
 

 1  

FINNEGANS WAKE 004.18-006.12  in Progress 
                                                           Eishiro Ito 
 
 
 
Table１: FW004.18~006.12 in Progress 

level James Joyce Archives Notes 
Level 01 First Draft:47482a-86~87: 

JJA44:7-8 
c. Oct.-Nov. 1926. 

Level 02 Second Draft:47471a-4~6: 
JJA44:47~51 

c. Nov. 1926. 

Level 03 Fair Copy:47472-5~7: 
JJA44:106~108 

Dated by Joyce Nov. 29 1926. 

Level 04 TS(Private Collection):pp.2~4: 
JJA44:146~148 

Dated by Joyce Dec. 16 1926.  Sent to 
H.S.Weaver on Dec.20 1926. 

Level 05 Carbon:47472-46~48: 
JJA44:175~177 

c.Feb. 1927.  Sent to HSW on Mar. 4 
1927. 

Level 06 Proofs for transition 1:  
47472-75~76:JJA44:205~206 

Dated by the printer Feb 25.  Sent to 
HSW on early March. Published on the 
April 1927 issue. 

Level 07 Marked Page of transition 1: 
47475-3v~4:JJA44:232~233 

c. early 1936.  Finished the whole 
revised version  of Book  I on July 11 
1936. 

Level 08 Duplicate transition 1 pages: 
47475-92v~93:JJA44:254~255 

c. late 1936. 

Level 09 Galley proofs for FW(1st set): 
47476a-1~2:JJA49:5~6 

Dated by the printer Mar. 12 1937.   
Received by HSW on Feb. 25 1938. 

Level 10 Galley proofs(2nd 
set):47476a-134~135:JJA49:291~29
3 

Same date as the 1st set.  Received by 
HSW Mar. 16 1938.  

Level 11 Galley proofs(3rd set):47476b- 
277~288:JJA50:5~7 

Completed early 1938. 

Level 12 Finnegans Wake Published 1939. 
Level 13 
(Final) 

Errata TS(Buffalo VI.H.4.b-1: 
JJA50:289 

Corrected by Joyce.   Sent to Maria 
Jolas on Aug. 28 1940. 
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Table２: 8 Dominant Episodes(motifs) of FW004.18~006.12 
episode no. motifs 1939 text corresponded 
Episode 01 The Fall of Bygmester Finnegan 004.18-30 
Episode 02 Hohohoho,Hahahaha 005.09-005.12 
Episode 03 Eve(Issy)’s red apples 005.29-006.12 
Episode 04 the light of liquor, his roundup tower 004.30-005.04 
Episode 05 Wassaily Booslaeugh of Riesengeborg 005.05-08 
Episode 06 munisipal sin, his back promise, 1001 

stories of the same, all told 
005.13-29 

Episode 07 the catalogue of the vehicles 005.30-006.07 
Episode 08 7 Books from Old Testament 004.20-25 
Episode 09 Muslim（The Koran） 005.14-26 

 
 
Table３: The Progress of FW004.18~006.12 at a Glance 

level epsd epsd epsd epsd epsd epsd epsd epsd epsd 
01 01 02 03     
02 01 04 05 02  03( )   
03 01 04 05 02 06 03(07)   
04 01 04 05 02 06 03(07)   
05 01 04 05 02 06 03(07)   
06 01 04 05 02 06 03(07)   
07 01( ) 04 05 02 06 03(07)   
08 01( ) 04 05 02 06 03(07)  
09 01(08) 04 05 02 06 03(07)  
10 01(08) 04 05 02 06( ) 03(07) 
11 01(08) 04 05 02 06(09) 03(07) 
12 01(08) 04 05 02 06(09) 03(07) 
13 

(Final) 01(08) 04 05 02 06(09) 03(07) 

 *Whitewash numbers indicate inserted episodes. 
**For instance, 03(07) means the newly inserted motif 07 in Episode 03. 
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Table４: The Details of the Insertions, Deletion & Emendation 
LEVEL Inserted 

Episode General View Insertions by episode 

01 04,05 

 The basic episode is of course the fall of 
Finnegans in the ballad of  
"FinnegansWake."  Probably 
Joyceplanned from the beginning to put a 
motif of Ibsen's Byg-mester Solness in 
layers. 

01: of the stuttering Hand; in his   
   rushlit toofarback for messuages 
04: Though oftwhile balbulous; He   
    would see by the light of liquor his  
    roundup tower to rise...clottering  
    down. 
05: The first was he to bare arms and  
    the name...of the second. 
03: There was a wall in course of  
    erection. ; For all the world to  
    see. 

02 06,07 

Inserted Episode 06. 
 
First reference of HCE''s“municipal sin.” 
 
Inserted Episode 07 (Catalogue of various 
cars) in Episode 03. 
 
Introduced an Egyptian image of 
“Mastabatoom, Mastabadtom.” 

01: freemen’s maurer; in Toper’s  
   Thorp 
04: mitre ahead with goodly trowal... 
    fancies; in undress masonry;  
    erigenating in next to nothing...  
    hierarchitectitiploftical; bough  
    bobbing off its baubletop and 
05: of huroldry; troublant, argent;  
    poursuivant 
06: What then brought about munici-  
    pal sin... (There are by now 1001  
    stories of the same, all told.) 
07: what with the wallhall’s horrors  
    of... under his bridge suits Tony 
03: Mastabatoom, Mastabadtom  
    when a mon merries his lute is all  
    long. 

03  

No outstanding insertions; it indicates 
that Joyce (temporarily) stopped revising 
the text. 
 

04: be caligalate by multiplicables the  
    altitude and malltitude until he  
    seesaw; of other days; burning  
    bush 
06: that tragoady thundersday 
07: and the noobibuses sleighding...  
    Tell-No-Tailors’ Corner; thrum  
    and thrum in fancymud murum 

04  
No big change. 04: (LEVEL 03)celescalating⇒ 

    alescalating 
06: as some say,⇒as some day  

05  
Almost same as Level 04; just corrected 
some typing errors. 

 

06  
Almost same as Level 04; just corrected 
some typing errors. 

01: building pon⇒building upon 

07 08 

Inserted Episode 01 to Level 08; almost 
becomes the finial text.. 
 
Inserted two names of 5 Moses' books  
"guenneses,""exodus." 

01(08): ??(one yeastyday he sternly   
       struck his tete in a tub for to  
       watch the future of his fates  
       but ere he swiftly stook it out  
       the very water was eviperated  
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       all the guenneses had met  
       their exodus so that ought to  
       show you 

08 08 

Finished inserting five more names of the 
Old Testament. 

08: before joshuan judges had given  
    us numbers or Helviticus commit- 
    ted—, deuteronomy (one yeasty- 
    day he sternly struck his tete in a  
    tub for to watsch the futures of  
    his fates but ere he swiftly stook  
    it out again, by the might of  
  moses the very water was evipe- 
    rated and all the guenneses had  
    met their exodus so that ought  
    to show you what a pentschan- 
    jeuchy chap he was!) 
04: like Haroun Chideric Eggeberth 

09  
No big changes. 05: Wassaily Booslaeugh of  

    Riesengeborg 

10 09 

Inserted some Islamic images:; partially 
because intensifying a partriarchical 
image of the thunder sound of earwitness 
(Earwicker); impressively added the 
image of Islamic daily prayers to this part. 
 

09: Our cubehouse still rocks as  
    earwitness to the thunder of his  
    arafatas but we hear also  
    through successive ages that    
    shebby choruysh of unkalified  
    muzzlehimiissilehim that would  
    blackguardise the whitestone  
  ever hurtleturtled out of heaven.   
    Stay us wherefore in our search  
  for tighteousness, O Sustainer,   
  what time we rise and when we   
  take up to toothmick and before   
  we lump down upown our  
    leatherbed and in the night and  
    at the fading of the stars!  For  
    a nod to the nabir is better than  
    wink to the wabsanti.  Other-  
    ways wesways like that provost   
    scuffing bedoneen the jebel and   
    the jypsian sea.  Cropherb the  
    crunchbracken shall decide.  
    Then we’ll know if the feast is a  
    flyday.  She has a gift of seek on  
    site and she allcasually ansars  
    helpers the dreamydeary.   
    Heed.  Heed. 

11  Almost same as Level 10.  

12  Finnegans Wake(1939)  

13 
(Final) 

 
Corrections of Misprints   
 (dated 28/08/1940) 

09: bedoneen⇒bedoueen; it⇒if;  
    Heed.⇒Heed! 
07: sufroos⇒aufroofs 
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(1)First Draft(47482a-86~87: JJA44:7~8) 
  Oct.-Nov.1926 (See Letters I, 24 Sep. and 8 Nov. 1926, and Letters III, 16 Oct.  
   1926). 
 
  Bygmister Finnegan [ ], builder, lived on in the broadest 
way imaginable imaginoble unm* imarginable[

] and during mighty odd years this man of Hod [ ] & made 
piled buildung upon super buildung on pon the banks of for the livers by the 
Soandso Soangso.  He addle iddle wife wyfie and he annie Annie hugged the 
liddle craythur wither Wither tear tare in hares hayre in honds tuck up your 
pardner part-in-her. [  ] M[

]  [
?

]  Haitch is for 
Husbandman planting handling his hoe.  Hohohoho Mister Finn you’re going to 
Mr Mister Finn again.  Comeday morning morn when and your you’re feelin ho 
oh, you’re Vine!  senday end evening eve you’re foulin, and, ah, Vinegar.  
Hahahaha Mister Finn Fine Funn you’re going to be fined again. 
  And, as sure as Eve Abe ate little bit Ivvy’s red apples, wan warning Finn felt 
tippling full.  His howth howd filled heavy, his hodd hoddit did shake.  [

]  He fell stottered from the latter.  Damb!  He 
was dead dudd.  Dump Dumb!  [ ] 
 
 
(2)Second Draft(47471a-4~6: JJA44:47~51) 
   Nov.1926(see Letters I, 15 Nov.1926 and Letters III, 24 Nov.1926, and Letters I, 15  
   Nov. 1926 to HSW. 
 
  Bygmister Finnegan of the Stuttering Hand, builder, [

] lived in the broadest way imarginable in his rushlit toofarback with 
messuages and during mighty odd years this man of hod cement and edifice’s [

 ] piled buildung super buildung pon the banks for the livers by the 
Soangso.  He addle iddle wyfie Annie hugged the liddle crathur  Wither hayre in 
honds tuck up your part-in-her.  Oftwhile balbulousF[
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]he 
would see by the light of liquor wheretwin ‘twas born his roundhead ??towers 
staple to rise [ ] upstanded (joygrantit!), waalworth of a 
skyerscape of an most eyeful hoyth antwertly entowerly R[ 

] with [
] larrons o’ toolers clittering up on it and tombles a’ 

buckets clottering down.  Of the first was he to bare arms and a name.  His creast 
[ ] in vert with [ ] and cillars,[ ], hegoak, 
horrid, horned. His scutchum fessed, with archers strung, helio, of the second. 
Hootch is for husbandman handling his hoe.  Hohohoho Mister Finn,  you’re 
going to Finn Mister Finn again.  Comeday morn and, O, you’re vine!  sendday 
eve, and, ah, vinegar.  Hahahaha, Mister Funn you’re going to be fined again. 
  F[

 ] But so 
sore did abe ite ??ivy’s holired apples F[ 

???  ╋ ??

??
 

]wan warning Phill.  (There are [ ] 1001 stories of the same, all told) 
felt tippling full.  His howd filled heavy, his hoddit did shake.  (There was a wall 
in course in erection. ) [ ]  He fell stottered from the latter.  Damb!  He was 
dud. Dumb!  W[ 

]  For all whole the world to see. 
 
 
(3)Fair Copy(47472-5~7: JJA44:106~108) 
   Dated by Joyce 29 Nov. 1926, but some of the insertions were made at a later date. 
   (See Letters III, 29 Nov., 3 Dec. and 5 Dec. 1926). 
 
  Bygmester Finnegan, of the Stuttering Hand, freemen’s maurer lived in the 
broadest way immarginable in his rushlit toofarback for messuages and during 
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mighty odd years this man of hod, cement and edifices in Toper’s Thorp piled 
buildung supra buildung pon the banks for the livers by the Soangso.  He addle  
b liddle phifie Annie ugged the little craythur  Wither hayre in honds tuck up 
your partinher.  Oftwhile balbulous, mitre ahead, with goodly trowel in grasp and 
ivoroiled overalls which he habitacularly  fondseed, he would saw F[

] by the  
neat light of the liquor wheretwin ‘twas born his roundhead staple [ ] 
to rise of in undress maisonry upstanded (joygrantit!), a waalworth of a skyerscape 
of most eyeful hoyth entowerly erigenating from next to nothing and celescalating 
the himals and all, hierarchitectitiploftical, with [ ] bough abob off 
its baubletop and larrons o’ toolers clittering up  and tumbles a’ buckets clottering 
down.   
  Of the first was he to bare arms and a name.  His crest of huroldry, in vert with 
ancillars, troublant, argent, a hegoak, poursuivant, horrid, horned.  His scutchum, 
handling his hoe.  Hohohoho, Mister Finn, you’re going to Mister Finnagain! 
Comeday morm and, O, you’re vine!  Sendday’s eve, and, ah, you’re vinegar!  
Hahahaha, Mister Funn, you’re going to be fined again! 
  What then agentlike brought about[ ] this municipal 
sin business?  It may half been missfired brick, as some say, or it mought have 
been due to a collupsus of his back promises, as others looked at it.  (There extand 
by now one thousand and one stories, all told, of the same).  But so sore did abe ite 
ivvy’s holired abbles, (what with the wallhall’s horrors of rollsrights, carhack’s, 
stonengens, kisstvanes, tramtrees, fargobawlers, autokinotons, ?hippohobbities 
hippohobbilies  streetfleets, tourintaxes,  megaphoggs, circuses and wardsmoats 
and basilikerks, and aeropagods and the hoyce and the jollybrools and the peeler 
in the coat and the mecklenburk bitches bitiny bite at his ear merlnburrow 
burrock’s and his fore old pore courts, the bore the more, and his blightblack 
working stacks at twelvepins a dozen, F[ 

]and the fumes and the hopes and the strupithump of his ville’s indigeous 
romekeepers,  homesweepers, domecreepers, F[ 

] and all the uproor from the aufroofs, a roof for may and a reef for hugh  
butt under his bridge suits tony) ??? wan warning Phill felt tippling full.  His 
howd filled heavy, his hoddit did shake.  (There was a wall of course in erection. ) 
Dimb!  He stottered from the latter.  Damb!  He was dud. Dumb! Mastabatoom, 
mastabadtomm, when a mon merries his lute is all long.  For whole the world to 
see. 
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(4)TS(Private Collection)(pp.2~4: JJA44:146~148) 
  Signed by Joyce and dated 16 Dec. 1926(the date of the final revision of the fair  
   copy MS):  sent to HSW 20 Dec. 1926.  
 
  Bygmester Finnegan, of the Stuttering Hand, freemen’s maurer, lived in the 
broadest way immarginable in his rushlit toofarback for messeuacges and during 
mighty odd years this man of hod, cement and edifices in Toper’s Thorp piled 
building supra building pon the banks for the livers by the Soangso.  He addle 
liddle phifie Annie ugged the little craythur  Wither hayre in honds tuck up your 
partinher.  Oftwhile balbulons, asmitre ahead, with goodly trowel in grasp and 
ivoroiled overalls which he habitacularly  fondseed, he would caligulate by 
multi-plicables the alltitude and malltitude until he seesaw by neat light of the 
liquor wheretwin ‘twas born his roundhead staple of other days to rise in undress 
maisonry upstanded (joygrantit!), a waalworth of a skyerscape of most eyeful 
hoyth entowerly erigenating from next to nothing and aleslcalating the himals 
and all, hierarchitectitoploftical, with a burning bush abob off its banubletop and 
with larrons o’ toolers clittering up and tombles a’ buckets clottering down.   
  Of the first was he to bare arms and a name.  His crest of huroldry, in vert with 
auncillars, troublant, argent, a hegoak, poursuivant, horrid, horned.  His 
scutchum, fessed, with archers strung, helieo, of the second.  Hootch is for 
husbandman handling his hoe.  Hohohoho, Mister Finn, you’re going to Mister 
Finnagain! Comeday morm and, O, you’re vine!  Sendday’s eve, and, ah, you’re 
vinegar.  Hahahaha, Mister Funn, you’re going to be|fined again! 
  What then agentlike brought about that tragoady thunddersday this municipal 
sin business?  It may half been a missfired brick, as some sday, or it mought have 
been due to a collupsus of his back promises, as others looked at it.  (There extand 
by now one thousand and one stories, all told, of the same).  But so sore did abe ite 
ivvy’s holired abbles, (what with the wallhall’s horrors of rollsrights, carhack’s, 
stonengens, kisst-vanes, tramtrees, fargobawlers, autokein-otons, hippohobbilies, 
streetfleets, tourintaxes,  megaphoggs, circuses and wards-moats and basilikerks, 
and aeropagods and the hoyse and the jollybroodl and the peeler in the coat and 
the mecklenburk bitch bite at his ear merlunburrow burrocks and his fore old 
porecourts, the bore the more and his blightblack working stacks at twelvepins a 
dozen  and the noobibusses sleigh-ding  along Safetyfirst Street and the 
derryjellybies snooping around Tell-No-Tailors’ Corner and the fumes and the 
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hopes and the strupithump of his ville’s indegenous romekeepers,  homesweepers.  
domecreepers,  thrum and thrum in fancymud murum and all the uproor from 
the afufroofs, a roof for may & a reef for hugh butt under his bridge suits tony) 
wan warning Phill felt tippling full.  His Hhowd filled heavy, his hoddit ddid 
shake.  (There was a wall of course in erection. )  Dimb! He stot-tered from the 
latter.  Damb!  He was dud. Dumb!  Mastabatoom, mastabadtomm, when a 
mon merries his lute is all long.  For whole the world to see. 
 
 
(5)Carbon(47472-46~48: JJA44:175~177) 
  Written in by an amanuensis and with further overlay; sent to HSW on 4 March 1927. 
 
  Bygmester Finnegan, of the Stuttering Hand, freemen’s maurer, lived in the 
broadest way immarginable in his rushlit toofarback for messeuacges and during 
mighty odd years this man of hod, cement and edifices in Toper’s Thorp piled 
building supra building pon the banks for the livers by the Soangso.  He addle 
liddle phifie Annie ugged the little craythur  Wither hayre in honds tuck up your 
partinkher.  Oftwhile balbulous, asmitre ahead, with goodly trowel in grasp and 
ivoroiled overalls which he habitacularly  fondseed, he would caligulate by 
multi-plicables the alltitude and malltitude until he seesaw by neat light of the 
liquor wheretwin ‘twas born, his roundhead staple of other days to rise in undress 
maisonry upstanded (joygrantit!), a waalworth of a skyerscape of most eyeful 
hoyth entowerly erigenating from next to nothing and aleslcslating the himals and 
all, hierarchitectitoploftical, with a burning bush abob off its baaubletop and with 
larrons o’ toolers clitter-ing up and tombles a’ buckets clottering down.   
  Of the first was he to bare arms and a name.  His crest of huroldry, in vert with 
ancillars, troublant, argent, a hegoak, poursuivant, horrid, horned.  His scutchum, 
fessed, with archers strung, helieo, of the second.  Hootch is for husbandman 
handling his hoe.  Hohohoho, Mister Finn, you’re going to be Mister Finnagain.  
Comeday morm and, O, you’re vine!  Sendday’s eve, and, ah, you’re vinegar.  
Hahahaha, Mister Funn, you’re going to be|fined again! 
  What then agentlike brought about that tragoady thundersday this municipal 
sin business?  It may half been a missfired brick, as some sday, or it mought have 
been due to a collupsus of his back promises, as others looked at it.  (There extand 
by now one thousand and one stories, all told, of the same).  But so sore did abe ite 
ivvy’s holired abbles, (what with the wallhall’s horrors of rollsrights, carhack’s, 
stonengens, kisst-vanes, tramtrees, fargobawlers, autokein-otons, hippohobbilies, 



 

 10  

streetfleets, tourintaxes,  megaphoggs, circuses and wards-moats and basilikerks, 
and aeropagods and the hoyse and the jollybroodl and the peeler in the coat and 
the mecklenburk bitch bite at his ear merlnburrow burrocks and his fore old 
porecourts, the bore the more, and his blightblack working stacks at twelvepins a 
dozen,  and the noobibusses sleigh-ding  along Safetyfirst Street and the 
derryjellybies snooping around Tell-No-Tailors’ Corner and the fumes and the 
hopes and the strupithump of his ville’s indegenous romekeepers, homesweepers 
domecreepers,  thrum and thrum in fancymud murum and all the uproor from 
the afufroofs, a roof for may & a reef for hugh butt under his bridge suits tony) 
wan warning Phill felt tippling full.  His Hhowd filled heavy, his hoddit ddid 
shake.  (There was a wall of course in erection. )  Dimb!  He stot-tered from the 
latter.  Damb!  He was dud. Dumb!  Mastabatoom, mastabadtomm, when a 
mon merries his lute is all long.  For whole the world to see. 
 
 
 
 
(6)Proofs for transition 1(47472-75~76: JJA44:205~206) 
   Dated by the printer 25 Feb. 1927 and sent to HSW in early March 1927. (See  
   Letters  I,  2 March 1927). 
 
  Bygwmester Finnegan, of the Stuttering Hand, free-men’s maurer, lived in the 
broadest way immarginable in his rushlit toofarback for messuages and during 
mighty odd years this man of hod, cement and edifices in Toper’s Thorp piled 
building supra building ponupon the banks for the livers by the Soangso.  He 
addle liddle phi-fie Annie ugged the little craythur  Wither hayre in honds tuck 
up your partinkher.  Oftwhile balbulons, mitre ahead, with goodly trowel in grasp 
and ivoroiled overalls which he habitacularly  fondseed, he would caligulate by 
multiplicables the alltitude and malltitude until he seesaw by neat light of the 
liquor wheretwin ‘twas born, his roundhead staple of other days to rise in undress 
maisonry upstanded (joygrantit!), a waalworth of a skyerscape of most eyeful 
hoyth entowerly, erigenating from next to nothing and, aloolscelescalating the 
himals and all, hierarchitectitoploftical, with a burning bush abob off#its 
baubletop and with larrons o’ toolers clittering up and tombles a’ buckets clottering 
down.   
  Of the first was he to bare arms and a name.  His crest of huroldry, in vert with 
auncillars, troublant, argent, a hegoak, poursuivant, horrid, horned.  His 
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scutchum, fessed, with archers strung, helio, of the second.  Hootch is for 
husbandman handling his hoe.  Hohohoho, Mister Finn, you’re going to be Mister 
Finnagain!  Comeday morm and, O, you’re vine!  Sendday’s eve, and, ah, you’re 
vinegar!  Hahahaha, Mister Funn, you’re going to be fined again! 
  What then agentlike brought about that tragoady thundersday this municipal 
sin business?  It may half been a missfired brick, as some say, or it mought have 
been due to a collupsus of his back promises, as others looked at it.  (There extand 
by now one thousand and one stories, all told, of the same).  But so sore did abe ite 
ivvy’s holired abbles, (what with the wallhall’s horrors of rollsrights, carhack’s, 
stonengens, kisstvanes, tramtrees, fargobawlers, autokinotons, hippohobbilies, 
streetfleets, tourintaxes,  megaphoggs, circuses and wardsmoats and basilikerks, 
and aeropagods and   the hoyse and the jolly-brool and the peeler in the coat and 
the mecklenburk bitch bite at his ear merlninburrow burrocks and his fore old 
porecourts, the bore the more, and his blightblack working stacks at twelvepins a 
dozen  and the noobibusses sleighding  along Safetyfirst Street and the 
derryjellybies . snooping around Tell-No-Tailors’ Corner and the fumes and the 
hopes and the strupi-thump of his ville’s indegeinous romekeepers,  
home-sweepers,  domecreepers  thurum and thurum in fancymud murumd and 
all the uproor from all the aufroofs, a roof for may and a reef for hugh butt under 
his bridge suits tony, wan warning Phill feltfilt tippling full.  His howd 
filledfeeled heavy, his hoddit ddid shake.  (There was a wall of course in erection. )  
Dimb!  He stottered from the latter.  Damb!  He was dud. Dumb!  Mastabatoom, 
mastabadtomm, when a mon merries his lute is all long.  For whole the world to 
see. 
 
 
(7)Marked pages of transition 1(47475-3v~4: JJA44:232-233) 
   transition 1 (April 1927) revised for the printer of FW; probably early 1936; the  
   revision of the first set of transition pages for all of Book I was completed 11 July  
   1936. 
 
  Bygmester Finnegan, of the Stuttering Hand, free-men’s maurer, lived in the 
broadest way immarginable in his rushlit toofarback for messuages T[ 

??
?? ?? ??

?? ?? ]and during 
mighty odd years this man of hod, cement and edifices in Toper’s Thorp piled 
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buildung supra buildung pon the banks for the livers by the Soangso.  He addle 
liddle phi-fie Annie ugged the little craythur  Wither hayre in honds tuck up your 
partinher.  Oftwhile balbulous, mitre ahead, with goodly trowel in grasp and 
ivoroiled overalls which he habitacularly  fondseed, he would caligulate by 
multiplicables the alltitude and malltitude until he seesaw by neat light of the 
liquor wheretwin ‘twas born, his roundhead staple of other days to rise in undress 
maisonry upstanded (joygrantit!), a waalworth of a skyerscape of most eyeful 
hoyth entowerly erigenating from next to nothing and celescalating the himals 
and all, hierarchitectitoploftical, with a burning bush abob off its baubletop and 
with larrons o’ toolers clittering up and tombles a’ buckets clottering down.   
  Of the first was he to bare arms and a name.  His crest of huroldry, in vert with 
ancillars, troublant, argent, a hegoak, poursuivant, horrid, horned.  His scutchum, 
fessed, with archers strung, helio, of the second.  Hootch is for husbandman 
handling his hoe.  Hohohoho, Mister Finn, you’re going to be Mister Finnagain!  
Comeday morm and, O, you’re vine!  Sendday’s eve, and, ah, you’re vinegar!  
Hahahaha, Mister Funn, you’re going to be fined again! 
  What then agentlike brought about that tragoady thundersday this municipal 
sin business?  It may half been a missfired brick, as some say, or it mought have 
been due to a collupsus of his back promises, as others looked at it.  (There extand 
by now one thousand and one stories, all told, of the same).  But so sore did abe ite 
ivvy’s holired abbles, (what with the wallhall’s horrors of rollsrights, carhack’s, 
stonengens, kisstvanes, tramtrees, fargobawlers, autokinoton hippohobbilies, 
streetfleets, tourintaxes,  megaphoggs, circuses and wardsmoats and basilikerks, 
and aeropagods and   the hoyse and the jolly-brool and the peeler in the coat and 
the mecklenburk bitch bite at his ear and merlinburrow burrocks and his fore old 
porecourts, the bore the more, and his blightblack working stacks at twelvepins a 
dozen and the noobibusses sleighding along Safetyfirst Street and the 
derryjellybies  snooping around Tell-No-Tailors’ Corner and the fumes and the 
hopes and the strupi-thumpof his ville’s indigenous romekeepers, home-sweepers, 
domecreepers  thurum and thurum in fancymud murumd and all the uproor 
from all the aufroofs, a roof for may and a reef for hugh butt under his bridge suits 
tony) wan warning Phill filt tippling full.  His howd feeled heavy, his hoddit did 
shake.  (There was a wall of course in erection. )  Dimb! He stottered from the 
latter.  Damb!  He was dud.  Dumb!  Mastabatoom, mastabadtomm, when a 
mon merries his lute is all long.  For whole the world to see. 
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(8)Duplicate transition 1 pages(47475-92v~93: JJA44:254-255) 
  Duplicate transition 1 pages with the overlay from (7) draft repated and with further        
   overlay; 1936.  
 
  Bygmester Finnegan, of the Stuttering Hand, free-men’s maurer, lived in the 
broadest way immarginable in his rushlit toofarback for messuages [/

]  [

]and during mighty odd 
years this man of hod, cement and edifices in Toper’s Thorp piled buildung supra 
buildung pon the banks for the livers by the Soangso.  He addle liddle phi-fie 
Annie ugged the little craythur  Wither hayre in honds tuck up your partinher.  
Oftwhile balbulonus, mitre miltre ahead, with goodly trowel in grasp and ivoroiled 
overalls which he habitacularly  fondseed, [  ] he 
would caligulate by multiplicables the alltitude and malltitude until he seesaw by 
neat light of the liquor wheretwin ‘twas born, his roundhead staple of other days to 
rise in undress maisonry upstanded (joygrantit!), a waalworth of a skyerscape of 
most eyeful hoyth entowerly erigenating from next to nothing and celescalating 
the himals and all, hierarchitectitoploftical, with a burning bush abob off its 
baubletop and with larrons o’ toolers clittering up and tombles a’ buckets clottering 
down.   
  Of the first was he to bare arms and a name.  His crest of huroldry, in vert with 
ancillars, troublant, argent, a hegoak, poursuivant, horrid, horned.  His scutchum, 
fessed, with archers strung, helio, of the second.  Hootch is for husbandman 
handling his hoe.  Hohohoho, Mister Finn, you’re going to be Mister Finnagain!  
Comeday morm and, O, you’re vine!  Sendday’s eve, and, ah, you’re vinegar!  
Hahahaha, Mister Funn, you’re going to be fined again! 
  What then agentlike brought about that tragoady thundersday this municipal 
sin business?  It may half been a missfired brick, as some say, or it mought have 
been due to a collupsus of his back promises, as others looked at it.  (There extand 
by now one thousand and one stories, all told, of the same).  But so sore did abe ite 
ivvy’s holired abbles, (what with the wallhall’s horrors of rollsrights, carhacks, 
stonengens, kisstvanes, tramtrees, fargobawlers, autokinotons, hippohobbilies, 
streetfleets, tourintaxes,  megaphoggs, circuses and wardsmoats and basilikerks, 
and aeropagods and   the hoyse and the jolly-brool and the peeler in the coat and 
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the mecklenburk bitch bite at his ear and merlinburrow burrocks and his fore old 
porecourts, the bore the more, and his blightblack working stacks at twelvepins a 
dozen,  and the noobibusses sleighding  along Safetyfirst Street and the 
derryjellybies  snooping around Tell-No-Tailors’ Corner and the fumes and the 
hopes and the strupi-thump of his ville’s indigenous romekeepers,  homesweepers,  
domecreepers  thurum and thurum in fancymud murumd and all the uproor 
from all the aufroofs, a roof for may and a reef for hugh butt under his bridge suits 
tony) wan warning Phill filt tippling full.  His howd feeled heavy, his hoddit did 
shake.  (There was a wall of course in erection. ) Dimb! He stottered from the 
latter.  Damb!  He was dud.  Dumb!  Mastabatoom, mastabadtomm, when a 
mon merries his lute is all long.  For whole the world to see. 
 
 
(9)Galley proofs for Finnegans Wake(first set)(47476a-1~2:   
   JJA49:5~6) 
   Dated by the printer 12 March 1937 and received by HSW 25 Feb. 1938 (see  
   Letters  I,  14 July and 6 Aug. 1937, and Letters III, 18 Dec. 1937). 
 
  Bygmester Finneigan, of the Stuttering Hand, freemen’s mau-rer, lived in the 
broadest way immarginable in his rushlit toofar-back for messuages before 
joshuan judges had given us numbers or Helviticus . committed  deuteronomy 
(one yeastyday he sternely struxk his tete in a tub for to watsch the future of his 
fates but ere he swiftly stook it out again, by the might of moses the very wat-er 
was eviparated and all the guenneses had met their exodus so that ought to show 
you what a pentschanjeuchy chap he was!) and during mighty odd years this man 
of hod, cement and edi-fices in Toper’s Thorp piled buildung supra buildung pon 
the banks for the livers by the Soangso.  He addle liddle phifie Annie ugged the 
little craythur  Wither hayre in honds tuck up your par-tinher.  Oftwhile 
balbulous, Mithre ahead, with goodly trowel in grasp and ivoroiled overalls which 
he habitacularly  fondseed, like Haroun Chideric Eggeberth he would caligulate 
by multiplicab-les the alltitude and malltitude until he seesaw by neatlight of the 
liquor wheretwin ‘twas born, his roundhead staple of other days to rise in undress 
maisonry upstanded (joygrantit!), a waalworth of a skyerscape of most eyeful 
hoyth entowerly erigenating from next to nothing and, celescalating the himals 
and its baubletop and with larrons o’ toolers clittering up and tombles a’ buckets 
clottering down.   
  Of the first was he to bare arms and a name.a[ 
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]  His crest of hurol-dry, in vert with ancillars, troublant, argent, a 
hegoak, poursui-vant, horrid, horned.  His scutscum, fessed, with archers strung, 
he-lio, of the second.  Hootch is for husbandman handling his hoe.  Hohohoho,  
Mister Finn, you’re going to be Mister Finnagain!  Comeday morm and, O, you’re 
vine!  Sendday’s eve, and, ah, you’re vinegar!  Hahahaha, Mister Funn, you’re 
going to be fined again! 
  What then agentlike brought about that tragoady thundersday this municipal 
sin business?  It may half been a missfired brick, as some day, or it mought have 
been due to a collupsus of his back promises, as others looked at it.  (There extand 
by now one thousand and one stories, all told, of the same.).  But so sore did abe 
ite ivvy’s holired abbles, (what with the wallhall’s horrors of rolls-rights, carhacks, 
stonengens, kisstvanes, tramtrees, fargobawlers, autokinotons, # hippohobbilies, 
streetfleets, tourintaxes,  mega-phoggs, circuses and wardsmoats and basilikerks, 
and aeropagods and  the hoyse and the jolly-brool and the peeler in the coat and 
the mecklenburk bitch bite at his ear and merlinburrow bur-rocks and his fore old 
porecourts, the bore the more, and his blightblack working stacks at twelvepins a 
dozen and the noobi-busses sleighding along Safetyfirst Street and the 
derryjellybies snooping around Tell-No-Tailors’ Corner and the fumes and the 
hopes and the strupithump of his ville’s indigenous romekeepers,  homesweepers,  
domecreepers  thurum and thurum  in fancymud murumd and all the uproor 
from all the aufroos, a roof for may and a reef for hugh butt under his bridge suits 
tony) wan warn-ing Phill filt tippling full.  His howd feeled heavy, his hoddit did 
shake.  (There was a wall of course in erection. ) Dimb!  He stot-tered from the 
latter.  Damb!  He was dud.  Dumb!  Mastabatoom, mastabadtomm, when a 
mon merries his lute is all long.  For whole the world to see. 
 
 
(10)Galley proofs(second set)(47476a-134~135: JJA49:291~293) 
   Dated as the first set but received by HSW 16 May 1938. 
 
   Bygmester Finneigan, of the Stuttering Hand, freemen’s mau-rer, lived in the 
broadest way immarginable in his rushlit toofar-back for messuages before 
joshuan judges had given us numbers or Helviticus . committed  deuteronomy 
(one yeastyday he sternely struxk his tete in a tub for to watsch the future of his 
fates but ere he swiftly stook it out again, by the might of moses the very wat-er 
was eviparated and all the guenneses had met their exodus so that ought to show 
you what a pentschanjeuchy chap he was!) and during mighty odd years this man 
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of hod, cement and edi-fices in Toper’s Thorp piled buildung supra buildung pon 
the banks for the livers by the Soangso.  He addle liddle phifie Annie ugged the 
little craythur  Wither hayre in honds tuck up your par-tinher.  Oftwhile 
balbulous, Mithre ahead, with goodly trowel in grasp and ivoroiled overalls which 
he habitacularly  fondseed, like Haroun Childeric Eggeberth he would caligulate 
by multiplicab-les the alltitude and malltitude until he seesaw by neatlight of the 
liquor wheretwin ‘twas born, his roundhead staple of other days to rise in undress 
maisonry upstanded (joygrantit!), a waalworth of a skyerscape of most eyeful 
hoyth entowerly erigenating from next to nothing and, celescalating the himals 
and off its baubletop and with larrons o’ toolers clittering up and tombles a’ buckets 
clottering down.   
  Of the first was he to bare arms and a name. [

]  His crest of hurol-dry, in vert with ancillars, troublant, argent, a 
hegoak, poursui-vant, horrid, horned.  His scutscum fessed, with archers strung, 
he-lio, of the second.  Hootch is for husbandman handling his hoe.  Hohohoho,  
Mister Finn, you’re going to be Mister Finnagain!  Comeday morm and, O, you’re 
vine!  Sendday’s eve, and, ah, you’re vinegar!  Hahahaha, Mister Funn, you’re 
going to be fined again! 
  What then agentlike brought about that tragoady thundersday this municipal 
sin business? a[ 

  b 

  c  

.  d 

 ] It may half been a missfired brick, as some day, or it mought have 
been due to a collupsus of his back promises, as others looked at it.  (There extand 
by now one thousand and one stories, all told, of the same.)  But so sore did abe ite 
|ivvy’s holired abbles, (what with the wallhall’s horrors of rolls-rights, carhacks, 
stonengens, kisstvanes, tramtrees, fargobawlers, autokinotons,/ hippohobbilies, 
streetfleets, tourintaxes, mega-phoggs, circuses and wardsmoats and basilikerks, 
and aeropagods and the hoyse and the jolly-brool and the peeler in the coat and 
the mecklenburk bitch bite at his ear and merlinburrow bur-rocks and his fore old 
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porecourts, the bore the more, and his blightblack working stacks at twelvepins a 
dozen and the noobi-busses sleighding along Safetyfirst Street and the 
derryjellybies snooping around Tell-No-Tailors’ Corner and the fumes and the 
hopes and the strupithump of his ville’s indigenous romekeepers,  homesweepers,  
domecreepers  thurum and thurum  in fancymud murumd and all the uproor 
from all the aufroos, a roof for may and a reef for hugh butt under his bridge suits 
tony) wan warn-ing Phill filt tippling full.  His howd feeled heavy, his hoddit did 
shake.  (There was a wall of course in erection. ) Dimb!  He stot-tered from the 
latter.  Damb!  He was dud.  Dumb!  Mastabatoom, mastabadtomm, when a 
mon merries his lute is all long.  For whole the world to see. 
 
 
(11)Galley proofs(third set)(47476b-277~278: JJA50:5~7) 
   Probably completed in early 1938. 
 
  Bygmester Finneigan, of the Stuttering Hand, freemen’s mau-rer, lived in the 
broadest way immarginable in his rushlit toofar-back for messuages before 
joshuan judges had given us numbers or Helviticus . committed  deuteronomy 
(one yeastyday he sternely struxk his tete in a tub for to watsch the future of his 
fates but ere he swiftly stook it out again, by the might of moses the very wat-er 
was eviparated and all the guenneses had met their exodus so that ought to show 
you what a pentschanjeuchy chap he was!) and during mighty odd years this man 
of hod, cement and edi-fices in Toper’s Thorp piled buildung supra buildung pon 
the banks for the livers by the Soangso.  He addle liddle phifie Annie ugged the 
little craythur  Wither hayre in honds tuck up your par-tinher.  Oftwhile 
balbulous, Mithre ahead, with goodly trowel in grasp and ivoroiled overalls which 
he habitacularly  fondseed, like Haroun Childeric Eggeberth he would caligulate 
by multiplicab-les the alltitude and malltitude until he seesaw by neatlight of the 
liquor wheretwin ‘twas born, his roundhead staple of other days to rise in undress 
maisonry upstanded (joygrantit!), a waalworth of a skyerscape of most eyeful 
hoyth entowerly erigenating from next to nothing and, celescalating the himals 
and off its baubletop and with larrons o’ toolers clittering up and tombles a’ buckets 
clottering down.   
  Of the first was he to bare arms and a name. @[

]  His crest of hurol-dry, in vert with ancillars, troublant, argent, a 
hegoak, poursui-vant, horrid, horned.  His scutscumfessed, with archers strung, 
he-lio, of the second.  Hootch is for husbandman handling his hoe.  Hohohoho,  
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Mister Finn, you’re going to be Mister Finnagain!  Comeday morm and, O, you’re 
vine!  Sendday’s eve, and, ah, you’re vinegar!  Hahahaha, Mister Funn, you’re 
going to be fined again! 
  What then agentlike brought about that tragoady thundersday this municipal 
sin business? b[ 

 ] It may half been a missfired brick, as some day, or it mought have been 
due to a collupsus of his back promises, as others looked at it.  (There extand by 
now one thousand and one stories, all told, of the same.)  But so sore did abe ite 
|ivvy’s holired abbles, (what with the wallhall’s horrors of rolls-rights, carhacks, 
stonengens, kisstvanes, tramtrees, fargobawlers, autokinotons,/ hippohobbilies, 
streetfleets, tourintaxes, megaphoggs, circuses and wardsmoats and basilikerks 
and aeropagods and the hoyse and the jolly-brool and the peeler in the coat and 
the mecklenburk bitch bite at his ear and merlinburrow bur-rocks and his fore old 
porecourts, the bore the more, and his blightblack workingstacks at twelvepins a 
dozen and the noobi-busses sleighding along Safetyfirst Street and the 
derryjellybies snooping around Tell-No-Tailors’ Corner and the fumes and the 
hopes and the strupithump of his ville’s indigenous romekeepers,  homesweepers,  
domecreepers  thurum and thurum  in fancymud murumd and all the uproor 
from all the aufroos, a roof for may and a reef for hugh butt under his bridge suits 
tony) wan warn-ing Phill filt tippling full.  His howd feeled heavy, his hoddit did 
shake.  (There was a wall of course in erection. ) Dimb! He stot-tered from the 
latter.  Damb!  He was dud.  Dumb!  Mastabatoom, mastabadtomm, when a 
mon merries his lute is all long.  For whole the world to see. 
 
 
(12)Finnegans Wake(1939) 
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(13)Errata TS(Buffalo VI.H.4.b)(VI-H.4.b-1: JJA50:289) 
CORRECTIONS OF MISPRINTS IN “FINNEGANS WAKE” 
    Corrections made by Joyce( with Paul Léon’s assistance), given to Maria Jolas on  
    28  Aug. 1940).  
 
 
Pages line from top   
005 23  "    " for “bedoneen” read “bedoueen” 
005 24  "    " for “it” read “if” 
005 26  "    " for “Heed.” read “Heed!” 
006 06  "    " after “domecreepers” insert comma 
006 06  "    " for “sufroos,” read “aufroofs” 
 
 


