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Summaries/paraphrases for FW 617.30-618.34

A. Extracted from Joseph Campbell & Henry Morton Robinson: A Skeleton Key to Finnegans Wake
(Harcourt Brace 1944/ New York: Viking Press, 1968), pp. 287-89:
The Letter
[This final and most extensive development of the Letter continues in the mood of the last letter passage of
pages 494-95. It rehearses some eight themes: (1) it opens with a greeting to Dear Dirty Dublin, (2) it expresses
thanks for favours received, (3) it scolds those muckrakers who have trespassed on the reputation of the great
man, (4) it mentions incidents out of his life, (4') it rails against him, (5) it gives news of the writer of the Letter,
her past, her present, and her children, (6) it speaks of a funeral and wake, (7) it develops what might be called
'the Boot Lane Complication'—a version of the scandal and arrest peculiar to these statements of ALP and
characterized by references to a thug. Sully, and a bottle of urine-pilsener-medicine, (8) it suggests that the
reader look in his own letter box for a post-card view of the whole affair.
[The sequence of the statements may be summarized as follows:]
1. Greeting: Dear Dirtdump [Dear Dirty Dublin], Reverend Majesty!
2. Thanks: We have enjoyed these secret workings of natures; delighted this last time.
3. Muckrakers, shut up! A fine day will come.
4. He: Born on the top of the long car, as merrily we rolled along; looking at us, as if to pass away in a
cloud; woke up in a sweat beside us, and daydreamed we had a lovely face.
5. That was the prick of the spindle to me, that gave me the keys to dreamland.
(616) 4. He: That coerogenal Hun and his knowing the size of an eggcup; first a salesman, then Cloon's
fired him (Advertisement for sausages); the mitigation of the king's evils was one of his earliest wishes.
(617) 2. Thanks: 111 plus 1001 blessings to you for all the trouble you took.
5. Us: We are all at home in Fintona, thank Danis to whom we will be true.
4'. Who would want to remember a mean stinker like Foon MacCrawl?
5. Tomothy and Lorcan [a Becket and O'Toole, Shem and Shaun] changed characters during blackout.
6. Music ought to wake him; funeral shortly; please come.
4’. I wish I was by that dumb tyke and he'd wish it was me under heel.
(618) 5. Us: Our shape as a young girl was much admired (Advertisement for beauty shop).
7. Boot Lane Complications: Thugs off Bully's acre, got up by Sully; she had a certain medicine brought
her in a victualler's bottle. Shame! The waxy, angry one is now in the hospital and may never come out.
8. Look through your leather box for a view of St. Patrick's Purge—to see under grand piano
Lily on the sofa pulling a low (and then he'd begin to jump a little to find out what goes on when love walks
in).
3. Denials: Not true that we were not treated grand when the police arrived; we never were chained to a
chair; no widower followed us about with a fork.
4. He: A great civilian, gentle as a mushroom and very affectable.
7. Sully is a thug, though a fine bootmaker by profession; would we were here earlier to lodge complaint
on Sergeant Laraseny.
(619) Whoever likes that urogynal pan of cakes, one apiece, it is thanks to Adam, our former first
Finnlatter, for his beautiful cross-mess parcel.
3. Their damn cheek, wagging about the rhythms in my twofold bed. Reply:
4. We've lived in two worlds: (a) it is another he who stays under the Hill of Howth, (b) the here-waker,
who will erect, confident and heroic, when a wee one woos, is his real name same.
5. She: About fed up now with nursery rhymes, she rigs up in regal rooms with the ritzies.
Signed: Alma Luvia Pollabella.

B. Extracted from William York Tindall: A Reader’s Guide to “Finnegans Wake” (New York: Syracuse
UP, 1969), pp. 323-24:



Persse O'Reilly, Hickleberry Finn Macool, or whatever you call him is about to get up after having been
downed by the Cad with the pipe, the two gitls, and the three "pestituting," soldiers. But, "unperceable to
haily, icy and missilethroes," that "coerogenal hun" (a union of H.C.E., the Hun, with A.L.P., the hen; hun is
Danish for she) is "balladproof." Getting up, he will enjoy sausage and tea for breakfast. With a prayer to St.
Laurence O'Toole, "we now must close." It may be as far from closing time for letter as for pub, but anyway,
111 or 1001 blessings in closing (616.1-617.5).

H.C.E., she continues, is the "direst of housebonds," yet the MacCool brothers, those "bucket Toolers" (cf.
5.3-4), have conspired against him, like the Cad, in the Phoenix "pork martyrs." But these "timsons," who
have killed Tim-H.C.E., have "changed their characticuls [Caractacus and arses] during their blackout." A
little music "ought to weke him to make up" at his "grand fooneral," which will be attended by the twenty-
eight girls, the twelve customers, and the four "moracles" (617.7-26).

When young, A.L.P. had auburn hair, a shape, and a “cubarola glide” on Wonderland Road. Her mirror tells
her she has changed. Moreover, the Cad has gone off with “the pope’s wife” (cf. 38.9). What “Sully,” the
bootmaker, has to do with these affairs is beyond me (617.30-618.34); and incoherence alone justifies the
instrusion of Adam Findlater, “our grocerest churcher” with his Christmas parcel. But her “polite
conversation,” straight from Swift, is that of a river talking in “the rhythms in the amphybed.”

While she has flowed in her valley, "hampty damp" has occupied "the himp of holth" (Hill of Howth).
"We've lived in two worlds." It is time now, however, for "herewaker" (German Erwecker? Cf. "uhrweckers,"
615.16, Danish alarmclocks) to arise, "erect, confident and heroic" (E.C.H.). Whatever his reversals and "his
real namesame," his "wee one woos." Her P.S. qualifies acceptance of life with Earwicker. Fed up with
"nonsery reams," aware that the "rigs" of the Ritz are rags, she is worn out (618.35-619.19).

C. Extracted from Danis Rose & John O’Hanlon: Understanding “Finnegans Wake”: A Guide to the
Narrative of James Joyce’s Masterpiece (New York & London: Garland Publishing, Inc., 1982), pp. 306-
14:

[Section Four 614.19 - 619.19

[306]

The bulk of this section is taken up with the text of the most - and perhaps only - complete version of the
"Revered Letter" about which we have read so much in preceding chapters (especially in 1.5). Before discussing
the section proper, it is not amiss to insert here a few words concerning the history of the letter's composition
both in real and in fictional timespace. It was in December 1923 (merely a matter of months since Joyce began
work on the Wake) that Joyce inscribed the first draft of the letter which was at the time intended to appear in
1.5 (logically enough, 1.5 being the letter chapter). Joyce, however, changed his mind. In January 1924 (after
developing the piece through three fair copies and a typescript) he extracted it from 1.5 and laid it aside. + It
was to remain out of hand if not out of mind (for the whole text of Finnegans Wake is saturated with letter
references) for the next fourteen years until 1938. In that year (several months only before Joyce's work came to
an end) he retrieved it and relocated it in the Wake in its present position, immediately preceding A.L.P.'s final
monologue. When he did so, Joyce rearranged some of its elements, added a brief preamble to smooth over the
transition from section three, and of course performed the usual augmentation. Yet it is still the same basic
letter, a gossipy epistle supposedly defending H.C.E. presumably written by A.L.P. to (possibly) the King (who
is himself probably H.C.E.).

In fictional terms the question is whether or not this letter is the same (in whole or in part) as the letter
ostensibly originating in Boston (Mass.) which was scratched out of the midden by the slant-eyed hen. Is it
authoritative and who is its author? For an account of that first finding we must consider retrospectively the
description cited in 1.5 (page 111) where we learn that the letter reads like this:

+1.5 had around this time been extended to include an exhaustive investigation of a much less decipherable
missive and doubts were cast upon the letter's (fiction- able) authenticity. A fuller discussion of the draft history
involved can be found in David Hayman's preface to the James Joyce Archive Volume for 1.4-5 (Garland
Publishing, New York 1978).
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Dear whom it proceded to mention Maggy well & allathome's health well ... with a lovely face of some
born gentleman with a beautiful present of wedding cakes for dear thankyou Chriesty and with grand funferall
of poor Father Michael don't forget ... and must now close it with fondest to the twoinns with four crosskisses ...
pee ess from .. affectionate largelooking tache of tch [stain of tea]



The notable point about the above is that despite a similarity in essential structure it does not seem to be even a
partial reading of the final (full) version of the letter. It is perhaps rather a paradigmatic letter, the first of a
series (history always repeating itself, with variation) by Anna Livia and her "anticollaborators" (the most
dubious of whom is Shem the Penman). Is it A.L.P.s first draft? Most commentators on Finnegans Wake accept
that within the book the letter stands as a sort of symbol for the book itself. In this way, by discussing the letter,
characters and/or narrators can talk freely about the book that they themselves are part of without the narrative
structure collapsing in paradox and self-reference. Other more formal correspondences also exist: Clive Hart +
has noted that the first word in the Wake - "riverrun" ++ - sounds (if spoken with a brogue) like the "Reverend"
at the beginning of the letter <13>. We can add that the letter's signature "Alma Luvia Pollabella" and the
ensuing "P.S." (written "Ps!" [Piss? Pist!?] in earlier drafts) might be considered replicated by the string of "a 1"
sounds followed by "Paris" at the end of the Wake. (It is surely pertinent that the first draft of the final soliloquy
ended "along the" and included the "Paris" dateline. Note that "Paris" here serves a dual function: the "p"
completing A.L.[P.] and the "ps".) Perhaps; but such speculations are taking us too far away from the narrative,
which, as we shall see, runs on through the letter as H.C.E. gives way to A.L.P.

To resume inquiries. The sun has risen. The laundry, breakfast and the letter have turned up. Humphrey
has been exhorted repeatedly to wake, wash, eat and read. And yet

+ Structure and Motif in Finnegans Wake (London, Faber 1962) p. 200. ++ A noun, meaning perhaps "the
cyclicity of the river"; but we can perhaps also hear in it the French réverons - we dream.
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he still lies abed with Anna beside him. It is the end of his dream. On waking, a dream fades and we begin to
forget it. Yet those truths emanating from the unconscious which underly and which are revealed through the
dream are not thereby lost (forgotten). They will reveal (remember) themselves through the inevitable day-to-
day return of the repressed: "from every sides, with all gestures, in each our word". Nevertheless these
revelations will be involuntary and find expression only through slips and traits and tendencies.

At 614.23 we are asked <14> "Have we cherished expectations? Are we for liberty of perusiveness?" Do
we really expect the dawning day to be any better than the day passed? Do we even expect it to be any different?
Do we truly seek revelation? Why? What is the dream? Where are we? "A plainplanned liffeyism
assemblements Eblania's conglomerate horde." So that A.L.P. can put back H.C.E. together again; the
reassembled fragments together constituting a new entity, resurrected literature; on the plain of the Liffey, in the
city (the "assemblements") of Dublin (called Eblana by Ptolemy), beneath the hill of Howth (the "conglomerate
horde"). <15>

It is breakfast time. The passage which follows (614.27 - 615.10) gives a detailed account of the digestion
of eggs and the formation of new tissue and/or excrements. In the process a multilayered metaphor illustrates
several familiar motifs and notions of continuity through change found elsewhere in the text. To begin with, the
stomach or perhaps the book/letter/baby generator is likened to a churning mechanical contrivance, a
"wholemole millwheeling vicociclometer", clearly circular but also square. It is a "tetradomational
gazebocroticon", a description which conjures up images of a four-domed multidimensional turreted house or
perhaps a marriage bed (this last analogy is confirmed by the direct allusion to the four old men, the gospellors,
the peeping bedposts Matthew, Mark, Luke and John). The machine is "autokinatonetically preprovided with a
clappercoupling smeltingworks exprogressive process", which is to say it runs itself and can absorb and mix just
about anything. This in fact is its "verypetpurpose". When the input has been decomposed and its elements
separated out by the method of diffusion through a membraneous partition (dialysis), they are subsequently
recombined. To what end? So that the food-fragments of Humphrey's breakfast may be converted into new
tissue, restoring him; so that the
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sexual proclivities, recurrent situations and stock characteristics of H.C.E. may be transferred through A.L.P.
(through the genes, the family environment and story-telling) to his successor; and so that the detritus of old
literature can be reworked into a new letter. The process of transmission inevitably involves some changes
(genetic mutations, garbled messages, small alterations in type, letters, words and sentences); still, the basic
structure, a dynamic network of cross-connections, holds together and comes out more or less the same. One
might say that the hen that pecked the letter out of the dump laid the egg containing the message that H.C.E. ate.
One might also note that by the end of the present passage cause and effect, chicken and egg, eater and eaten,
become hopelessly confused as H.C.E. and A.L.P., letter-reader and letter-writer, are mixed. <16>

We pass now to the letter which begins at 615.12 with "Dear". This "Dear", lacking as it does a name or
title to complete it, might as easily be a genteel exclamation or a whispered endearment. It continues: "And we
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go on to Dirtdump. Reverend [or "Revered"]. May we add majesty?" From this we may adduce that the
addressee is, after all, the king, H.C.E. in his most exalted role. "Dirtdump" represents dear dirty Dublin, a city
notorious for gossip and character assassination (the ostensible cause for the
writing of the letter in the first place). The word refers also to the midden or dungheap where the letter's
recorded history began. What is significant is that for both cases "Dirtdump" is destination as well as point of
departure, thereby completing an internal Wake cycle. As we shall see, the letter contains its own fair share of
gossip and (if words could kill) character assassination. If, as in III.3, H.C.E. wipes his arse with it, or if it is
looked upon as his breakfast excrements (input or output) then the letter is surely on its way back to the
dungheap. +

Anna Livia answers seriatim the principal charges laid against her husband and herself. Her style is that of
a plucky little woman, still vigorous though probably middle-aged, who gives as good as she gets. For herself
she uses the royal "we"[* X & ER&ER C R EE], her handsome husband Humphrey is "he", while their chief
enemy, the snake - a cad known as

+ Or the cradle. The interjection at 615.14, "Well we have frankly enjoyed .. thanks ever for it", we humbly
pray, reads like grace after meals or a prayer following a sexual coupling resulting in conception.

[310]
Magrath Bros ("mucksrats", "the brother me craws", "Foon MacCrawl brothers", et cetera) - is a curious
amalgam of singular and plural.

She opens with a denunciation of the slander in general, declaring that those who brought it up shall come
to no good. They "should be first born" like Earwicker. It was on top of the longcar as it rolled towards Dublin
on the road between Williamstown and Ailesbury + that she saw first the love-light in his eye when he looked at
her "as if to pass away in a cloud". Theirs was a real romance. And when he woke up in a sweat beside her it
was wishing to be pardoned he was and he said he dreamed she had a lovely face. H.C.E., she insists, was a man
that never watered the milk, unlike his business rivals, those snakes in the grass, the whispering Magrath
Brothers. With their overpriced butter and bacon! <17> If she were to repeat what that creepy-crawly caffler
said! Strictly it is forbidden by the Eighth, Ninth and Tenth Commandments to spread false rumours, to covet a
neighbour's goods, or to covet another man's wife, The slimes, the liars, they had the shame to suggest ...

Never! So may the Lord forgive them (Magrath Brothers) their trespasses against Mr O'Reilly now about to get
up. Why, for the fill of a pipe of tobacco or less couldn't she just pass the word and someone would make a dead
man of somebody with the keenest pleasure by a private shooting and not leave enough of him for the peelers to
pick up and make three fifths of a man out of. (This, the first of A.L.P.'s verbal assaults on her enemies, conjures
up the image of Humpty Dumpty falling off his wall and, consequently, of the fall of H.C.E. himself.) But,
peace! From childhood, Humphrey had a hairy chest, hairy hands and hairy eyebrows: a sight to behold. He was
always attractive to women. Let all wriggling reptiles take note!

Anna passes into pseudo-legalese jargon and confuses in a blanket condemnation the snake (pest!) and the
two girls (prostitutes, she calls them) involved in the park nuisance. More confusion follows as her thoughts
accumulate and the letter approaches an etiolated and (as it turns out) premature conclusion. As with Molly in
"Penelope", it is less that she mixes up the men but that their images replace one another with unseemly
rapidity.

+ A stretch of road skirting the bay just south of Dublin. It has an excellent prospective of the Hill of Howth
(when not in cloud).

[311]

She reviews Magrath Brothers' business career, how did the "hun" know the size of an egg. (The expression
"coerogenal nun" implies that he(they) started out contemporaneously with H.C.E.) First he was a "skulksman"
(presumably a Scottish store detective) and then he was fired from Cloon's (like Bloom from Cuffe's) for giving
lip. The true situation about sausages, she is proud to say, is that statistics show that the old firm's (H.C.E.'s) are
"most eatenly appreciated by metropolonians". Next, she draws attention to the Workman's Compensation Act
and to the "magnets" (Magrath parasites) having been foisted on her (this suggests that Humphrey did the firing
and that they're still paying for it). As for her husband setting a bad example in front of the military, did space
permit she could show that what he intended was simply the "mitigation of the king's evils". (This sounds like a
lame excuse. The king's evil, scrofula, is a condition reputedly cured by the royal touch.) After the nuisance
H.C.E. made a hasty exit, skipping up the steps of the Wellington Monument to hide behind its huge phallic
obelisk: he "staired up the step after" by the "power of the gait" to the "giantstand of manunknown". He was
safe so, bulletproof and ballad-proof, impervious to "haily, icy and missilethroes". +
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Anna now decides to close her letter, wishing all in the best and adding a moral dialogue:

Mrs Stores Humphreys: So you are expecting trouble, Pondups, from the domestic service questioned?

Mr Stores Humphreys: Just as there is a good in even, Levia, my cheek is a compleet bleenk.

(A.L.P. it seems asked H.C.E. quite frankly whether the servant girl was pregnant by him. He replied that he
was innocent. A defiant answer indeed from the incorrigible H.C.E.!)

But she must conclude, wishing a hundred and eleven and a thousand and one blessings etc.; yet she has
already initiated preparations for her second broadside. She cannot remember the persons, who was who; but
she won't forget the set-up. Whatever and whoever, who anyway would bother to lift their head from their
pillow and try and

+ A neat reversal of the "sticks and stones" nursery rhyme. H.C.E. behind the pillar is immune to the three
troopers' jeers and projectiles. Under the tree (the monument as a tall tree [giantstand is an arboreal term]) he is
protected against the weather.

[312]

visualise a mean stinker the like of "Foon MacCrawl] brothers", the mystery man of the Park murders.
Cannonballs, she says, will blow the stomach out of him. One must simply laugh! In her mind at least, Magrath
is already as good as dead. He'll want all his fairy godmothers to redress him! And all his cutthroat thugs to
piece him together again. The "foon" is finished. He has stuffed his last pudding. His "fooneral will sneak place
by creeps o'clock, toosday". It shall be a splendid occasion. Beer shall be provided. The king shall attend in
person. Pictures of the event shall appear in the papers. (Specially, the Morning Post and the Boston Transcript.)
Females will be predominant to hear that lovely parson, a born gentleman, poor Father Michael. So let the king
(to whom she writes) not forget. The grand funeral will now shortly occur. The remains must be removed before
"eaght hours shorp". (Father Michael was apparently an old flame of A.L.P.'s and is a Shaun figure. The
"femilles" are of course the February gitls, pre-adam-in-ant [virginal]. "Twentyeight to twelve" is at once the
time [11.32] and the girls plus the Twelve who shall also attend. [Females do predominate!]) She signs off at
617.28 - From Your Majesty's Most Duteous, etc.

But the letter continues! Having settled to her satisfaction Humphrey's account, she turns her attention to
the slanderous allegations laid at her feet. To fully comprehend this second part of A.L.P.'s letter, it helps to
recall (from I11.4, pp.572-3) the following pertinent statements.

1) Magravius (Magrath Brothers) knows from spies that Anita (A.L.P.) has formerly committed double
sacrilege with Michael, a perpetual curate (Father Michael).

2) Magravius threatens to have Anita molested by Sulla (Sully), an orthodox savage and leader of a band
of twelve mercenaries, the Sullivani (the thugs or thicks).

3) Anita is informed that Gillia (Lily Kinsealla), the schismatical wife of Magravius, is visited
clandestinely by Barnabus (the "kissing solicitor"), an advocate of Honuphrius (H.C.E.).

Well, she continues (apparently believing that such gossip has preceded her through an anonymous letter),
about the alleged experiences with a clerical friend - what about it? Her shape as a juvenile was much admired.
Her auburn hair hung down her back as far as her innocent thighs. If all the MacCrawls would only handle
virgins like Michael could! But never mind Michael. About the Cad,
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she writes, the Cad with the pipe's wife, Lily Kinsella (whom, she adds, only married that sneak to clear her
name) and the kissing solicitor ... well, now! And the thicks (the Boot Lane brigade), she writes, was got up by
Sully. And Lily had a certain medicine brought her in a licensed victualler's bottle. + For shame! As far as she
knows the waxy (the shoemaker, Sully) is at present in hospital and he may never come out. And if one ++ were
to look in through his letterbox one day at about twentyeight minutes to five, one would be surprised to see Lily
on the safa "pulling a low" and then one would begin to jump to

see what goes on besides solicitor's business!

Alluding to the insinuations that she was treated "not very grand" (presumably by the thugs) she asks how
could this be when the police and everybody were always bowing to her whenever she stepped out.
Furthermore, she was never chained to a chair or followed about by a widower. "Meet a great civilian", she says
of Humphrey, "who is as gentle as a mushroom and very affectionable". To whom it may concern, she writes,
let it be known that Sully is a thug "from all he drunk though he is a rattling fine bootmaker in his profession".
Even so, if she were to complain to the police, steps would be taken to ensure that his health and head would be
very effectively broken
by the constables into small pieces.

Well, she begins to conclude, she will soon be



resuming "more polite conversation" with a hundred percent human (H.C.E.) over the "natural bestness" and
lawful business of pleasure after his good few mugs of ale and a smoke of his pipe. While, she continues, for
whoever likes that "urogynal pan of cakes", thanks are due to "Adam, our former first Finnlater, and our
grocerest churcher" (H.C.E. as Adam Findlater, protestant grocer) for this beautiful "crossmess parzel". <18>

Well, A.L.P. at last comes to an end, she simply likes their damned cheek "wagging here" (earwigging or
eavesdropping as well as gossiping) about the rhyming

+ This could obliquely refer to Honuphrius having tenderly debauched Gillia. (The bottle contains urine.) ++
A.L.P. seems to be addressing the Magrath brothers, but as the following excerpt suggests just about everybody
might as well look in: "with P.C. Q. about 4.32 or at 8 and 22.5 with the quart of scissons masters and clerks and
the bevyhum of Marie Repartrices for a good all round sympowdhericks purge, full view".
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couplet (H.C.E. and herself) in their comfortable bed and about Humphrey being "as bothered as he pausably
could by the fallth of hampty damp" (being rendered deaf and a stutterer through his fall and faults). Certain
"reformed" people, she adds, are properly saying he is quite agreeably deaf. She finishes:

Hence we've lived in two worlds. He is another he what stays under the himp of holth. The herewaker of
our hamefame is his real namesame who will get himself up and erect, confident and heroic when but, young as
of old, for my daily comfreshenall, a wee one woos

In this passage A.L.P. affirms the continuity of human existence, real and vicarious, whether in dreams or
awake. H.C.E. beside her in bed relives the life of the giant (Finn) buried beneath the Hill of Howth, just as his
namesake (Shaun) shall relive his when he rises "erect, confident and heroic" to assume the title and name of
Earwicker. + Like H.C.E. of old he too will woo his "wee one", for she herself shall be refreshed and renewed.
AL.P. signs off: All my love to you, Anna Livia Plurabelle. Her ps. refers to Issy, Soldier Rollo's
sweetheart++, who it seems has grown up and is fed up with "nonsery reams" (nursery rhymes and reams of
nonsense
[Finnegans Wake]) and, decked out regally, is living it up. Not so A.L.P. She is in rags and is worn out.

+ In mediaeval Ireland the newly elected chief took on the clan name; thus, for example, becoming known as
"the O'Reilly". ++ Rollo (historically) was the leader of a gang of Northmen who in return for accepting
baptism were granted land in Northern France. This resulted in the formation of Normandy, the Normans, and,
ultimately, the conquests of England (in 1066) and Ireland (in 1172). Rollo is a Shaun/H.C.E. figure.

D. Extracted from John Gordon's "Finnegans Wake": A Plot Summary (New York: Syracuse UP, 1986),
pp. 271-73:

615.12-619.15: Rising is accompanied by the second breakfast of the book, the first having been the late affair
which prompted the 'letter' of I/5. Now once again ALP, accompanied with 'cup, platter and pot... piping hot'
and 'eggs' (615.09-10), addresses her husband in a gossipy apologia mixed with references to the breakfast fare
(615.25-7,615.31,616.21-4,617.12, 617.20, 618.07-10), the result being the Wake's final instance of her letter.
Although this breakfast/letter apparently extends to the end of the book — the last word, 'the', is French for 'tea’,
which I/5 taught us is the letter's last sign, and as in I/5 it is accompanied by kisses, there as 'XXXX', here as a
series of 'Lps' — the familiar motifs are clustered within these next four pages, to which ALP's farewell
(619.17-628.16) is a postscript.

A postscript and also a retraction. Whereas 615.12-619.16 is notably truculent, the 'farewell' that follows is
forgiving and resigned, to all appearances an acceptance of the circumstances against which the earlier pages
rail. It may be that the earlier passage represents the last traces of ALP's own purgative dream, that her
graciousness is made possible by an earlier exorcism of accumulated animosities. Certainly ALP spends most of
these four pages conjuring up, abusing, and dismissing her nemesis, who as in I/5 is consubstantial with her
husband's buried Shem-past.

She begins (615.12-616.19) with an affectionate salutation and thanks addressed to her husband, probably for
the gift (compare 624.21-2), and goes on to a recollection of their meeting and early days together, interspersed
with harsh words for the 'Sneakers', 'me craws', 'slimes', 'douters', 'reptiles', and 'snigs' who seem inseparable
from these memories. In the next paragraph (616.20-618.19) she focuses on one particular 'coerogenal hun' who
becomes increasingly difficult to distinguish from 'that direst of housebonds'; indeed that dearest of husbands
has been the source of her direst enemies: he 'would pellow his head off to conjure up a, well, particularly mean
stinker like funn make called Foon MacCrawl brothers' (617.10-11). 'Fing! ... Fing him aging!', she urges,
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jolting her ageing husband 'to weke' in an action uncomfortably similar to the pummeling of the sacrificial
'Mawgraw' (377.04) of II/3. Waking up, like the Armageddon/reincarnation which parallels it, is a story of
suppression as well as exaltation. Asking her husband to rise and greet the day, ALP is ordering that part of his
past which most enlivened the dream to get lost, and at least sometimes (e.g. 617.12-04) she suspects how
indistinguishable the two may be.

In 617.30-618.34 ALP defends herself against her enemy's charges. She concludes this prelude by affirming
that the 'Nollwelshian' scalawag 'has been oxbelled out of crispianity' (618.34), that although 'Hence we've lived
in two worlds', with 'another he' sleeping 'under the himp of holth', 'The herewaker of our hamefame is his real
namesame who will get himself up and erect' — the real HCE is now getting up, leaving his false namesake
underneath, provided only that 'young as of old... a wee one woos', that Issy, ALP reincarnate, call to him
(619.11-15).

E. EHFF-WIR MR F41H2X -1 718 ESE 2004), pp.609-10 [FHEEP 7 EEHDH:

KEFHTEIEITHTIHIEH . RADFHEBMHERY . NEZRYBRDITTOFEIX. 7L LT1
7. RYIRYS 1DY LU TRDS, 1) FBETIHRIOE. STUBTIEBEE I I10BEZHE D7
1 ERDINITZEBHRT D) T4 7 1ENHFE D VNCHBLI-L0) 1ZBHKT 55T VEIFILT 174
DERETHAINIT4T I [RIDBDA AT ELEZEL IDEBED(F)TFEBOFEUDW=IKRySv3 ]I
FOTRYIL DB AU, AEDFRELLCYDDPEEATHT L EBIGERHERFOELLADA A—
CEH5Z%,

ALP OR#OEWVNE/O—T RFRITHEL RICFEUMNT, BYDNIT, HEEHL, REBL. RHAOEEF
TFETHIREEZVEYREED D, LML BEXIEIYKRELELE, KORLZIPHELFHEBRORBEDS
DRBFLY ., SOICKYERBMNGFELESREZMMIZAN > TEATHL, SRBXIEIVI1NEFDED,
RNORBERICEY, DLMIIXKFITHEMIMESET B, JIIKITHFKEGYERRELRYFTEGST, 571
VNDFTNELD TDSSIHERLTERT 5. [1LU—X I yes VS BEELI-BETRbbOI-ETH
(X [P4RHAV X -9 713 DM B EITE>TLHBEEELZZLY the TRDHY, BT HSFED
riverrun [SD%EHA%, EMOB<ABEFIANEOERODBRO_ETEH S,

617.30: Well, here's lettering you erronymously anent other clerical

[Plain Reading] Well, here's lettering you [let you know] anonymously anent other clerical
[R&R] ST, CCTAMEHLERAS, IOBEEBREOEBEA-LIZOVTIAICHEATEMOEBLET,
Cluster: Well [FWEET] * [ +G erronymos: with wrong name, misnamed [CL]
anonymously [A] Oliver Wendell Holmes dJr.: Professor at the Breakfast Table 124:
(King Mark [Tristan’s uncle] supposedly got an anonymous letter)[FWEET/E 4]
erroneously [Al ‘clerical friends'[Al
Archaic anent: concering [Al

617.31: fands allieged herewith. I wisht I wast be that dumb tyke and he'd

[Plain Reading] fiends alleged herewith. I wished I were by that dumb tyke and he'd
[#aR] AHBHORYDRDEFFIZBA-ELLDTT A, Mk
fiends:EF[ILA] Moore: sI Wish I was by That Dim Lake [air: I Wish I was on Yonder Hilll [A]
AngTwhist!: silence! [Al Slang tyke: dog [A/4E ]
Danish fanden: the devil[FWEETI type
finds/ friends[FWEET]
alleged[FWEET]
liege[FWEET]
fands: Finds. Also devils? Fand", devil, as in Fanden, the Devil.[ScanE]
fand: Ger. found[GerL]

617.32: wish it was me yonther heel. How about it? The sweetest song

[Plain Reading] wish it was me under heel. How about it? The sweetest song
[#aR] MO BABESNNEDNDEE>TVET , ThEESBLVETH 2 HRT—BEH L]
other/under[FWEET]
under heel:~IZBE&EESNT[HR] Cf. U15 @ Bloom & Bello D VIRE
Jacob (heel, Gen 25:26)[A] sThe Sweetest Song in All the World [Al
Genesis 25:26: 'And after that came his brother out, and his hand took hold on Esau's heel; and his name was called
Jacob' [FWEET]

617.33: in the world! Our shape as a juvenile being much admired from|

[Plain Reading] in the world! Our shape as a juvenile being was much admired from
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[FAR] TTH ! FA[KEFR Royal We DRZIDERIZ, £FH OEFRES FFAETSIENVENEDET

VI.B.47.073a (g): 'juvenile'[FWEETI

617.34: the first with native copper locks. Referring to the Married|

[Plain Reading] the first with native copper locks. Referring to the married
[HR] FHoE-WNESBOHONELT, TORKE
native copper: unrefined copper [A] Married Womens' Property Act, 1883 [A]
VI.B.47.084c (g): 'native copper'[A]l locks: a head of hair: 22 [EE#EFNZE]

617.35: Woman's Improperty Act a correspondent paints out that the

[Plain Reading] woman's Improperness Act a correspondent paints out that the

[FAR] ZEOFBITAHICBETHEIONVTERLENS HEGERFEHLOTLV-DTT,
impropriety:$&4E% [Al points[Al

BB LD TEYTHDOR=HELD [T M

617.36: Swees Aubumn vogue is hanging down straith fitting to her]
[Plain Reading] Sweet Auburn vogue is hanging down straight fitting to her

[F&R] FOEBLALGFBEORTRRICL-ZIEH-ESIZELLTRET. &0
Goldsmith: The Deserted Village: 'Sweet Auburn!'[Al straight[Al (hair)[FWEETI
Swiss [A] Autumn [A] Gaelic straith (sra): swath; holm, fen; anglic. Strath-[GaelL]
Auburn [Gazel
618

618.1: innocenth eyes. O, felicious coolpose ! If all the MacCrawls would

[Plain Reading] innocent eyes. O, felicific cool pose!l If all the MacCool would
[HiR] ‘B LEBICEESDEE, B8, £EBEL-6TI/— LG R—X 1 LI I/—ILOE-BHE
'Exsultet" 'O felix xulpa!" O happy sin [A/CL]
innocent[FWEET] thighs[FWEET] (advertisement)[FWEET MacCool/ Magrath [FWEET]
(snakes crawl) [FW617.111[FWEETI[Gaell]
*cool HNBRIEDAYALWIEWSERRTOANIE, OED2 Tl 1948 £ cool jazz H—FHLY,

618.2: only handle virgils like Armsworks, Limited! That's handsel for]

[Plain Reading] only handle virgins like Armsworks, Limited! That's handsel (#1#) for
[HER] RBLE-BEHFRMHEOSELDLSIZH->TMESZTAIE | DRi=BIZESTIESHETT !
virgins [A] Viscount Harmsworth (¥7#E 1865-1922, b.Chapelizod): Irish newspaper magnate[Al
Virgil's Aeneid opens 'I sing of arms and the man'[A/CL] handsel: first specimen of something, auspicious[A]
P. Vergilius Maro: Roman epic poet; see W 270.25[CL] Hansel und Gretel (fairy tale)[GerLl]
L. Arma virumque: "Arms and the man" [CL] Hansel & Gretel (pantomime)[Al

618.3: gertles! Never mind Micklemans! Chat us instead! The cad|

[Plain Reading] girls! Never mind milkman! Chat us instead! The cad
[HR KISLABVWT, SLIBLEA | FhIYFA[KER:Royal We O REJEBSLoRYLELLS ! HDFYEL
girls [A] Michaelmas[Al cad with the pipe [Al
(Father Michae) [FWEET]: H32#5H3FEATHEN 21D T, FBFILYBBELELLSIEDKICED AT (FII)
milkman[FWEET] The Cad IZ2UVT Letters], p. 396 B/ [Third Census 2]

Cf. [Glasheen: Third Census, 192-193 Hh ¥l
Father Michael: *Michael, Father (Michael means “father who is like God”).

She [Nora Barnacle, q.v.] has had many love-affairs, one when quite young with a boy who died. [i.e., Michael Bodkin,
q.v.: see also Furey]. She was laid up at news of his death.. . . When she was sixteen a curate in Galway took a liking to
her: tea at the presbytery, little chats, familiarity[COTEY—KRIZ LEE D EDFEAMH ?]. He was a nice young man with
black curly hairs on his head. One night at tea he took her on his lap and said he liked her, she was a nice little girl. Then
he put his hand up under her dress which was shortish. She however, I understand, broke away [cf. FIW115.13-35].
[Joyce to Stanislaus Joyce, 1904, Letters, I, 72]



I loathe Ireland and the Irish.... I see nothing on every side of me but the image of the adulterous priest and his servants
and of sly deceitful women . .. sometimes when that horrible story of your girlhood crosses my mind the doubt assails me
that even you are secretly against me. . . . I was walking with you.... A priest passed us and I said to you "Do you not find
a kind of repulsion or disgust at the sight of one of those men?" You answered a little shortly and drily, "No, I don't."
[Joyce to Nora Barnacle, 1909, Letters, 11, 255.]

I guess (no proof) that the "horrible story" of Nora's girlhood was the story of the Galway priest and his familiarities. In
Buffalo Workbook #5 is a note (I may not read it right): "Father Moran warned NB [Nora Barnacle] not to frig." I guess
(no proof) that Father Moran was the Galway priest who becomes Father Michael of £IW203.32-204.1 who puts his hands
in Anna Livia's (q.v.) hair, kisses her "as he warned her niver to, niver to, nevar." I guess he is called Father Michael
because the priest is crossed with Nora's other beau, Michael Bodkin, who became Michael Furey in "The Dead,"
described in Joyce's notes for Exiles as Nora's "buried life, her past" (see Ellmann, 163-65).

In FW, Father Michael "seduces" Anna Livia (115.13-35) or was "seduced" by her (203.17-204.5) when she was young and
not distinct from Issy (q.v.; see also Jung). It is a laying on of holy hands, a call to life, simultaneous with negation of
life—"Thou shalt not."

Father Michael is not distinct from Mick (q.v.) or from Finn MacCool (q.v.). +6.13—with MacCool (q.v.); 11.23; +16.1-2
(michindaddy)—with MacCool (q.v.); +72.13 (Miching Daddy)—with MacCool (q.v.); 94.36 (see Victory); + 111.15—with
MacCool (q.v.); 115.21,26,29; 116.7; 203.18(see Arklow); +243.14—with Hetman Michael, Mac- Cool (q.q.v.); 279.n. 1, lines
32, 34; 280.13 (note Father Michael-Finn MacCool; also left margin); 281 .left margin, n. 4; 365.1; 369.32,33,35; 382.12;
432.7,18; +447.12—with Michael Manning (q.v.); 458.3; 459.2; 461.21; +520.1,3,4—with Phoenix, Michael Clery, Father
MacGregor (q.q.v.); +553.29,30,32—with Engels (q.v.; see also Angel): +573.4,15,18,23—with Michael Cerularius (q.v.);
617.25 (I think that all over this page Joyce plays repeatedly on Finnegan-Finn MacCool-Father Michael, but it is a
curious business and I can't work it out); 618.3 (see preceding note); +628.1-2,10 (my cold father, my cold mad father, my
cold mad feary father . . . Arkangels)—with MacCool, St Michael (q.q.v.; see also Lear).

618.4: with the pope's wife, Lily Kinsella, who became the wife of|

[Plain Reading] with the pope's wife, Lily Kinsella, who became the wife of
[HR] KEORSADI)— FoE5E—HEIZND, ik
[FWw205.111[A] [FW622.03][FWEET] Lilith: Adam's first wife (Kabbalah)[Al
Kinsella: Cinnsealach (kinshalokh): Proud; des. of Eanna Cinnsealach, son of Diarmaid Mac Murchadha, Leinster
king who invited Anglo-Norman invasion; Eanna's agnomen replaced true surname among his descendants [GaeLl
Cf. FW035: Cad with a pipe (B§#) Lily Kinsella=Mrs. Magrath (ALP @) special hate: Z{#5 Sully) (&)
the pope=Sneakers=the kissing solicitors ({&f) pope [ Z#E — %9 ({EM) Lily Kinsella (& the Cad DEKE)

618.5: Mr Sneakers for her good name in the hands of the Kissing|

[Plain Reading] Mr Sneakers for her good name in the hands of the kissing
[RER] CoFYBBOEIZGZY O o -, BMETL=DICHDFXRTIABLTOSFOEIThoT=,
snake[A]l VZI.B.47.064a (g)- "for her good name'[FWEET]
Mr Sneakers [Snake/Satan] = Magrath [ALP @&l [Third Census &l
sneak/snake [F7 M/ ILSUFHRYTIIREFFERC (ER)
Satan: Adam & Eve O #E:BRDWEEGEK)

618.6: solicitor, will now engage in attentions. Just a prinche for to-

[Plain Reading] solicitor, will now engage in attentions. Just a prince for tonight!
[F&R] SIEELILTNBTLELS . SEETDETF!
just a prince for tonight (pantomime and folktale motif)[Al
solicitor(B#H FHT)ALP O#EBHEL T AED)
Cf. FW592.34: Barnabas (son of exhortation) [Third Census]

618.7: night! Pale bellies our mild cure, back and streaky ninepace

[Plain Reading] Pale bellies our mild cure, back and streaky ninepence.
[#aR] FEHVER-50EMEZB D, AR BHEFRFHNLFEIZELTINS 9RVR[ODR—TV],
back: T R\ streaky:(BIH)ED HS
Irish Times 16 Nov 1922, 3/7: 'Lipton's Prices Save You Money:... Imported Bacon... Back or Streaky, sliced 1/6... Bellies,
Pale, Mild cure 1/2' [Al/ VI.B.10.035f-h (z): 'Bacon bellies mild cure 1/2 back & streaky, sliced 1/6' [A] [FWEETI
mild-cured:(R—a - /\LE E) 58 % B O [HF Readers] ninepencelA]

618.8: The thicks off Bully's Acre was got up by Sully. The Boot lane
[Plain Reading] The thugs of Bully's Acre was got up by Sully. The Boot Lane
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[#R] EaU—X- T h—OFUESELE, Y —DEH>TWLS, T—hL—20
thugs[A]l Bully's Acre: oldest D cemetery, in the grounds of the Royal Hospital at Kilmainham([Al
Bully's Acre, Clontarf [Gaze]
Sully, leader of the twelve and Magrath's thug [FW 495.01-03] [FW7573.06-07] [FWEET]
Sully: Sulla: Roman soldier-politician [CL] Boot Lane, old Dublin[A/Gaze]
Sully: O Suiligh (o suli): des. of Suileach ("quick-eyed")[GaeLl
VI.B.47.070d () 'lane’ (i.e. preceded by an aposrophe) [600.04][FWEET]
Cf. FW615.30-31:FLLANDEE (FHA)
thugs (FOYFEL): of. FW618.1:MacCrawls H & Fhd
Cf. W. St. J. Joyce: The Neighbourhood of Dublin, p. 342 (B &)
Sully(B14) (&% #H GEXK) Sully the thug

618.9: brigade. And she had a certain medicine brought her in a|

[Plain Reading] brigade. And she had a certain medicine brought her in a
[BAER] (B&) B, ELTHREIKEBRUU—-FoE313HERE(HBRID)FH>TIEE 1=,

a certain medicine &(XtEHmDIENGEK)

618.10: licenced victualler's bottle. Shame! Thrice shame! We are

[Plain Reading] licensed victualer's bottle. Shame! Thrice shame! We are
[HER] (EERFGEIRFEF ORBEEIOBERICART I ! SEOR ! fif-b(E
[FW554.10] [FW534.32] [FWEETI

618.11: advised the waxy is at the present in the Sweeps hospital and

[Plain Reading] advised the cobbler is at the present in Sweepstakes Hospital and
[BAiR] BIEShFELI=. COMBIKERYI—1EEDECHRI—TRA/RICANT,

AngTwaxy: cobbler [#tE](from use of wax-end for stitching) [A/AIDG] St. Patrick's Hospital, D, founded by
Swift[A/Gazel Irish Hospital Sweepstakes[Al
HHREERL L, Lily & the Cad (Sully) S >TAE&HE-1=(K B)

618.12: that he may never come out! Only look through your leather-|

[Plain Reading] that he may never come out! Only look through your letter-
[BER] BB —1ERLTIHZHLTIELFELE ! LD P.C.Q T 4B 32 D, 85 22 2 5 B
he [F=215(KB) letterbox[Al

618.13: box one day with P.C.Q. about 4.32 or at 8 and 22.5 with the

[Plain Reading] box one day with P.C.Q. about 4.32 or at 8 and 22.5 with the
[FRER] =125 f-OFHRIEIFERO THELSL,
First Draft @ Hayman ;¥[Z(& A.D. 432: St Patrick lands in Ireland[Al]
B|AD with (& by error £32FEM) 8 & 20 to five=4.32(5 Kr D 28 £8MNI[A]

peel/pea seek you

618.14: quart of scissions masters and clerk and the bevyhum of Marie|

[Plain Reading] court of quarter sessions masters and clerk and the Blessed Virgin Mary

[#aR] HFHHFOETBOEHR, TLTEREFBLLIITDANLES—H#EIC
The Four Courts, Dublin
court of quarter sessions[Al bevylA]l BVM: Blessed Virgin Mary[Al
LL. scissio® a leaving, dividing [CL] L Maria Reparatrix: Mary the Restoress[A/CL]

618.15: Reparatrices for a good allround sympowdhericks purge, full view)

[Plain Reading] the Restoress for a good all-round St. Patrick's Purgatory, in full view,
[RR] LRGBS AEICKIDB/ RN VIOER., RvFURR =,
Saint Patrick's Purgatory: tunnel on island in Lough Derg, supposed real entrance to Purgatory[A/Gaze]
Gaelic Padraig (padrig): Patrick[GaeL]
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1618.16: to be surprised to see under the grand piano Lily on the sofa (and

[Plain Reading] to be surprised to see under the grand piano Lily on the sofa (and
[FRER] WL =C&IZ, JSVFET /D TFTUI—HYI70D ETHRAERETT L)
sLily Is a Lady[A] The Battle of the Boyne @) &% (¥2R)
Sully = the Cad (B/f/f8M) William Lilly (English astrologer, 1602-1681)(f&f)

618.17: alady!) pulling a low and then he'd begin to jump a little bit to

[Plain Reading] a lady!) pulling a low and then he'd begin to jump a little bit to
[RiR] THBKEROKREZEZZSFE->TLIDOHBAEZ ., ThDLBMKER:F vl
sLilliburlero, bullen a law[A]
ALPIA] s What Ho! She Bumps: 'She began to bump a bit'[Al
HCE/the Cad; ALP/Lily Kinsella

618.18: find out what goes on when love walks in besides the solicitous

[Plain Reading] find out what goes on when love walks in besides the solicitor's
[FERI#FRLTOLBOMIC, FRLIYBEERYERD B NTDEEALRRIZEDZDD I MA5ELT,
s Love Walked In[Al solicitor's [Al

1618.19: bussness by kissing and looking into a mirror|

[Plain Reading] business by kissing and looking into a mirror.
[FAR] SLEHSYRVBAIRHBZETLLD,
SIbuss: kiss[Al

1618.20: That we were treated not very grand when the police and|

[Plain Reading] That we were treated not very grand when the police and
[;X&R] FA[KBER:Royal We O AE])EHEY XBIZ(ZHFHbhiah -7, RO
VI.B.25.1456a () 'treated not very grand'[FWEET] (arrived)[FWEET]
It is that ... [Eh>T~RRATELII(NK)
That [BZ7] when [RIERH] LLSDIXREEEDH(KE)

618.21: everybody is all bowing to us when we go out in all directions

[Plain Reading] everybody is all bowing to us when we go out in all directions

[RER] AALEDFI-B[KEIR:Royal We DR HEHEELTLE0IZ, FAIKBRIVHLHEZFRIZHH T

618.22: on Wanterlond Road with my cubarola glide? And, personably

[Plain Reading] on Waterloo Road with my Cubanola guide? And, personally
[FRER] v+ —2—I—HEBETY//5-TFAEDOBEOTIATLIDIZ? FhIZ, BANL

Waterloo Road, Dublin[A/Gaze] Cuba [Gazel

Wonderland[A/Gaze] Lewis Carroll: Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland [.23] [FWEET]

VI.B.47.066a (g) 'Cubanola glide'[Al: #Y R RTYT D $ 25T 341 LDTE;
Library of Congress IZ& #5332 (BR)
s The Cubanola Glide (1909 song, words by Vincent Bryan, music by Harry von Tilzer[A/FWEET]
L. Cuba: goddess who protests the lysing-down of children[CL] VZ.B.47.067b (g/: 'personably’' [FWEET]

618.23: speaking, they can make their beaux to my alce, as Hillary Allen|

[Plain Reading] speaking, they can make their dandies to my arse, as Hillary Allen
[R&R] SFETTH. BI-b@EROBRICSHDL T, ESU—-7LUHNBOEDI Y —HIKT=
Fbeaux: dandies, fops[A] arse[A] Hill of Allen: Finn's Headquarters,
L. bos: bull, ox, cow [CL] L. alces: G. alké: elk[CL] Co. Kildare[Al
bowsl[Al Alice[A] Hilary Allen: a singer in musicals,
?Beaux' Walk [Gazel alce (obs.):ASH(EEM) 1930s & 1940s [A/FWEETI
(COLBEDRERSIERINKTHE) (R H)
Hillary Allen: Cnoc Almhain(knuk alun)
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Whitened Hill, Co. Kildare; HQ of Fianna
led by Fionn Mac Cumbhaik anglic. Hill of Allen[GaeLl]

618.24: sang to the opernnine knighters. Item, we never were chained to a

[Plain Reading] sang to the opening nighters. Item, we were never claimed to a
[(RER] B-b%W|THET LIz, EoITFT=. FA[KB Royal We O AER)E—ELHFICRBYFHTDNT-C&(E
Finn Macool ME ¥k (#&M) opening nighters [A/Gazel L. item: just so, likewise, also [CL]
Apennine Mts, Italy[A/Gaze]l TFE¥, B#I=1 (LE)

618.25: chair, and, bitem, no widower whother soever followed us about]

[Plain Reading] chair, and bitemporal (HISEHE®), no widower whither so ever followed us about
[FR&R] b >7f-L. MRAIBEE D, 7+—7&FH 1B LLHICBRBMEDO BISBVEShS CELEH =0T,
L. bis: twice [CL] <whither>[Al
F&iz] (LMA) whatsoever[FWEET] [F7105.06][ FW 626.12][ FW628.05][FWEET]

618.26: with a fork on Yankskilling Day. Meet a great civilian (proud

[Plain Reading] with a fork on Thanksgiving Day. Meet a great civilian (proud
[FAR] IRAEH RIKERHCENZHERUVVESLN(BISE-STIE
Thanksgiving Day[Al

Cf. Eugene O'Neill: The Hairy Ape (1922)D &IF A ¥ Yank (BB D hairy ape [ZFSh1=(GER)

1618.27: lives to him !) who is gentle as a mushroom and a very affectablé¢

[Plain Reading] lives to him!) who is gentle as a mushroom and a very affectionable
[BR] BELVEFTT ) BIETY a1 —LDLSICEETETLRIFRVOOTT,

affectionable [FWEET]
*Alice & mushroom Z R AR5 EE A KED(ERE)
*HCE [ZH L5 LS, FDO—FH T Sully [ZB-i5ERiBITHEZ(KE/NLR)

618.28: when he always sits forenenst us for his wet while to all whom|

[Plain Reading] when he always sits opposite us for his wet wheel to all whom

[FR&R] i (EL oL K BER:Royal We D FEID RS RIIZE->TE- S &, BHRELBNSITERHMOKLSIC
Dial forenenst: opposite[Al [FW626.22][FWEET]
see FW21.16: foreninst[AIDG]

1618.29: it may concern Sully is a thug from all he drunk though he is 3

[Plain Reading] it may concern Sully is a thug from all he drank though he is a
[FAR] HU—ZF>DY B TREITGEYET, ThELMIT
Sully[FW618.08] [FWEETI

618.30: rattling fine bootmaker in his profession. Would we were here-|

[Plain Reading] rattling fine bookmaker in his profession. Would we were here-
[F&R] ETEBDORVEBA[TVIA—D—1EDIZ, §#. Fhf-B(E
{R3E % Would that D#EX~FH(ELDIZIRE)
bookmaker (.11)[A] [F760.27[FWEET] hereafter[Al
(a cobbler is a bootmaker) [.11] [FIW60.29][FWEET hereafter: G. arthron: joint[CL]

618.31: arther to lodge our complaint on sergeant Laraseny in consequence]

[Plain Reading] after to lodge our complaint on Sargent Laraseny in consequence

[HfR] BRESSE-—KERICESSLBVET . TORE

larceny[Al
Cf. U'15.4350: 'superintendent Laracy'[Third Cencus/FWEET]
Lara: talkative nymph whose tongue was cut out by Jupiter; renamed Muta (see FW 609.24 etc.)
identified with Tacita (see FW 213.30) [CL]
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618.32: of which in such steps taken his health would be constably broken|

[Plain Reading] of which in such steps taken his health would be constantly broken
[FAR] FDESBBRBERATECET, BORETHERTELGST

(by police constables)[FWEET]
constantly[Al

1618.33: into potter's pance which would be the change of his life by a|

[Plain Reading] into pots and pans which would be the change of his life by a
[FAR] BEF(REAR) I24Y, BOANEOEHICEoT=,
pots & pans [Al
Peter's pence: contribution to the Roman Catholic Church[A] change: coins of low denomination[FWEET]
Ttalian pance: bellies[A] colloq. change of life: menopauselAl
Cf. FW274.51: (*F3*)3 A glass of peel and pip for Mr Potter of Texas, please.(LLIFH)
potter’s pance &(E# 212735 2L 1D HRTIEAEWLA(LE)

1618.34: Nollwelshian which has been oxbelled out of crispianity
[Plain Reading] Norwegian which has been expelled out of Christianity.

[F&R] FUREDDBLDHEN=/ILIz—AIZ&k>T,
Norwegian[Al expelled[Al Christianity[Al
Norway/ Wales [Gaze] St Crispin & St Crispinian: patron saints of shoemakers[Al
Sully BOZEE->TLSH(KE) SYRE—, /80 —F(ILH)

*Joyce H% Zurich F7#Eh @ Oliver Gogarty @ I Follow St. Patrick &A1= (LH)

Songs:

[FW 617.31: Moore: s I Wish I was by That Dim Lake [air: I Wish I was on Yonder Hillll
*James Flannery, Tenor; James Harbison, Irish Harp: Thomas Moore: Mistrel of Ireland(1991)Ffi¥ (i Tunes)
* Una Hunt, Mairéad Hurley, Vocalists from the Thomas Moore Festival(2008)/7i% (i Tunes)

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, ed. Poems of Places: An Anthology in 31 Volumes.
Ireland: Vol. V. 1876-79.

[These verses are meant to allude to that ancient haunt of superstition, called Patrick’s Purgatory. “In the midst of these
gloomy regions of Donegal (says Dr. Campbell) lay a lake, which was to become the mystic theatre of this fabled and
intermediate state. In the lake were several islands; but one of them was dignified with that called the Mouth of
Purgatory, which, during the Dark Ages, attracted the notice of all Christendom, and was the resort of penitents and

pilgrims, from almost every country in Europe.”’]

I WISH I was by that dim lake

Where sinful souls their farewells take

Of this vain world, and half-way lie

In Death’s cold shadow, ere they die.

There, there, far from thee, 5

Deceitful world, my home should be,—
Where, come what might of gloom and pain,
False hope should ne’er deceive again!

The lifeless sky,—the mournful sound

Of unseen waters, falling round,— 10

The dry leaves quivering o’er my head,

Like man, unquiet even when dead,—

These, ay! these should wean

My soul from life’s deluding scene,

And turn each thought, each wish I have, 15
Like willows, downward towards the grave.

As they who to their couch at night
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Would welcome sleep first quench the light,
So must the hopes that keep this breast
Awake be quenched, ere it can rest. 20
Cold, cold, my heart must grow,

Unchanged by either joy or woe,

Like freezing founts, where all that ’s thrown
Within their current turns to stone.

[FW 617.32: sThe Sweetest Song in the World]
*McHugh (& “sThe Sweetest Song in All the World”EB&L TLVB A8, "All"[EH PLRSR ?
"The Sweetest Song in the World"lZCDERD AR K BIZEDIHRLEHTHS . (mp3/mp4)

THE SWEETEST SONG IN THE WORLD

(Harry Parr-Davies)

Sung by Gracie Fields (1898-1979) in the film “We’re Going to Be Rich” (1938)
[Also recorded by: Victor Silvester]

The words and music by Harry Parr Davies (1914-1955), published by Francis, Day & Hunter, Ltd., London ca.
1938. Set in the 1880s, the film We're Going to Be Rich was directed by Field's first husband Montague (Monty)
Banks (1897 —1950) and released in 1938. Fields played the heroine, a singer, called Kit Dobson.

THE SWEETEST SONG
THE WORLD

The sweetest song in the world is sung
When lights are low and your heart is young
We sang it together in the twilight glow

Not so very long ago, do you recall?

That sweet old song is the same today

I'love you still in the same old way

For it is love and love alone can bring to you
The sweetest song in the world

Do you remember when you came along

And we both fell in love at a glance

Of course you remember, ‘twas loves old sweet song
That we sang in the springtime of romance

Even though dreams fade away

I know that I'm right when I say

(Gracie's soprano for two lines)
We sang it together in the twilight glow
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Not so very long ago, do you recall?

That sweet old song is the same today

I love you still in the same old way

For it is love and love alone can bring to you
The sweetest song in the world

(Transcribed by Bill Huntley - June 2006)

FW 618.16: s Lily Is a Lady

[Google £ TIIRBEFRRETT . ALICHDEA L 2]

[FW 618.17: s Lilliburlero, bullen a law]

*Ljillibullero_Traditional Loyalist Irish (mp4)

Traditional
Ho, brother Teague, dost hear the decree? Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
That we shall have a new deputy. Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
Ho, by my soul it is the Talbot,
And he will cut all the English throat.
Ho, brother Teague, dost hear the decree? Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
That we shall have a new deputy. Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
Though by my soul the English do prate,
The law’s on their side and Christ knows what.
Ho, brother Teague, dost hear the decree? Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
That we shall have a new deputy. Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
But if dispense do come from the Pope,
We’ll hang Magna Carta and them on a rope.
Ho, brother Teague, dost hear the decree? Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
That we shall have a new deputy. Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
And the good Talbot is made a Lord,
And he with brave lads is coming abroad.
Ho, brother Teague, dost hear the decree? Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
That we shall have a new deputy. Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
Who all in France have taken a swear,
That they will have no Protestant Heir.
Ho, brother Teague, dost hear the decree? Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
That we shall have a new deputy. Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
Oh, but why does he stay behind?
Ho, by my soul ‘tis a Protestant wind.
Ho, brother Teague, dost hear the decree? Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
That we shall have a new deputy. Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
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Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.

Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.

Now Tyrconnel is coming ashore,

And we shall have commissions galore.

Ho, brother Teague, dost hear the decree? Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
That we shall have a new deputy. Lilliburlero, bullen a la.

Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.

Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.

And he that will not go to Mass,

Shall turn out and look like an ass.

Ho, brother Teague, dost hear the decree? Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
That we shall have a new deputy. Lilliburlero, bullen a la.

Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.

Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.

Now, now the heretics all go down,

By Christ and St Patrick the nation’s our own.

Ho, brother Teague, dost hear the decree? Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
That we shall have a new deputy. Lilliburlero, bullen a la.

Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.

Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.

There was an old prophecy found in a bog,

That we should be ruled by an ass and a dog.

Ho, brother Teague, dost hear the decree? Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
That we shall have a new deputy. Lilliburlero, bullen a la.

Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.

Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.

Now the old prophecy has come to pass,

Talbot's a dog, Tyrconnel’s the ass.

Ho, brother Teague, dost hear the decree? Lilliburlero, bullen a la.
That we shall have a new deputy. Lilliburlero, bullen a la.

Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.

Lero, lero, lilliburlero, Lilliburlero, bullen a la.

[FW 618.17: s What Ho! She Bumps

*More Music from the Works of James Joyce (iTunes)

*Sinead Murphy and Darina Gallagher: Songs of Joyce (iTunes)
*Burt Shepard: Victor 885 & Improved Berliner 166 (mp4)
Music by Arthur J. Mills;

words by Harry Castling

Song Lyrics

I've been out on a pleasure boat for a day on the breezy brine;

We started away from London Bridge, and we all felt fit and fine,

We sang "A Life on the Ocean Wave" as loud as we could roar,

Our boat went alright down the Thames, but when we reached the Nore —

She began to bump a little bit, bump, bump, bump, just a little bit;

A fat man fell down the engine room, his wife was clinging to the great jibboom,
She roll'd about, and, fairly in the dumps, I clung to the Captain's bags, and cried:
"What-ho! she bumps!"

I once played in a drama that we called "The Flying Scud,

I'd to appear on a gee-gee, and it was a bit of blood!

In front of the blooming audience I had to mount her nibs,

And when I stuck a pin into her india rubber ribs —

She began to bump a little bit, bump, bump, bump, just a little bit;

Oh, she made a tremendous hit when she kick'd our villain in the threepny bit;
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The actors guyed as she took running jumps,
And a boy in the gallery cried, Encore, "What-ho! she bumps!"

Where I lived at the seaside once a girl lived opposite,

And one fine morning she went to bathe in a costume pink and white;

A crowd of chaps stood on the shore as she waded in the blue,

And ev'ryone was, anxious there to see what she would do.

She began to bump a little bit, bump, bump, bump, just a little bit;

At first she was bashful as she could be, till she got used to the rolling sea,
Then up and down the little petlet jumps,

and the men all shouted from the golden shore: "What-ho! she bumps!"

[FW618.18: s Love Walked In|
Written by George Gershwin in 1930

*Love Walked in_George Gershwin 1930 (mp4)

Nothing seemed to matter any more
Didn't care what I was headed for
Time was standing still

No one counted till

There came a knocking at the door

Love walked right in and drove the shadows away ;
Love walked right in and brought my sunniest day
One magic moment, and my heart seemed to know
That love said "Hello !"

Though no a word was spoken

One look and I forgot the gloom of the past ;

One look and I had found my future at last

One look and I had found a world completely new
When love walked in... with you

[FW618.22: s The Cubanola Glide| (1909 song, words by Vincent Bryan, music by Harry von Tilzer

*Collins & Harlan 1909 (mp4)
*The Cubanola Glide;Matt Tolentino acc. Singapore Slingers Dallas (mp4)
*Paul Southe 1910 (mp4)

Way down in Cuba where skies are clear
Where it is summertime all of the year
They have the lovingest dance I know
Come along honey babe and I'll show you

Get away closer hun, squeeze me tight!
Ragadag to the left then to the right
Shake it up, shake it up side be side
Cuddle right up to me as we slide

Ain't it entrancing when you're a dancin'
The Cubanola Glide?

Glide, glide keep on a gliding

Slide, slide keep on a sliding
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Honey look into your babies eyes
Throw your arms around me,
Ain't you glad you found me?
Jeeze, squeeze loving and wooing

Oh babe what are you doing?

Try to glorify your babies side
When you do the Cubanola glide
I'm going crazy hun hear that band

Ain't it a daisy? Its certainly grand!
Never heard music like that before

Rag it some more and we'll glide to glory
Pucker your rosy lips, lift the lid

Slip me a loving kiss for all your kid'
Honey buns, honey buns whisper low
Tell me you love me babe let me know

1 feel so foony (funny). I'm going loony

Don't every let me go!

Glide, glide keep on a gliding
Slide, slide keep on a sliding
Honey look into your babies eyes

Throw your arms around me,
Ain't you glad you found me?
Jeeze, squeeze, loving and wooing

Oh babe what are you doing?

Try to glorify your babies side
When you do the Cubanola glide
Jeeze, squeeze, loving and wooing

Oh babe what are you doing?

Try to glorify your babies side
When you do the Cubanola glide



