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Description :

Prsentation de I'diteur"Ulysses' is one of the most important works of Modernist literature. The novel is
approximately 265,000 words in length, uses alexicon of 30,030 words and is divided into eighteen
episodes."Ulysses' chronicles the passage of Leopold Bloom through Dublin during an ordinary day, 16
June 1904 (the day of Joyce'sfirst date with hisfuture wife, Nora Barnacle). Ulyssesis the Latinised name
of Odysseus, the hero of Homer's poem Odyssey, and the novel establishes a series of parallels between its
characters and events and those of the poem (e.g., the correspondence of Leopold Bloom to Odysseus, Molly
Bloom to Penelope, and Stephen Dedalus to Telemachus). Joyce fans worldwide now celebrate 16 June as
Bloomsday.Since publication, the book has attracted controversy and scrutiny, ranging from early obscenity
trialsto protracted textual "Joyce Wars." Ulysses' stream-of-consciousness technique, careful structuring,
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and experimental prosefull of puns, parodies, and allusions, as well asits rich characterisations and broad
humour, made the book a highly regarded novel in the Modernist literature. In 1998, the Modern Library
ranked Ulyssesfirst onitslist of the 100 best English-language novels of the 20th century..comUlysses has
been labeled dirty, blasphemous, and unreadable. In afamous 1933 court decision, Judge John M. Woolsey
declared it an emetic book--although he found it sufficiently unobscene to allow itsimportation into the
United States--and Virginia Woolf was moved to decry James Joyce's "cloacal obsession.” None of these
adjectives, however, do the dightest justice to the novel. To this day it remains the modernist masterpiece, in
which the author takes both Celtic lyricism and vulgarity to splendid extremes. It is funny, sorrowful, and
even (in a close-focus sort of way) suspenseful. And despite the exegetical industry that has sprung up in the
last 75 years, Ulyssesis also a compulsively readable book. Even the verbal vaudeville of the final chapters
can be navigated with relative ease, as long as you're willing to be buffeted, tickled, challenged, and
(occasionaly) vexed by Joyce's sheer command of the English language. Among other things, anovel is
simply along story, and the first question about any story is: What happens?. In the case of Ulysses, the
answer might be Everything. William Blake, one of literature's sublime myopics, saw the universein agrain
of sand. Joyce saw it in Dublin, Ireland, on June 16, 1904, aday distinguished by its utter normality. Two
characters, Stephen Dedalus and Leopold Bloom, go about their separate business, crossing paths with a
galery of indelible Dubliners. We watch them teach, eat, stroll the streets, argue, and (in Bloom's case)
masturbate. And thanks to the book's stream-of -consci ousness techni que--which suggests no mere stream
but an impossibly deep, swift-running river--we're privy to their thoughts, emotions, and memories. The
result? Almost every variety of human experience is crammed into the accordian folds of asingle day, which
makes Ulysses not just an experimental work but the very last word in realism. Both characters add their
glorious intonations to the music of Joyce's prose. Dedalus's accent--that of a freelance aesthetician, who
dabbles here and there in what we might call Early Y eats Lite--will be familiar to readers of Portrait of an
Artist Asa Y oung Man. But Bloom's wistful sensualism (and naive curiosity) is something else entirely.
Seen through his eyes, arundown corner of a Dublin graveyard is afigure for hope and hopel essness,
mortality and dogged survival: "Mr Bloom walked unheeded along his grove by saddened angels, crosses,
broken pillars, family vaults, stone hopes praying with upcast eyes, old Ireland's hearts and hands. More
sensible to spend the money on some charity for the living. Pray for the repose of the soul of. Does anybody
really?' --James Marcus ExtraitChapter 11t isatruth universally acknowledged, that a single man in
possession of a good fortune, must be in want of awife.However little known the feelings or views of such a
man may be on hisfirst entering a neighbourhood, this truth is so well fixed in the minds of the surrounding
families, that he is considered as the rightful property of some one or other of their daughters."My dear Mr.
Bennet," said hislady to him one day, "have you heard that Netherfield Park islet at last?'Mr. Bennet
replied that he had not."But it is," returned she; "for Mrs. Long has just been here, and she told me all about
it."Mr. Bennet made no answer."Do not you want to know who has taken it?" cried hiswife
impatiently."Y ou want to tell me, and | have no objection to hearing it." This was invitation enough."Why,
my dear, you must know, Mrs. Long says that Netherfield is taken by a young man of large fortune from the
north of England; that he came down on Monday in a chaise and four to see the place, and was so much
delighted with it that he agreed with Mr. Morrisimmediately; that he isto take possession before
Michaglmas, and some of his servants are to be in the house by the end of next week.""What is his
name?'"Bingley.""ls he married or single?' "Oh! single, my dear, to be sure! A single man of large fortune;
four or five thousand ayear. What a fine thing for our girls!""How so? how can it affect them?'"My dear
Mr. Bennet," replied hiswife, "how can you be so tiresome! Y ou must know that | am thinking of his
marrying one of them.""Isthat his design in settling here?'"Design! nonsense, how can you talk so! But it is
very likely that he may fall in love with one of them, and therefore you must visit him as soon as he
comes.""| see no occasion for that. Y ou and the girls may go, or you may send them by themselves, which
perhaps will be still better, for as you are as handsome as any of them, Mr. Bingley might like you the best
of the party.""My dear, you flatter me. | certainly have had my share of beauty, but | do not pretend to be
any thing extraordinary now. When a woman has five grown up daughters, she ought to give over thinking
of her own beauty.""In such cases, awoman has not often much beauty to think of.""But, my dear, you must
indeed go and see Mr. Bingley when he comes into the neighbourhood.""1t is more than | engage for, |
assure you.""But consider your daughters. Only think what an establishment it would be for one of them. Sir
William and Lady L ucas are determined to go, merely on that account, for in general you know they visit no
new comers. Indeed you must go, for it will be impossible for usto visit him, if you do not.""Y ou are over



scrupulous surely. | dare say Mr. Bingley will be very glad to see you; and | will send afew lines by you to
assure him of my hearty consent to his marrying which ever he chuses of the girls; though | must throw in a
good word for my little Lizzy.""l desire you will do no such thing. Lizzy is not a bit better than the others;
and | am sure sheis not half so handsome as Jane, nor half so good humoured as Lydia. But you are always
giving her the preference."" They have none of them much to recommend them,"” replied he; "they are all
silly and ignorant like other girls; but Lizzy has something more of quickness than her sisters.""Mr Bennet,
how can you abuse your own children in such away? Y ou take delight in vexing me. Y ou have no
compassion on my poor nerves.""Y ou mistake me, my dear. | have a high respect for your nerves. They are
my old friends. | have heard you mention them with consideration these twenty years at least.""Ah! you do
not know what | suffer.""But | hope you will get over it, and live to see many young men of four thousand a
year come into the neighbourhood."" It will be no useto us, if twenty such should come since you will not
visit them.""Depend upon it, my dear, that when there are twenty, | will visit them all." Mr Bennet was so
odd a mixture of quick parts, sarcastic humour, reserve, and caprice, that the experience of three and twenty
years had been insufficient to make his wife understand his character. Her mind was less difficult to
develope. She was a woman of mean understanding, little information and uncertain temper. When she was
discontented she fancied herself nervous. The business of her life was to get her daughters married; its solace
was visiting and news.



