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Rachel, is it? No. The scene he was always talking about where
the old blind Abraham recognises the voice and puts his fingers on
his face.

Nathan’s voice! His son’s voice! I hear the voice of Nathan
who left his father to die of grief and misery in my arms, who left
the house of his father and left the God of his father.

Every word is so deep, Leopold.

Poor papa! Poor man! I'm glad I didn’t go into the room to
look at his face. That day! O dear! O dear! Ffoo! Well, per-
haps it was the best for him.

Mr. Bloom went round the corner and passed the drooping
horses of the hazard. No use thinking of it any more. Nosebag
time. Wish I hadn’t met that M’Coy fellow. He came nearer and
heard a crunching of the oats, the gently champing teeth. Their
full buck eyes regarded him as he went by. Poor jugginses! Damn
all they know or care about anything with their long noses stuck
in nosebags. Still they get their feed all right and their doss.
Gelded too: Might be happy all the same that way. Good poor
brutes they look.

He drew the letter from his pocket and folded it into the news-
paper he carried. Might just walk into her here. The lane is
safer.

He hummed, passing the cabman’s shelter:

La ci darem la mano

La la lala la la.

He turned into Cumberland street and, going on some paces,
halted in the lee of the station wall. No-one. Meade’s timberyard .
Ruins and tenements. He opened the letter within the newspaper.

A flower. A yellow flower with flattened petals. Not annoyed
then? What does she say?

Dear Henry

I got your last letter to me and thank you very much for it.
I am sorry you did not like my last letter. Why did you enclose
the stamps? I am awfully angry with you. I do wish I could
punish you for that. T called you naughty boy because I do
not like that other word. DPlease tell me what is the real mean-
ing of that word. Are you not happy in your home; you poor
little naughty boy? I do wish I could do something for you. Please
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