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James Joyce

first passage of  THE SISTERS (1904 version)

Three nights in succession I had found myself in Great Britain-street at that hour, as if by Providence. Three nights also I had raised my eyes to that lighted square of window and speculated. I seemed to understand that it would occur at night. But in spite of Povidence that had led my feet, and in spite of the reverent curiosity in my eyes, I had discovered nothing. Each night the square was lighted in the same way, faintly and evenly. It was not the light of candles, so far as I could see. Therefore, it had not yet occurred.

first passage of  THE SISTERS (1914 version)

THERE was no hope for him this time: it was the third stroke. Night after night I had passed the house (it was vacation time) and studied the lighted square of window: and night after night I had found it lighted in the same way, faintly and evenly. If he was dead, I thought, I would see the reflection of candles on the darkened blind for I knew that two candles must be set at the head of a corpse. He had often said to me: "I am not long for this world," and I had thought his words idle. Now I knew they were true. Every night as I gazed up at the window I said softly to myself the word paralysis. It had always sounded strangely in my ears, like the word gnomon in the Euclid and the word simony in the Catechism. But now it sounded to me like the name of some maleficent and sinful being. It filled me with fear, and yet I longed to be nearer to it and to look upon its deadly work.

Finnegans Wake 171.23-28

it came straight from

the noble white fat, jo, openwide sat, jo, jo, her why hide that,

jo jo jo, the winevat, of the most serene magyansty az archdio-

chesse, if she is a duck, she's a douches, and when she has a

feherbour snot her fault, now is it? artstouchups, funny you're

grinning at, fancy you're in her yet, Fanny Urinia.

Finnegans Wake 628. 4-16

I see them

rising! Save me from those therrble prongs! Two more. Onetwo

moremens more. So. Avelaval. My leaves have drifted from me.

All. But one clings still. I’ll bear it on me. To remind me of. Lff!

So soft this morning, ours. Yes. Carry me along, taddy, like you

done through the toy fair! If I seen him bearing down on me now

under whitespread wings like he’d come from Arkangels, I sink

I’d die down over his feet, humbly dumbly, only to washup. Yes,

tid. There’s where. First. We pass through grass behush the bush

to. Whish! A gull. Gulls. Far calls. Coming, far! End here. Us

then. Finn, again! Take. Bussoftlhee, mememormee! Till thous-

endsthee. Lps. The keys to. Given! A way a lone a last a loved a

long the 

