského uméni je po
Certech trefny.

Tur Mulligan kopl pod stolem Stépana a zanicené pronesl:

— Pockejte, Hainesi, aZ se rozpovida o Hamletovi.

— Jenze ja to myslim vaZn&, mluvil Haines dal k St&panovi. Zrovna jsem o tom
uvazoval, kdyZ sem ta chudera pfisla.

— Co mi to vynese? zeptal se Stépan.
Haines se zasmal, ze skfipce na rohozi sundal mékky Sedy klobouk a fekl:

—Jak to mam védét?

A ui razoval ze dvefi. Tur Mulligan se pies stdl nahnul k Stépanovi

a neomalené ho sjel:

— Ty jsi do toho 3lapl. Proc jsi to fikal?

— Jak to? fekl Stépan. Jde o to, sehnat penize. Od mlékaiky nebo od ného.
Panna nebo orel, zda se mi.

—Ja mu na tebe péju samou chvalu, fekl Tur Mulligan, a ty mi to svymi
vsivymi potouchlostmi a bohopustymi jezovitskymi $prymy nakonec zkazis.
— Ja nic nedekém, fekl Stépan, od ni ani od ného.

Tur Mulligan tragicky vzdychl a sahl Stépanovi na ruku.

— Leda ode mé, Cepeldku, fekl.

Potom naraz zménil ton:
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[243] —To tell you the God's truth | think you're right. Damn all else they are
good for. Why don't you play them as | do? To hell with them all. Let us get out
of the kip.

[244] He stood up, gravely ungirdled and disrobed himself of his gown, saying
resignedly:

[245] — Mulligan is stripped of his garments.

[246] He emptied his pockets on to the table.

[247] — There's your snotrag, he said.

[248] And putting on his stiff collar and rebellious tie he spoke to them, chiding
them, and to his dangling watchchain. His hands plunged and rummaged in his
trunk while he called for a clean handkerchief. God, we'll simply have to dress
the character. | want puce gloves and green boots. Contradiction. Do |

contradict myself? Very well then, | contradict myself. Mercurial Malachi. A limp
black missile flew out of his talking hands.
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»Abych ti fekl ¢irou pravdu, myslim, Zze mas pravdu. Co je nam do vieho
jiného, k ¢emu jsou? Pro¢ je tak nedovedes udat jako ja? At je vSecky das
vezme.”

Vstal, vazné se odpdasal a svlékaje se ze Zupanu, fekl odevzdané:

»Mulligan je svlecen z roucha svého.”

Vyprazdnil kapsy na stdl.

»,Zde mas svdj hadr na sopel,” fekl.

A pfipinaje si sv(j tuhy limec a odbojnou vazanku, mluvil s nimi, plisné je, a
se svym klativym retizkem od hodinek. Jeho ruce se ponofily do kufru, v
némz se prehraboval, volaje pfi tom po Cistém kapesniku. Osten svédomi.
Mily BoZe, budeme se prosté muset obléci vérné podle té tlohy. Potfebuji
hnédocervené rukavice a zelené boty. Odpor. Odporuji sam sobé? Nuze
dobfe, bud'si, odporuji sam sobé. Jako rtut Zivy Malachi. Z jeho hovoficich
rukou vylétla zmuchlana cerna strela.
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— Mam-li ti fict holou pravdu, myslim, Zze mas pravdu. Nejsou, sakra,

k ni¢emu. Pro¢ to s nimi nekouli§ jako ja. Cert aby je vzal. Vypadnéme z toho
pajzlu.

Vstal, dlistojné si rozvazal pés, svlékl Zupan a odevzdané pronesl:

— Mulligan svlecen z roucha svého.

Vyprazdnil kapsy na stul.

—Tady mas smrkac, rekl.

Jak si nasazoval Skrobeny limec a vzpurnou vazanku, rozmlouval s nimi, taky
s komihavym Fetizkem od hodinek, a hartusil. Rukama lovil a kramafil v kufru
a shanél se po cCistém kapesniku. Nahnétek svédomstva. Blihvi, osobnost se
musi kasirovat. Potfebuju hnédocervené rukavice a zelené boty. Rozpor. Ze
si odporuji? Dobra, tak si odporuji. Jako rtut tékavy Malachjas. Z mluvnych
rukou mu vylétla néjaka zplihla ¢erna strela.
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