























Epirtor’s Note

A number of people have taken a helpful interest in this book before
it was a book. But for Mrs. John C. Adams of Ithaca I should never
have heard of Agnes Hunt, and I might well have overlooked Walter
Raleigh. Harry Taber of Wilmington, Delaware, contributed gener-
ously from his store of learning and judgment. George Herbert Clarke
of Kingston, Ontario, made many searching comments, and brought
me A. Neil Lyons’ Cottage Pie tenderly, on a piece of old Spode. Wil-
liam Strunk of Ithaca had many happy thoughts, the A. E. Housman
verses among others. M. L. W. Laistner of Ithaca remembered, for our
benefit, Kinglake’s Interview with a Pasha. Angela Thirkell’s descrip-
tion of the evacuees was the idea of Mrs. Clark McBurney of Ithaca.
There were many others who took fire at the idea of a collection of
British humor, and who gave lavish advice and criticism. I cannot
mention all, but I should like to render especial thanks to Peter Monro
Jack, Earle H. Balch, and Mrs. Fred T. Marsh of New York, Maurice
Gorham of London, John C. Schroeder of New Haven, Romeyn Berry
of Jacksonville, N. Y., and Mrs. Roy Harris and Miss Julia Eaton of
Ithaca. And also to the courageous publisher, and to his indomitable
aide, Miss Rose Dobbs. And to my wife, whose critical motto is
castigare ridendo Morris.

M. B.
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InTRODUCTION

Before we undertake the wearisome task of analyzing British humor,
it would be well to define our terms. What is humor? What is Brit-
ish? In fact, what is a definition?

A definition has been satisfactorily defined by Samuel Butler, in his
Note-Books. “Dehinitions,” he says, “are a kind of scratching, and gen-
erally leave a sore place more sore than it was before.”

“British” is easy. Anyone who has lived and done his significant
work within the Empire is British. You will find in these pages a good
number of Scots and Irish, four Canadians, two South Africans, one
New Zealander, one Barbadoan, and one American domiciled in
England.

But “humor” is the hard one. Humor has been much and labori-
ously defined. I think that after all the best rule is that humor is what
makes people laugh, or experience a muscular quake premonitory of
laughter. This is philosophically and psychologically unsatisfactory, but
so are the conclusions of the philosophers and psychologists.

Man has been defined as the laughing animal, because he is the
only animal that laughs, except the hyena. But if man is a laughing
animal, may we conclude that all men laugh? Evidently not. Saint
Ignatius Loyola urged his followers to abstain from all laughter and
from words which might provoke a laugh. Certain Indians of the
Texas coast were known as “weepers”; on meeting, they would sit
speechless for half an hour, shedding mutual tears. Gaiety shuns the
temple, the tomb, the cells of the condemned. Laughter has its places;
it has also its times. The Elizabethan age was loud with laughter, of
a snorting, thigh-slapping sort, and the Cavaliers carried on the tradi-
tion. Sir Thomas Urquhart, the great translator of Rabelais, died in a
laughing fit when he heard that Charles II was restored to the Eng-
lish throne. It is true that seventeenth-century humors rouse in us more
wonder than sympathetic mirth. I choose a curious example of the
comic sense of those days, from the autobiography of William Taswell.
This country clergyman visited, in 1675, Wilton House, the seat of

the Earl of Pembroke. “In the gardens of this were very curious water-
xiii
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works. There was a rock with a bird sitting on it on one side; on the
other side were some waters conveyed through pipes, which on its
rising and falling resembled the warbling of birds. In another place
there was a looking-glass, in which, if any lady beheld her face, a
pipe under her feet was sure to convey the water to her thighs. If a
man was curious in that way too, a pipe constructed behind him
would convey the water into his breeches.”

In the eighteenth century such high humors ceased, at least among
the polite. Our contributor, Professor F. L. Lucas (vide post, p. 647),
notes that Lord Chesterfield never laughed in the course of his adult
life. And when Fontenelle was asked if he ever laughed, he pondered
a moment and replied: “No; I never go ‘Hah! Hah! Hah!"” I see old
Fontenelle, opening his mouth wide to bare his rare yellow eighteenth-
century teeth, laboriously heaving his diaphragm, and expelling a
harsh, spasmodic breath.

Thus social pressure may still the laughter in our throats. You will
grant, however, that most people laugh, and that what they laugh at
is humor. You will grant, too, that there are differences in humor.
People are proud of laughing when others are silent, and to every
chorused roar there is a silvery murmur of “I don’t see what there
is to laugh at in that.” Happily married couples develop a family sense
of humor; the unhappily married laugh separately. Every nation has
its body of comic tradition and comic literature. As each particular
culture progresses, historians arise who define and limit their national
humor and sneer at the national humor of their neighbors.

Thus it is commonly accepted that humor is evanescent and vari-
able. It is accepted further that our nation and our time possess true
humor, and that our neighbors laugh, if at all, in the wrong places.
For example, the extraordinary belief is current in America that the
English are unhumorous, that they do not understand a joke.

Certainly there are variations in humor. But the remarkable thing, I
think, is not that humor varies, but that the variations are so small.
We have dwelt enough on the localism and particularity of humor;
let us rather dwell on its universality. A good joke rises above space
and time into the infinite.

Here is a Greek joke: The orator Isocrates was making a speech in
Athens. His rival, in spite, climbed on a soapbox at the rear of the
crowd and silently held up a dead fish. One or two people turned
around and stared. They nudged their neighbors. Soon the audience
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was abuzz. All faced about and looked at the mute sage holding
aloft the dead fish. Isocrates faltered and was silent. And the rival
proclaimed: “See how a dead fish is more interesting than Isocrates!”

How modern! How American!

Here is a Latin joke: A friend said to Cato the Elder: “It’s a scan-
dal that no statue has been erected to you in Rome! I am going to
form a committee ...”—“No,” said Cato, “I would rather have people
ask, ‘Why isn’t there a statue to Cato?’ than ‘Why is there one?’”

How modern! How middle-western! How Joe Cannon!

Rabelais, Moli¢re, and Voltaire make American college students
bellow with laughter. Dostoevski’s description of Yulia Mihailovna’s
féte in The Possessed is one of the funniest sustained bits of broad
comedy in literature. There is a sixteenth-century Chinese novel called
Chin P'ing Mei which is terrific, and if you haven’t read it (there is a
fine translation by Bernard Miall) I urge you to get a copy as soon
as you finish this book. A witty German, Dutchman, or Swede is
witty in the narrowest American sense, and a lot of his anecdotes
about the town character of Rothenburg or Upsala are the same anec-
dotes we tell about our uncle in Sandy Creek. A music-hall comic
travels from country to country, setting his audiences in a monotonous
roar. Laurel and Hardy wow them in Bolivia, Charles Chaplin in
Chinese Turkestan.

The several national traditions of humor are variations, relatively
minute, on the great species of universal humor. American humor is a
minute variation on British humor.

With all the current hurly-burly about Americanism there has been
a tendency, amounting almost to a trend, to regard American litera-
ture as something separate from European literature, and a like tend-
ency to regard American humor as something individual and distinct.
I think this is a mistake. In my reading of the humorous literature of
Britain, I have been constantly impressed by the identity of the Britons’
humorous devices with those of the Americans. If you want to make
a classification of humor, you had better make it horizontally, and not
vertically. That is, don’t say Jokes: British; and Jokes: American; but
Jokes: Mother-in-Law; and Jokes: Cheese. A cheese joke is the same on
both sides of the Atlantic, except that Limburger substitutes for
Stilton; it evokes the same hoarse blood-curdling glee on the BBC and
on your favorite radio station. The cheese joke may represent the
lower level of humor. The upper level, which may be called the
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“refined,” or “super-cheese,” level, is likewise independent of national
boundaries. We laugh with Dickens, the English laugh with Mark
Twain. The New Yorker has an important. clientele in England; it
is more read and relished in London, I suspect, than in Kansas City.
The English subscriber to the New Yorker never sees Tit-Bits. Simi-
larly, or contrariwise, Punch is more enjoyed in a Boston club or a
Long Island country house than it is in a Lancashire mill town.

We befool ourselves, I fear, by our habit of taking what is most ad-
mirable and exceptional in our civilization and calling it “typically
American” (as the English call the corresponding thing “character-
istically English,” and the Germans, “echt deutsch”). Take our great,
unique American master, Mark Twain. No one could be more typi-
cally American, certainly? He was endowed, evidently by Nature,
with a rare intelligence, which was shaped by his contacts with the
people of the frontier and by his reading of English literature. But sup-
pose that by some bizarre fate Mark Twain’s family had transported
him, at the age of sixteen, to an English village. My guess is that
Mark Twain, or Samuel Clemens, would have become a great Eng-
lish humorous writer. We should not have had Roughing It, or
Innocents Abroad; but we should have had some superb pictures of
raffish life on the English roads, and an immortal characterization of
a carefree tinker’s boy named, perhaps, Whortleberry Finn. Samuel
Clemens, eventually Sir Samuel Clemens, though formed in America,
would have been known as “typically English” because his subject mat-
ter was typically English. But the mind of Mark Twain would have
revealed itself in forms essentially similar to those we know.

No one writes more typically English humor than Logan Pearsall
Smith, who left America for England at the age of twenty-three. No
one is more typically American, in his sense of absurdity, his genial
satire, his artful manipulation of the English language, than Ludwig
Bemelmans in his magical tales of the Hotel Splendide. Bemelmans
came here from Germany when he was about sixteen, and went to
work as a bus boy in a New York hotel.

The fact is—or I think the fact is—that the truly humorous mind is
superior to its moment and milieu. Literary critics have been making a
great deal recently of the influences of a given period upon a writer.
Maybe they have made too much of the influences and not enough
of the writer. Certainly the comics of the past who are still comic are
rare. Ordinary humor represents the humor of the times; the great
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humorists are those who forecast future humor—our own. These great
humorists are few, and they appear strangely isolated. Chaucer, for
instance. You would naturally think that a society which could pro-
duce so accomplished, so complete a humorist as Chaucer must have
produced a lot of little Chaucers. But if so, they are lost beyond the
reach of even the most dogged researcher. And don’t go muttering
“Hoccleve” and “Lydgate” in your beard, please. Too much beard-
muttering around here, anyway. Too many beards, in fact.

Usually the people of any time recognized their great comics, but
did not recognize their uniqueness. Take the Rev. Sydney Smith. Al-
most everything Sydney said was good, and some of his things were
wonderful. But try to read the witticisms of his contemporaries, of
equal fame in their day! For example:

“I know you, Mr. Jerrold, but you shall not make a butt of me!”
said a stranger to the great wit, Douglas Jerrold. “Then don’t bring
your hog’s head in here,” was the prompt reply. ... The conversation
at Holland House turning on first love, Thomas Moore compared it
to a potato, because “it shoots from the eyes.” “Or rather,” exclaimed
Lord Byron, “because it becomes less by pairing.” ... And this is
wonderful: “When Foote was on his way to France, for a change of
air, he went into the kitchen at the inn at Dover, to order a particular
dish for dinner. The true English cook boasted that she had never set
foot out of her country. On this, the invalid gravely observed: ‘Why,
cookey, that is very extraordinary, as they tell me upstairs that you
have been several times all over grease!’ “They may tell you what they
please above or below stairs,” replied the cook, ‘but I was never ten
miles from Dover in my life’ ‘Nay, now, that must be a fi5,” says
Foote, ‘for I have myself seen you at Spithead!” The next day (Oc-
tober 21, 1777) the exhausted wit ‘shuffled off this mortal coil.””

(As I interpret the jest which crowned and concluded a life devoted
to double meanings, Foote wished to imply that cookey had been at
the town of “Spithead,” distant more than ten miles from Dover,
because she had been seen at the Aead of a roasting-spiz! Get it?)

These examples are intended to prove merely that the average humor
of the late eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries inspires in us
something between a kindly shudder and actual nausea. But not be-
cause the examples are British. One has only to examine the humorous
products of America in the same age to recognize that American wit
was positively emetic. My distinguished colleagues, E. B. and Katha-
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rine White, found no one of this period except Franklin and Irving
to put in their monumental Subtreasury of American Humor.

I maintain, therefore, that the differences between American and
British humor are slight. But I do not go so far as to say that there are
no differences at all. -

Harold Nicolson, in a shrewd article in his Small Talk, alleges that
“the tendency of the best British humor is to render the rational ridicu-
lous, whereas the tendency of the best American humor is to render
the ridiculous rational.” This is excellent, but I suspect that the proof
must lie in the examples one chooses to admit as “the best.” What
fits Mr. Nicolson’s thesis is “the best”; what does not, is not. I should
say that Lewis Carroll, W. S. Gilbert, and John Collier render the
ridiculous rational, while Frank Moore Colby, Cornelia Otis Skinner,
Clarence Day render the rational ridiculous.

My erudite and subtle friend, Harry P. Taber, of Wilmington, Dela-

ware, writes me on this theme:

Sympathy is the motivation of humor, and humor in and of it-
self is not necessarily laughable. In it there is no corrosive bitterness
as there is in wit—of which acridity is an essential part....

Quoting one bit of British humor may better explain what I'm
driving at. It is a part of Lewis Carroll’s introduction to The Hunt-
ing of the Snark:

“If—and the thing is wildly possible—the charge of writing non-
sense were ever brought against the author of this brief but instruc-
tive poem, it would be based, I feel convinced, on the line, “Then
the bowsprit got mixed with the rudder sometimes.” In view of
this painful possibility, I will not (as I might) appeal indignantly
to my other writings as a proof that I am incapable of such a deed:
I will not (as I might) point to the strong moral purpose of this
poem itself, to the arithmetical principles so cautiously inculcated
in it, or to its noble teachings in Natural History—I will take the
more prosaic course of simply explaining how it happened.

“The Bellman, who was almost morbidly sensitive about appear-
ances, used to have the bowsprit unshipped once or twice a week
to be revarnished; and it more than once happened, when the time
came for replacing it, that no one on board could remember which
end of the ship it belonged to. They knew it was not of the slightest
use to appeal to the Bellman about it—he would only refer to his
Naval Code, and read out in pathetic tones Admiralty Instructions
which none of them had ever been able to understand—so it gen-
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erally ended in its being fastened on, anyhow, across the rudder.
The helmsman used to stand by with tears in his eyes: e knew
it was all wrong, but alas! Rule 42 of the Code, ‘No one shall speak
to the Man at the Helm, had been completed by the Bellman him-
self with the words ‘and the Man at the Helm shall speak to no
one.” So remonstrance was impossible, and no steering could be
done till the next varnishing day. During these bewildering inter-
vals the ship usually sailed backwards.”

And there [continues the admirable Taber] you have as perfect
an example of British humor as you’ll find in many a long day’s
journey. The word “humor” does not explain its peculiar appeal;
nor does “facetious” or “funny”; not even “laughable,” and most
certainly not “wit” or “witticism,” for these latter imply disparage-
ment. I shall have to go back to the Priestley phrase: “odd pathos,”
and that does not completely satisfy me. One word which means
“perfect sympathetic understanding” is what I want, and it must,
too, contain some element suggesting pity. ... In her introduction to
her Letters of Edward Lear, Lady Strachey quotes Carlyle: “True
humor is sensibility in the most catholic and deepest sense; but it
is the sport of sensibility; wholesome and perfect therefore.” And
Lady Strachey continues: “It is said that humor is allied to sadness,
and it is this quality which defines it from its kindred quality,
wit....”

All this is well said. The odd pathos is indeed a frequent component
of humor, tears hide in laughter, tragedy puts on the comic mask.
But I don’t see that pathos is a necessary or even a usual component
of humor. And I don’t see that it is specifically British. How about
Cervantes? And Musset? And Karel Capek?

Another frequent distinction between the two humors, an impres-
sive after-dinner antithesis, is the statement that British humor de-
pends on understatement, American humor on overstatement. The
best thing about this distinction is that it permits the distinguisher to
tell some of his favorite jokes. Thus Harry Taber chooses this “indi-
rect, solemn, effective” bit from an old Punch: The picture shows the
exterior of the United Service Clubs on a snowy, windy night. A
fiercely medaled general approaches a waiting cab. GENERaL: “Nasty
night, what?” Cassy: “I give you my word, sir, I "aven’t seen a butter-
fly orl day.”

And I would cite this, also from an old Punch: Picture of a crowded
omnibus. The conductor has obviously been thrown on a well-dressed
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passenger by a lurch of the bus. WeLL-DrESSED PassEncer: “I say, con-
ductor, can’t you keep off a person’s feet?” Conpucror: “Wot d'yer
expect for a penny fare? Pavlover?”

In illustration of American humor by exaggeration, one may allege
the Paul Bunyan saga, or the tall stories of the West, some of which
filtered into Mark Twain’s juvenilia. I like the story of Singleshot
Johnson, as reported by Desmond Powell of Colorado College. Single-
shot Johnson was hoeing his corn patch when he was attacked by a
horned snake. Using his hoe as a pole, he vaulted out of danger; the
snake buried his horn in the hoe handle. Singleshot dispatched the
snake with a single shot from his forty-four. Then the hoe handle
began to swell. When it stopped swelling, Singleshot sawed enough
boards out of it to build a fair-sized smokehouse. Something in the
snake’s venom conveyed a miraculous flavor to the hams cured in that
smokehouse. It was something like hog crossed with wood pigeon;
old Doc Schmuck, a learned neighbor, compared it rather to the flesh
of the phoenix or the gumperz. A restaurant man came from San
Francisco, and immediately took an option on all the ham Singleshot
could smoke. But unfortunately Singleshot incurred the enmity of
old Doc Schmuck by proving, in response to a challenge, that with a
single shot he: could raise a furrow of dust on top of the Doc’s silk
hat without injuring the hat. The Doctor, his dignity ruffled, sneaked
over to the smokehouse one night and poured over it a bottle of his
famous liniment which would wizen a wen or take the pride out of a
senator. And in the morning the smokehouse had shrunk to a pile of
match-sticks.

That story, like the rest of the tall tales, certainly depends on over-
statement. But it is not essentially American. It is related in style and
technique to the Gargantua cycle of France and to all the tall stories
of the European folk tradition. It is simply a folk story. And if the folk
story and its method of overstatement have been regarded as typically
American, no doubt the reason is that a half century ago such stories
were closer to the literary surface than they were in England. But to
the average American today they are as piquantly strange as they are
to the average Englishman.

As overstatement is not typically American, no more is understate-
ment exclusively English. If you will take your copy of 4 Subtreasury
of American Humor in hand, you will find that the device of under-
statement is constantly used, by Frank R. Stockton, Anita Loos, Dor-
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othy Parker, etc., etc. There is some overstatement too, but it is em-
ployed mostly by the older group, Washington Irving, Mark Twain,
George Ade.

It is our duty to examine one more distinction between the two
humors. It is frequently said in England that the English joker makes
his jokes short, snappy, and to the point, whereas the American’s
jokes seem to last forever, winding sluggishly through lush marsh-
lands toward the Point, a lighthouse long glimpsed and desired from
afar.

But this distinction is based on a misconception. The English joke
is compared, not with the American joke, which is snappy enough for
any taste, but with the Story. The Story, perhaps a native American
genre, is a giant anecdote. It should be told only by a skilled raconteur.
Its virtue consists not so much in the Point as in the decorative detail
with which the raconteur adorns its innumerable convolutions. In its
literary aspect, it is the American Short Story, of which O. Henry
was the great practitioner. It is not to be confused nor compared with
the Joke.

No, we aren’t going to find any valid distinction between the two
humors here. In fact (not to waste any more time about it) we aren’t
going to find any valid distinction. We are going to reach this sound-
ing conclusion:

The substance and technique of British and American humor are
essentially the same. What difference there is lies, naturally, in the
subject matter. It lies also in the point of view which the humorist
adopts, in order to assure the sympathy of his reader. British humorists
have commonly adopted an aristocratic attitude, while the Americans
have been usually anti-aristocratic.

Typically, the elder British humorist was, or pretended to be, an
Etonian or Harrovian and a Senior Wrangler in the Big Little Greats
at Oxford or Cambridge. He nearly died laughing at the bounder who
used a false quantity in quoting his Horace, or who passed the port
counterclockwise, or who wore a gray bowler instead of a cocked hat
on the hunting field, or who shouted “Yoicks” instead of “Tally-ho”
when the hare sprang out of its covert in the paddock at Epsom, Brit-
ish humorists are forever stepping into their billiard rooms for a quiet
game after dinner. Billiard rooms indeed! I'll wager most of them
step into the local for a game of darts.

Almost until our own times British humorists would not admit that
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they or their readers could be anything less than landed gentry. Even
Dickens, who went to work in a blacking warehouse at the age of
nine, treats his lower-class characters as quaint and laughable figures in
an upper-class world. For all his sympathy with certain of the virtuous
poor, he did not identify himself with them, nor permit his readers to
make such an identification. Most of his commoners, with their freak-
ish physique, dress, mannerisms, and language, were intended to amuse
readers who were pleasantly conscious of having no peculiarities at
all. You and I always pass the port clockwise.

This genteel point of view was normal also among American humor-
ists of the earlier nineteenth century. Oliver Wendell Holmes,
Nathaniel P. Willis, John G. Saxe, assumed that their readers pos-
sessed breeding and an income. The same assumption was made by the
editors of the popular magazines. The aristocratic attitude persists
today, especially in scholarly humor. Curiously, it is visible, I should
say, in the New Yorker, which presumes that its readers are well edu-
cated, traveled, comfortably well off, and intelligently skeptical. Its
readers like that.

But from the time of the American Revolution, the anti-aristocratism
of the people began to express itself in mockery of the well dressed and
the well educated, and this anti-aristocratism became the characteristic
attitude of American humor. The humorist, from Seba Smith through
Will Rogers, pretended that he and his readers were powerful country-
men in cowhide boots, possessed of a heart of gold and a penetrating
intelligence—David Harums, in short, or at least the city-dwelling
sons of David Harum. (True, Will Rogers revealed a certain dis-
trust by chewing gum instead of tobacco.) Though much of our demo-
cratic wit was directed against the English, it was relished by the
English themselves. One need only recall the great vogue of Artemus
Ward, Mark Twain, and Will Rogers himself in England.

In England, however, the aristocratic tradition of humor remained
dominant. Today Punch represents this tradition. Punch has, to be
sure, lost or hidden some of its hoity-toity airs. But at least until the
current war it laughed at profiteers, Jews, Americans, musicians, the
commoner who attempts to hunt and who always comes a cropper
on stone walls which gentlemen clear, the provincial in a restaurant
which is too good for him, the charwoman trying to use language
which is too good for her, the pert parlormaid who is getting above
herself. These are all fine comic figures. I for one find Punch very
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funny. I keep it in the gun room, with the heads I brought home from
Africa.

But you can’t base a theory of British humor on Punch, any more
than you can take the New Yorker as a miniature of American humor.
The interesting thing is that there has been in England a rebellion
against Punch and against aristocratic humor in general.

Naturally this is not new. Democratic English humor goes back at
least to the Norman Conquest, which introduced into England a
ruling class identical with a ruling race. “When Adam delved and
Eve span, Who was then the gentleman?” sang the churls. You will
find in this collection some curious examples of the anti-aristocratic
humor of Robert B. Brough (b. 1828). But by and large the mockery
of the gentleman did not find much humorous expression until the
time of H. G. Wells (b. 1866). And the tendency became clearly de-
fined immediately after the first World War. On the high literary level
Aldous Huxley and Evelyn Waugh and all the disintegrators derided
the vanity, futility, and vice of the well born and gently bred. P. G.
Wodehouse, certainly without any social purpose, draws a picture of
genteel inanity which will some day be the subject of horrifying socio-
logical studies.

On the lower literary level the revolution has been most visible. In
the music halls the idiot gentleman is the audience’s favorite butt. The
Old School Tie, the Straight Bat, Play the Game, Cads, are always
good for a laugh. Low’s Colonel Blimp was a symbol and an omen,
and Low’s announcement of his death is another symbol. The great
popular newspapers, the Daily Mail, the Express, the Herald, have
developed their New Humor. Those incomparable comics, J. B. Mor-
ton (“Beachcomber”), D. B. Wyndham Lewis, and Nathaniel Gubbins,
are anti-aristocrat, anti-Punch, anti-Tory. I don’t know about their
politics, but their rise has coincided with the rise of the Labour Party
as an intellectual force. They may represent, on the plane of humor,
something new and very important. They are the expression of a new
England, strange to Americans who have known, from visits abroad
or from their reading, the old England. They may represent, even, the
England that is to be, the England of the coming millennium.

In choosing the examples of British humor in this volume, I have
had a few guiding principles, which I have followed in a fidgety way:
(1) Every selection must have made me (a) laugh out loud; (b)
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chuckle; (¢) smile broadly. No item which failed to pass this require-
ment could be admitted, no matter how famous its author.

(2) Among an author’s various works, I have chosen the less known
in preference to the well known.

(3) The old standard comic pieces that everyone knows have been
omitted.

(4) The mere joke and the anecdote have been banned, also uncon-
scious humor, and also the parody, in the strict sense. Parodists, says
Salvador de Madariaga, are literary cockroaches, and, while I think
this is a little harsh, I find most of them painful, like horrible children
doing “imitations.”

(5) Indecency has been eschewed, except in a few rare examples
from privileged authors. Ed Wynn is right-——indecency is usually the
recourse of the comic who can’t get a laugh by other means.

These rules have got me into a good deal of trouble. There are
omissions which will astound and grieve nice judges. A snarl will be
heard in the colleges: “Where is Laurence Sterne? And Tobias Smol-
lete? And Charles Lamb? And Surtees? And Lever and Lover? And
The Diary of a Nobody? And that wonderful story in the Strand
Magazine in 1888?7”

I am sorry. I felt that I must have the courage of my sense of humor.
I read Sterne without a smile; his famous sly digs leave me black and
blue. I dislike Charles Lamb personally; he breathes on me; he stut-
ters on purpose to make people listen to his silly jokes. I thought that
I would put in a lot of the minor Elizabethans, but there wasn’t a
laugh in a barrel of them, except some bits of Thomas Heywood.
They just didn’t seem funny to me. I am sorry.

Some of the glaring omissions are not to be blamed on my perverse
sense of humor. Fielding, for instance; I think Fielding is marvelous,
but his comedy depends on character and situation, and on the tone
of the whole, which needs the build-up of the novel. Thackeray, again.
I have gone through all Thackeray’s works, without finding a humor-
ous prose selection that fitly represents him. His casual papers for
Punch are too casual; and I found nothing in the great novels that
would lift out without bruising. Read, for instance, Becky Sharp’s let-
ter to Amelia, describing her arrival at Queen’s Crawley. It is a humor-
ous masterpiece when you are already acquainted with the charac-
ters. But if you don’t know them, you don’t quite see what the fuss is
about. So much humor in novels and plays is cumulative.
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As I just remarked, I have omitted passages that are too well known.
It seemed a pity to give up my precious pages to Alice in Wonderland,
or Dogberry and the Watch, or the opening pages of Pickwick. And
yet there are some things I couldn’t bear to leave out, well known as
they are: Falstaff, for instance, and Calverley’s Lovers and a Reflec-
tion, and Gilbert’s Etiquette. This is inconsistent, you will object. You
are right. This is inconsistent.

I haven’t begun to answer your objections. However, I think I have
good reason for all of my selections. As for my omission of some-
thing you would have included, either (1) I didn’t think it was funny;
or (2) I thought it was funny, but too long, or short, or indecent, or
cruel, or something; or (3) the author or publisher made trouble about
reproducing it; or (4) I never heard of it.

If you are dissatisfied, I can only suggest, with all good will, that
you make your own anthology. You will find it a delightful occupa-
tion, and a shield against the world’s woe and evil. Everyone should
make his own anthology. Indeed, everyone is, in a way, an Anthology.

M. B.
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Anonymous

There must have been plenty of British humor during the Middle
Ages. On the Continent there was comedy enough, in Latin and the
vartous vernaculars, and some of it very funny too. But the English
apparently were ashamed of their own laughter. They had the reputa-
tion of making merry sadly. “Ils se réjouissaient tristement selon la
coutume de leur pays,” said Froissart in the fourteenth century. At any
rate, most specimens of medieval English humor amuse only anti-
quaries, who have very hollow laughs at best.

But the Irish were lads for a joke. Here is a curious bit about the
Great Bardic Association, which flourished in the seventh century.
According to its editor, Owen Connellan, it was probably written in
the same century, by an enemy of the Great Bardic Association. From
my own Rnowledge of bards, I should say that the author had probably
been blackballed by the Association.

THE PROCEEDINGS OF THE GREAT
BARDIC ASSOCIATION (Selection)

A noble, worthy king ruled Oirgiall at one time whose name was
Hugh, son of Duach the Dark. Contemporaneous with him was Hugh
the Fair, son of Fergus, son of Muredagh Mal, King of Brefney, and
these two were at strife. In every good act performed by one, the other
would endeavour to excel him; yet both were not equally circum-
stanced; for one was a hundred fold more wealthy, just, and prosper-
ous, namely Hugh the Fair; whilst the other was valiant and warlike,
namely Hugh the son of Duach the Dark, King of Oirgiall. It was,
indeed, far easier for him to be the more warlike of the two, for he
had a shield, and the name of the shield was Duv-Gilla, and one of
its properties was this, that whosoever was opposed to it in the field of
battle became as enfeebled as an old woman, and all fled before it in
every conflict it entered into, even when there was present but the
shield itself and its bearer.

It was at this very period and time that Eohy the Chief Professor

3
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of the Great Bardic Association was staying with Hugh the Fair, and
this was Dallan Forguil. He was accompanied by a numerous profes-
sional body, and the quarter he liked best was Brefney, for numerous
were its flocks and cattle herds. ...

[Hugh the Fair sends Dallan Forguil, the Chief Professor, to obtain
the shield from Hugh the Dark.]

“I will not stay,” says Dallan to Hugh the Dark, “dll I know
whether I shall obtain my request.” “What is the request?” asked the
King. “Thy shield,” replied Dallan, “namely Duv-Gilla.” “That is not
the request of a truly learned man,” said the King, “and if it were
thou shouldst obtain it.” “I have brought you a poem for it,” said
Dallan. “I would like to hear your poem,” said the King. He then re-
cited the poem as follows:

A hero of fortune art thou, O Hugh,
Thou daring, determined foe;

Thy goodness is as the great ocean.
‘Thou canst not be subdued,

Thou canst not be impeded,

O Hugh, son of Duach the Dark.
Good and great is his substance,
Without censure, and without reproach,
Thou sun after leaving its stars,
Which is awful to me,

Thou white chessboard.

We will return, O hero.

“That is a good poem,” says the King, “whoever could understand
it. But I will not give you the shield.” “I will satirize you,” said Dal-
lan. “Nothing will save you from being satirized by me; and it is no
satisfaction to me to satirize you except I do so in your presence.” And
this is what he said:

O Hugh, son of Duach the Dark,
Thou pool not permanent;
Thou pet of the mild cuckoos;

Thou quick chafferer of a blackbird;

Thou sour green berry;
Swarms of bees will suck the herbs;
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Thou green crop like fine clothes,
A candlestick without light;

Thou cold wooden boat,

Thou bark that will give dissatisfaction,
Thou disgusting black chafer;

Thou art more disgusting, O Hugh.

“We must confess,” said Hugh, “that we do not know whethker that
is better or worse than the first poem you composed.” ‘“No wonder
for a man of your intellect to say so,” said Dallan. “Be done, O Dallan,”
said the King, “do not satirize me any more in my presence, for I will
now excuse you from further professional attendance.” ...

[Dallan and the professors leave; Dallan dies. The Great Bardic
Association elects Seanchan Chief Bard. The entire Association goes to
visit Guaire, son of Colman, who had never been reproached or
satirized for illiberality.]

Seanchan continued for a day and night without food or drink.
Bridget, the daughter of Onithcerne, desired her maidservant to give
Seanchan her spare food. “What leavings hast thou?” enquired Sean-
chan. “A hen egg,” replied Bridget. “It is almost enough for me,” said
Seanchan, “and it will suffice for the present.” The maidservant went
for the egg, Beaidgill was her name, and she searched for the remnant
of the food a long time and did not find it. Seanchan said, “I believe it
is thyself that art eating the leavings.” “Not I, O Chief Bard,” replied
Beaidgill, “but the nimble race that have eaten it, namely the mice.”
“That was not proper for them,” said Seanchan; “nevertheless there
is not a king or chief, be he ever so great, but these mice would wish to
leave the traces of their own teeth in his food, and in that they err,
for food should not be used by any person after the prints of their
teeth, and I will satirize them,” said Seanchan; and he began to
satirize them, and he said:

The mice, though sharp are their beaks,
Are not powerful in the battles of warriors.
Venomous death I'll deal out to the tribe

In avengement of Bridget’s leavings.

Mousk: Small were the leavings you left,
It was not abundance you retired from;
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Receive payment from us, receive compensation,
Don’t satirize us all, O learned bard.

Brineer: Thou mouse that art in the hole,
Whose utterance is opposition,
*Twas thou, whose claws are not short,
That ate my leavings in your ambling.

Mouse: My own son Bianan of the white breast,
Thou art the non-observer of ordinances;
To the mighty and luxurious bardic body
Is the knowledge of it, thou little doomed being.

Seancuan: Clear ye out of your spacious abodes,
As we are prepared to convict you,
Come ye all out of the hole, or burrow,
And lie down here, O ye mice!

And it is stated that ten mice fell dead in the presence of Seanchan;
and Seanchan said unto them, “It is not you that I ought to have
satirized but the party whose duty it is to suppress you, namely the
tribe of cats; and now I will satirize them effectually.”

[ Transactions of the Ossianic Society for the year 1857]



Geoffrey Chaucer

Chaucer knew practically every trick of the humorist; indeed, prac-
tically every device of the storyteller and the poet. Then why didn’t
others learn with him or from him? Why wasn’t fourteenth-century
England a nest of mocking birds? I do not know why.

Since many cultivated readers go through hell trying to pronounce
Chaucer in the original, I quote the spirited translation by William
Van Wyck.

THE WIFE OF BATH’'S FIFTH HUSBAND

...“At the next month’s end,
This Jenkin, whom gay Love to me did send,
Wedded me with a great solemnity.
I gave him all the land, and every fee
That ever had been given me before.
But later I repented me, and sore.
He never suffered me to have my way.
By God, he struck me on the ear, one day,
For taking from his book a little page!
And I grew deaf, thereon, for his wild rage.
But I was stubborn as a lioness,
And something of a chatterbox I guess.
I visited as I had done before,
From house to house, although my Jenkin swore
He’d break me of it. How that chap would preach
At me! And Roman tales he tried to teach
Against my will. How Gallus left his wife
Alone for the remainder of his life;
Because she was bareheaded when he saw
Her one day gazing from the cottage door.

“Another Roman (I forget his name)
Who, when his wife went to the summer-game
Without his knowledge, let the woman go,

7
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And proved as just and right, her pain and woe,
And sought a saying from Ecclesiastes

That tells us that a wife must ever haste to please
And do her man’s command nor gad about.

He would have spoken thus without a doubt:

‘Who-so would build his house of sallows*
Or jump a blind horse over fallows,
Or let his wife go seeking hallows*
Should be hanged on the highest gallows.

But all for naught, I didn’t care a haw
For either his old proverb or his saw.
Nor would I let myself be thus corrected,
Or told of vices or be disrespected.
No woman will allow this for displeasure.
And he was wild with me and beyond measure.
And I would tolerate him in no way.
“Now by Saint Thomas it’s the truth I say!
That’s why I went and took a little leaf
From out his book, and why he struck me deaf.
This damned book he was reading night and day.
It was his only pleasure, I would say.
I think the thing was called Valerius.
About the book he made a dreadful fuss.
It seems there was one time, a clerk of Rome,
A cardinal that was called Saint Jerome.
He wrote opposing good Jovinian.
His book included old Tertullian,
Chrysippus, Trotula, and Héloise,
An abbess nigh to Paris if you please.
Also there were the works of Solomon,
And Ovid’s Arz. And books, a many a one.
And all of these were bound in one great tome,
Which he read every night when he came home
And had the leisure when on his vacation
From all his other worldly occupation.
He loved to read his work on wicked wives.

1 Willows.
2 Hallowed things; pilgrimages.
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He knew more legends and he knew more lives
Of them than can be found in Holy Writ.
But you know too that not one little bit
Of good will any clerk tell you of wives.
Concerning holy saints they write their lives.
But not of women will they ever say.
As conqueror, who paints the lion, pray?
By God, if women had writ half the stories
That clerks do in their musty oratories,
They would have written of more wickedness,
Than all the men from Adam could redress.
Venus’s child, and that of Mercury,
Are as contrary as they well may be.
Mercury ever seeks for wisdom’s level,
And Venus loves all luxury and revel.
Although each of them has a different station,
Each falls into the other’s exaltation.
And God knows Mercury is desolate
In Pisces wherein Venus is in state.
When Venus falls, then Mercury arises.
A clerk, therefore, no kind of woman prizes.
And when a clerk is old, he cannot do
For Venus what is worth a worn-out shoe.
Then down he sits and writes, when he is old,
Because in bed no woman can he hold.
“But now I'll tell you, Sirs, the reason why
I was so beaten, till I thought I'd die.
One night, my Jenkin had a great desire
To read his book as he sat by the fire.
He read of Eve, who for her wickedness,
Brought every one of us to great distress,
For which Lord Jesus Christ Himself was slain,
That He redeem us with His blood again.
Within this vile and stinking book you’ll find
That woman’s the perdition of mankind.
“Then he read me how Samson lost his hair,
Which was cut off by his false wench and fair.
And for this treason he lost both his eyes.
“He read to me, I swear I tell no lies,
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Of Hercules and lovely Deianir

Who caused the wretch to set himself on fire.
“Nor did he fail to tell the pain and woe

Of Socrates, who found much hurt also,

When his Xantippe ~’d upon his head.

This simple man sat quiet as one dead,

And wiped his skull, and nothing did he say,

Save: ‘After thunder, rain must come alway.’

Then he told of the evil queen of Crete,

As though this doleful tale were very sweet.

I'll say no more. It is a grisly thing,

For her desire had a frightful sting.

He spoke of Clytemnestra’s lechery

Who falsely caused her husband not to be.

And this he read with great devotion too.
“He told me for some reason, I tell you,

Of Theban Amphiaraus, when his life

Was blotted out forever by his wife

Eriphylé and for a brooch of gold.

In private, to the Greeks, she went and told

Where he was hidden in a certain place.

Therefore, at Thebes he found but little grace.
“Of Lucia and Livia, I learned

How hate came to the one; the other yearned.

Both of them killed their husbands, let me state.

Livia on an evening, very late,

Killed her good man. She was his dire foe.

Passionate Lucia loved her husband so,

In order that he'd love as hot as she,

Gave him a philtre, and then rapidly

The man was dead, indeed, before the morrow.

And so it is that husbands have much sorrow.
"“And then he told me how Latumeus

Complained unto his fellow, Arrius,

That in his garden grew a certain tree

On which (he told him) that his wives, all three,

Had hanged themselves because of pain and woe.

‘O my dear brother,” Arrius spoke so,

‘Give me a cut of this same blessed tree,
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And in my garden, planted it will be.

“Of wives of latter days, he also read.
How one had slain the husband that she wed,
And let her lover lie with her that night.
The corpse lay on the floor, a fearful sight.
Another drove a nail into the brain
Of her poor sleeping husband. He was slain.
And some were given poison in a drink.
He told more instances than mind could think,
And knew more proverbs, did this cheerful one,
Than there is grass beneath a summer sun.
‘It’s better that your habitation be
With lions or with dragons foul, quoth he,
‘Than that with angry jade a life be spent.
Better,” he said, ‘an attic or a tent
Than the best room shared with an angry wife,
Who's wicked and contrary, on my life!
Women hate husbands who love them, I claim.’
He said: ‘A woman casts away her shame,
Casting her smock away. And this I know,
A lovely woman, if she’s chaste also,
Is like a golden ring in some sow’s nose.
And none of you could in the least suppose
What pain and sorrow lay within my heart.

“And when I saw that he would never part
From his old book which was a frightful bore;
Then suddenly, three of the leaves I tore
Out of the thing, although my heart went weak.
And with my fist, I took him on the cheek.
Backwards into the fire fell the lad,
And then he started like a lion mad,
And with his fist he whacked me on the head.
I lay upon the floor, a woman dead.
And when he saw how white and ill I lay,
He was aghast and would have run away.
I came out of my swoon, to his relief,

And cried out: ‘You have killed me, you false thief!

It's for my land, I think, you've bashed my head.

Give me one little kiss ere I be dead.

II
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“He knelt down by my side when he came near,
And said: ‘So help me God, my sister dear,
No more against you will I lift my hand,

As I have done. This you must understand.
Forgive me, darling. Speak, I beg you, speak.’
But once again I banged him on the cheek,
And said he was a thief to do to me

Such harm; that I might die, maybe.

And finally, but with much care and woe,
We made it up between ourselves. And so
He put the reins and bridle in my hand,

And bade me run his house and all his land.
I ran his tongue and hand, in this our home,
And made him burn his rotten, filthy tome.
At last when I had gotten unto me

The mastership and all the sovereignty,

He said to me: ‘My own, my darling wife,
Do as you will with me for all your life.
You hold my honour, you keep my estate.”
From that day, we were never at debate.

So help me God, 1 was as good and kind
As any wife could be from Wales to Ind.
And I was true to him. And true to me
He was, by God Who sits in majesty!

And may God bless him through His mercy dear.
Now, I shall tell my tale, if you will hear.”

[From The Canterbury Tales]






William Shakespeare

I put in one of the tremendous Falstaff passages because I could
hardly leave out the greatest comic creation in English literature, and
the Thersites passages because most people never get around to reading
Troilus and Cressida. Elizabethan humor consisted largely of abuse,
which was elevated to a kind of lyrical drama. Notice that when an
Elizabethan was called, for instance, a “whoreson indistinguishable
cur,” he did not reply with fist or sword; he was too busy preparing
his rebustal: “thou green sarcenet flap for a sore eye,” and so forth.
Thersites is also a wonderful study of the man mishandled by Nature,
who turns jealous and vindictive; but that is by the way.

FALSTAFF REPORTS TO PRINCE HENRY

Scene: The Boar’s Head Tavern in Eastcheap. Prince HenrY and
Poins, one of his low companions, are on the stage. Enter Sk JoHN
Favsravr and his mates, GabsuiLL, BarooLrH, and Peto. Francis, the
inn servant, follows with wine.

Poins: Welcome, Jack: where hast thou been?

Favsrarr: A plague of all cowards, I say, and a vengeance too! marry,
and amen! Give me a cup of sack, boy. Ere I lead this life long,
I'll sew nether stocks and mend them and foot them too. A
plague of all cowards! Give me a cup of sack, rogue. Is there no
virtue extant? (He drinks.)

Prince: Didst thou never see Titan® kiss a dish of butter—pitiful-
hearted Titan—that melted at the sweet tale of the sun’s? if thou
didst, then behold that compound.

FaLstarr: You rogue, here’s lime in this sack too: there is nothing but
roguery to be found in villainous man: yet a coward is worse than
a cup of sack with lime in it. A villainous coward! Go thy ways,
old Jack; die when thou wilt, if manhood, good manhood, be not
forgot upon the face of the earth, then am I a shotten herring.

1 Titan: the sun.
14
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There lives not three good men unhanged in England; and one
of them is fat, and grows old: God help the while! a bad world,
I say. I would I were a weaver; I could sing psalms or any thing.
A plague of all cowards, I say still.

Prince: How, now, wool-sack! what mutter you?

- Faustarr: A king’s son! If I do not beat thee out of thy kingdom with
a dagger of lath, and drive all thy subjects afore thee like a flock
of wild geese, I'll never wear hair on my face more. You Prince
of Wales!

Prince: Why, you whoreson round man, what's the matter?

FavLstarr: Are not you a coward? answer me to that: and Poins there?

Poins: "Zounds, ye fat paunch, an ye call me coward, by the Lord, I'll
stab thee.

Favstarr: I call thee coward! I'll see thee damned ere I call thee
coward: but I would give a thousand pound I could run as fast
as thou canst. You are straight enough in the shoulders, you care
not who sees your back: call you that backing of your friends?
A plague upon such backing! give me them that will face me. Give

| me a cup of sack: I am a rogue, if I drunk today.

~ Prince: O villain! thy lips are scarce wiped since thou drunkest last.

FavLstarr: All's one for that. (He drinks.) A plague of all cowards,
still say L

Prince: What's the matter?

Favstarr: What's the matter! there be four of us here have ta’en a
thousand pound this day morning.

Prince: Where is it, Jack? where is it?

Favstarr: Where is it! taken from us it is: a hundred upon poor four
of us.

Prince: What, a hundred, man?

FavLstarr: I am a rogue, if I were not at half-sword with a dozen of
them two hours together. I have ’scaped by miracle. I am eight
times thrust through the doublet, four through the hose; my
buckler cut through and through; my sword hacked like a hand-
saw—ecce signum! 1 never dealt better since I was a man: all
would not do. A plague of all cowards! Let them speak: if they
speak more or less than truth, they are villains and the sons of
darkness.

Prince: Speak, sirs; how was it?

GapsuiLL: We four set upon some dozen—
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Favstarr: Sixteen at least, my lord.

GapsuiL: And bound them.

Pero: No, no, they were not bound.

Fatstarr: You rogue, they were bound, every man of them; or I am a
Jew else, an Ebrew Jew.

GapsHIiLL: As we were sharing, some six or seven fresh men set upon
us—

Favstarr: And unbound the rest, and then come in the other.

Prince: What, fought you with them all?

Favstarr: Alll T know not what you call all; but if I fought not with
fifty of them, I am a bunch of radish; if there were not two or
three and fifty upon poor old Jack, then am I no two-legged
creature.

Prince: Pray God you have not murdered some of them.

Favstarr: Nay, that’s past praying for; I have peppered two of them;
two I am sure I have paid, two rogues in buckram suits. I tell thee
what, Hal, if I tell thee a lie, spit in my face, call me horse. Thou
knowest my old ward; here I lay, and thus I bore my point. Four
rogues in buckram let drive at me—

Prince: What, four? thou saidst but two even now.

Favstarr: Four, Hal; I told thee four.

Poins: Ay, ay, he said four.

Favrstarr: These four came all a-front, and mainly thrust at me. I made
me no more ado but took all their seven points in my target, thus.

Prince: Seven? why, there were but four even now.

Favstarr: In buckram?

Poins: Ay, four, in buckram suits.

Favstarr: Seven, by these hilts, or I am a villain else.

Prince: Prithee, let him alone; we shall have more anon.

Favstarr: Dost thou hear me, Hal?

Prince: Ay, and mark thee too, Jack.

Favstarr: Do so, for it is worth the listening to. These nine in buck-
ram that I told thee of—

PrINcE: So, two more already.

Favstarr: Their points being broken—

Porns: Down fell their hose.

Favstarr: Began to give me ground: but I followed me close, came in
foot and hand; and with a thought * seven of the eleven I paid.

2 With a thought: in an instant.
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Prince: O monstrous! eleven buckram men grown out of two!

Favstarr: But, as the devil would have it, three misbegotten knaves in
Kendal green came at my back and let drive at me: for it was so
dark, Hal, that thou couldst not see thy hand.

Prince: These lies are like their father that begets them: gross as a
mountain, open, palpable. Why, thou clay-brained guts, thou
knotty-pated fool, thou whoreson, obscene, greasy tallow-catch—

Favstare: What, art thou mad? art thou mad? is fiot the truth the
truth?

Prince: Why, how couldst thou know these men in Kendal green,
when it was so dark thou couldst not see thy hand? come, tell us
your reason; what sayest thou to this?

Poins: Come, your reason, Jack, your reason.

Favstarr: What, upon compulsion? "Zounds, an I were at the strap-
pado, or all the racks in the world, I would not tell you on com-
pulsion. Give you a reason on compulsion! if reasons® were as
plentiful as blackberries, I would give no man a reason upon com-
pulsion, I.

Prince: I'll be no longer guilty of this sin; this sanguine coward, this
bedpresser, this horseback-breaker, this huge hill of flesh—

Favstarr: 'Sblood, you starveling, you elf-skin, you dried neat’s
tongue, you bull’s pizzle, you stock-fish! O for breath to utter
what is like thee? you tailor’s-yard, you sheath, you bow-case, you
vile standing-tuck *—

Prince: Well, breathe a while, and then to it again: and when thou
hast tired thyself in base comparisons, hear me speak but this.

Poins: Mark, Jack.

Prince: We two saw you four set on four and bound them, and were
masters of their wealth. Mark now, how a plain tale shall put
you down. Then did we two set on you four; and, with a word,
out-faced you from your prize, and have it; yea, and can show
it you here in the house: and, Falstaff, you carried your guts away
as nimbly, with as quick dexterity, and roared for mercy, and still
run and roared, as ever I heard bull-calf. What a slave art thou,
to hack thy sword as thou-hast done, and then say it was in fight!
What trick, what device, what starting-hole, canst thou now find
out to hide thee from this open and apparent shame?

3 Reasons: a pun on “raisins.” The two words were pronounced the same.
4 Standing-tuck: small rapier on end.
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Poins: Come, let’s hear, Jack; what trick hast thou now?

Favsrarr: By the Lord, I knew ye as well as he that made ye. Why,
hear you, my masters: was it for me to kill the heir-apparent?
should I turn upon the true prince? why, thou knowest I am as
valiant as Hercules; but beware instinct; the lion will not touch
the true prince. Instinct is a great matter; I was now a coward on
instinct. I shall think the better of myself and thee during my
life; I for a‘valiant lion, and thou for a true prince. But, by the
Lord, lads, I am glad you have the money. Hostess, clap to the
doors: watch tonight, pray tomorrow. Gallants, lads, boys, hearts
of gold, all the titles of good fellowship come to you! What, shall
we be merry? shall we have a play extempore?

Prince: Content; and the argument shall be thy running away.

Farstarr: Ah, no more of that, Hal, an thou lovest me!

(Enter HosTess.)

Hosrgss: O Jesu, my lord the prince!

Prince: How now, my lady the hostess! what sayest thou to me?

Hosress: Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of the court at door
would speak with you; he says he comes from your father.

Prince: Give him as much as will make him a royal man, and send
him back again to my mother.

Farstarr: What manner of man is he?

Hostess: An old man.

Favstarr: What doth gravity out of his bed at midnight? Shall I give
him his answer?

Prince: Prithee, do, Jack.

Favsrarr: Faith, and I'll send him packing.

(Exit.)

Privce: Now, sirs: by’r lady, you fought fair; so did you, Peto; so did
you, Bardolph: you are lions, too, you ran away upon instinct,
you will not touch the true prince; no, fiel

Barporpr: Faith, I ran when I saw others run.

Prince: Faith, tell me now in earnest, how came Falstaff’s sword so
hacked?

Pero: Why, he hacked it with his dagger, and said he would swear
truth out of England but he would make you believe it was done
in fight, and persuaded us to do the like.

Baroorrn: Yea, and to tickle our noses with spear-grass to make them
bleed, and then to beslubber our garments with it and swear it
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was the blood of true men. I did that I did not this seven year
before, I blushed to hear his monstrous devices.

Prince: O villain, thou stolest a cup of sack eighteen years ago, and
wert taken with the manner, and ever since thou hast blushed
extempore. Thou hadst fire and sword on thy side, and yet thou
rannest away: what instinct hadst thou for it?

BaroorLer: My lord, do you see these meteors? do you behold these
exhalations?

Prince: I do.

Barborpr: What think you they portend?

Prince: Hot livers and cold purses.

Barooren: Choler, my lord, if rightly taken.

Prince: No, if rightly taken, halter. (Re-enter FaLstarr.) Here comes
lean Jack, here comes bare-bone. How now, my sweet creature of
bombast! How long is’t ago, Jack, since thou sawest thine own
knee?

Favstarr: My own knee! When I was about thy years, Hal, I was not
an eagle’s talon in the waist; I could have crept into any alder-
man’s thumb-ring: a plague of sighing and grief; it blows a man
up like a bladder. There’s villainous news abroad: here was Sir
John Bracy from your father; you must to the court in the morn-
ing. That same mad fellow of the north, Percy, and he of Wales,
that gave Amamon the bastinado, and made Lucifer cuckold,
and swore the devil his true liegeman upon the cross of a Welsh
hook—what a plague call you him?

Poins: Oh, Glendower.

Favstarr: Owen, Owen, the same; and his son-in-law Mortimer, and
old Northumberland, and that sprightly Scot of Scots, Douglas,
that runs o’ horseback up a hill perpendicular—

Prince: He that rides at high speed and with his pistol kills a spar-
row flying.

Favstarr: You have hit it.

Prince: So did he never the sparrow.

Favrsrarr: Well, that rascal hath good mettle in him; he will not run.

Prince: Why, what a rascal art thou then, to praise him so for run-
ning!

Favstarr: O horseback, ye cuckoo; but afoot he will not budge a foot.

Prince: Yes, Jack, upon instinct.
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Favstarr: 1 grant ye, upon instinct. Well, he is there too, and one
Mordake, and a thousand bluecaps more: Worcester is stolen away
tonight; thy father’s beard is turned white with the news: you
may buy land now as cheap as stinking mackerel.

Prince: Why, then, it is like, if there come a hot June and this civil
buffeting hold, we shall buy maidenheads as they buy hobnails,
by the hundreds.

Favsta¥r: By the mass, lad, thou sayest true; it is like we shall have
good trading that way. But tell me, Hal, art not thou horrible
afeard? thou being heir-apparent, could the world pick thee out
three such enemies again as that fiend Douglas, that spirit Percy,
and that devil Glendower? art thou not horribly afraid? doth
not thy blood thrill at it?

Prince: Not a whit, i’ faith; I lack some of thy instinct.

Favstarr: Well, thou wilt be horribly chid tomorrow when thou
comest to thy father; if thou love me, practise an answer.

Prince: Do thou stand for my father, and examine me upon the par-
ticulars of my life.

Favstarr: Shall I? content: this chair shall be my state, this dagger
my sceptre, and this cushion my crown.

Prince: Thy state is taken for a joined-stool, thy golden sceptre for a
leaden dagger, and thy precious rich crown for a pitiful bald
crown!

Favstarr: Well, an the fire of grace be not quite out of thee, now shalt
thou be moved. Give me a cup of sack to make my eyes look red,
that it may be thought I have wept; for I must speak in passion,
and I will do it in King Cambyses’ vein.

Prince: Well, here is my leg.

FavLstarr: And here is my speech. Stand aside, nobility.

Hosress: O Jesu, this is excellent sport, i’ faith!

Favstarr: Weep not, sweet queen; for trickling tears are vain.

Hostess: O, the father, how he holds his countenance!

Favstarr: For God’s sake, lords, convey my tristful queen;

For tears do stop the flood-gates of her eyes.

Hosrtess: O Jesu, he doth it as like one of these harlotry players as
ever I seel i

Favstarr: Peace, good pint-pot; peace, good tickle-brain. Harry, I do
not only marvel where thou spendest thy time, but also how thou
art accompanied: for though the camomile, the more it is trodden
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on, the faster it grows, vet youth, the more it is wasted, the sooner
it wears. That thou art my son, I have partly thy mother’s word,
partly my own opinion, but chiefly a villainous trick of thine eye,
and a foolish hanging of thy nether lip, that doth warrant me.
If then thou be son to me, here lies the point: why, being son to
me, art thou so pointed at? Shall the blessed sun of heaven prove
a micher ® and eat blackberries? a question not to be asked. Shall
the son of England prove a thief and take purses? a question to
be asked. There is a thing, Harry, which thou hast often heard of,
and it is known to many in our land by the name of pitch: this
pitch, as ancient writers do report, doth defile; so doth the com-
pany thou keepest: for, Harry, now I do not speak to thee in
drink but in tears, not in pleasure but in passion, not in words
only, but in woes also: and yet there is a virtuous man whom
I have often noted in thy company, but I know not his name.

Prince: What manner of man, an it like your majesty?

Farstarr: A goodly portly man, i’ faith, and a corpulent; of a cheerful
look, a pleasing eye, and a most noble carriage; and, as I think,
his age some fifty, or, b’r lady, inclining to three score; and now
I remember me, his name is Falstaff: if that man should be lewdly
given, he deceiveth me; for, Harry, I see virtue in his looks. If
then the tree may be known by the fruit, as the fruit by the tree,
then, peremptorily I speak it, there is virtue in that Falstaff: him
keep with, the rest banish. And tell me now, thou naughty varlet,
tell me, where hast thou been this month?

Prince: Dost thou speak like a king? Do thou stand for me, and I'll
play my father.

Favstarr: Depose me? if thou dost it half so gravely, so majestically,
both in word and matter, hang me up by the heels for a rabbit-
sucker or a poulter’s hare.

Prince: Well, here I am set.

Favstarr: And here I stand: judge, my masters.

Prince: Now, Harry, whence come you?

Favstarr: My noble lord, from Eastcheap.

Prince: The complaints I hear of thee are grievous.

Farstarr: 'Sblood, my lord, they are false: nay, I'll tickle ye for a
young prince, i’ faith.

5 Micher: truant.
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Prince: Swearest thou, ungracious boy? henceforth ne’er look on me.
Thou art violently carried away from grace: there is a devil haunts
thee in the likeness of an old fat man; a tun of man is thy com-
panion. Why dost thou converse with that trunk of humours,
that bolting-hutch of beastliness, that swollen parcel of dropsies,
that huge bombard of sack, that stuffed cloak-bag of guts, that
roasted Manningtree ox with the pudding in his belly, that rever-
end vice, that grey iniquity, that father ruffian, that vanity in
years? Wherein is he good, but to taste sack and drink it? wherein
neat and cleanly, but to carve a capon and eat it? wherein cun-
ning, but in craft? wherein crafty, but in villainy? wherein vil-
lainous, but in all things? wherein worthy, but in nothing?

Favstarr: I would your grace would take me with you: whom means
your grace?

Prince: That villainous abominable misleader of youth, Falstaff, that
old white-bearded Satan.

Favustarr: My lord, the man I know.

Prince: I know thou dost.

Favstarr: But to say I know more harm in him than in myself, were
to say more than I know. That he is old, the more the pity, his
white hairs do witness it; but that he is, saving your reverence, a
whoremaster, that I utterly deny. If sack and sugar be a fault, God
help the wicked! if to be old and merry be a sin, then many an
old host that I know is damned: if to be fat be to be hated, then
Pharaoh’s lean kine are to be loved. No, my good lord; banish
Peto, banish Bardolph, banish Poins: but for sweet Jack Falstaff,
kind Jack Falstaff, true Jack Falstaff, valiant Jack Falstaff,
and therefore more valiant, being, as he is, old Jack Falstaff,
banish not him thy Harry’s company, banish not him thy Harry’s
company: banish plump Jack, and banish all the world.

Prince: I do, T will.

(A knocking heard. Exeunt HostEss, Francis, and BarboLrH.
Re-enter BarooLpH, running.)

Baroorr: O my lord, my lord! the sheriff with a most monstrous
watch is at the door.

Favsrarr: Out, ye rogue! Play out the play: I have much to say in
the behalf of that Falstaff.

(Re-enter HostEss.)
Hosress: O Jesu, my lord, my lord!—
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Prince: Heigh, heigh! the devil rides upon a fiddlestick: what’s the
matter ?

Hostess: The sheriff and all the watch are at the door: they are come
to search the house. Shall I let them in?

FaLstarr: Dost thou hear, Hal? never call a true piece of gold a
counterfeit: thou art essentially mad, without seeming so.

Prince: And thou a natural coward, without instinct.

Favstarr: I deny your major: if you will deny the sheriff, so; if not,
let him enter: if I become not a cart as well as another man, a
plague on my bringing up! I hope I shall as soon be strangled
with a halter as another.

Prince: Go, hide thee behind the arras: the rest walk up above. Now,
my masters, for a true face and good conscience.

Favstarr: Both which I have had: but their date is out, and therefore
I'll hide me.

Prince: Call in the sheriff. (Exeunt all except the PrINCE and PEto.
Enter Sueriry and the CarriEr.) Now, master sheriff, what is
your will with me?

SHErIFF: First, pardon me, my lord. A hue and cry
Hath follow’d certain men unto this house.

Prince: What men?

SuEerIFF: One of them is well known, my gracious lord,

A gross fat man.

Carrier: As fat as butter.

Prince: The man, I do assure you, is not here;
For I myself at this time have employ’d him.
And, sheriff, I will engage my word to thee
That I will, by tomorrow dinner-time,

Send him to answer thee, or any man,
For anything he shall be charged withal:
And so let me entreat you leave the house.

SuEriFF: I will, my lord. There are two gentlemen
Have in this robbery lost three hundred marks.

Prince: It may be so: if he have robb’d these men,

He shall be answerable; and so farewell.

Suerirr: Good night, my noble lord.

Prince: I think it is good morrow, is it not?

SueriFr: Indeed, my lord, I think it be two o’clock.

(Exeunt SHERIFF and CARRIER.)
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Prince: This oily rascal is known as well as Paul’s.
Go, call him forth.

Pero: Falstaff!—Fast asleep behind the arras, and snorting like a horse.

Prince: Hark, how hard he fetches breath. Search his pockets. (He
searcheth his pockets, and findeth certain papers.) What hast thou
found?

Pero: Nothing but papers, my lord.

Prince: Let’s see what they be: read them.

Pero (reads): Item, A capon, 2s. 2d.
Item, Sauce 4d.
Item, Sack, two gallons 5s. 8d.
Item, Anchovies and sack after supper  2s. 6d.
Item, Bread ob.°

Prince: O monstrous! but one half-pennyworth of bread to this intoler-
able deal of sack! What there is else, keep close; we'll read it at
more advantage; there let him sleep till day. I'll to the court in
the morning. We must all to the wars, and thy place shall be
honourable. T'll procure this fat rogue a charge of foot; and I
know his death will be a march of twelve-score. The money shall
be paid back again with advantage. Be with me betimes in the
morning; and so, good morrow, Peto.

Pero: Good morrow, good my lord.
(Exeunt.)

[From Henry IV, Part One, Act II, Scene iv]

—————

THERSITES

Scene: The Grecian camp. Enter Ayax and THERSITES.

Ajax: Thersites!

THersiTEs: Agamemnon—how if he had boils—full, all over, gener-
ally?

Ajax: Thersites!

TuersiTEs: And those boils did run?—Say so,—did not the general run
then? were not that a botchy core?

6 Ob.: obolus, a halfpenny.
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Ajyax: Dog!

Trersites: Then would come some matter from him; I see none now.

Ajyax: Thou bitch-wolf’s son, canst thou not hear? Feel then. (Strikes
him.)

Tuersites: The plague of Greece upon thee, thou mongrel beef-witted
lord!

Ajax: Speak then, thou vinewed’st” leaven, speak: I will beat thee
into handsomeness.

Tuerstes: I shall sooner rail thee into wit and holiness: but, I think,
thy horse will sooner con an oration than thou learn a prayer
without book. Thou canst strike, canst thou? a red murrain o’
thy jade’s tricks!

Ajax: Toadstool, learn me the proclamation.

THersrTEs: Dost thou think I have no sense, thou strikest me thus?

Ajax: The proclamation!

Trersites: Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think.

Ajax: Do not, porpentine, do not; my fingers itch.

Traersites: 1 would thou didst itch from head to foot, and I had the
scratching of thee; I would make thee the loathsomest scab in
Greece. When thou art forth in the incursions, thou strikest as
slow as another.

Ajax: I say, the proclamation!

Tuersites: Thou grumblest and railest every hour on Achilles, and
thou art as full of envy at his greatness as Cerberus is at Proser-
pina’s beauty, ay, that thou barkest at him.

Ajyax: Mistress Thersites!

Tuersites: Thou shouldst strike him.

Ajax: Cobloaf!

THersiTes: He would pun thee into shivers with his fist, as a sailor
breaks a biscuit.

Ajax (beating him): You whoreson cur!

TrersiTEs: Do, do.

Ajax: Thou stool for a witch!

TrersiTES: Ay, do, do; thou sodden-witted lord! thou hast no more
brain than I have in mine elbows; an assinego ® may tutor thee:
thou scurvy-valiant ass! thou art here but to thrash Trojans; and
thou art bought and sold among those of any wit, like a barbarian

" Vinewed’st: most mouldy.
8 Assinego: donkey.
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slave. If thou use to beat me, I will begin at thy heel and tell
what thou art by inches, thou thing of no bowels, thou!

Ayax: You dog!

TuersiTEs: You scurvy lord!

Ajax (beating him): You cur!

THersiTES: Mars his idiot! do, rudeness; do, camel, do, do.

(Enter AchiLLes and PatrocLus.)

AcuiLLes: Why, how now, Ajax! Wherefore do ye thus? How now,
Thersites! what’s the matter, man?

TuersiTes: You see him there, do you?

AcHILLES: Ay; what’s the matter?

THersiTEs: Nay, look upon him.

AcHities: So I do: what's the matter?

Tuersties: Nay, but regard him well.

Acuiries: “Welll” why, so I do.

THersiTEs: But yet you look not well upon him; for, whosoever you
take him to be, he is Ajax.

AcHiLigs: I know that, fool.

TuersiTES: Ay, but that fool knows not himself.

Ajax: Therefore I beat thee.

Tuersttes: Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he utters! his evasions
have ears thus long. I have bobbed his brain more than he has
beat my bones: I will buy nine sparrows for a penny, and his piz
mater is not worth the ninth part of a sparrow. This lord, Achilles,
Ajax, who wears his wit in his belly and his guts in his head,
I'll tell you what I say of him.

AcHILLEs: What?

Tuersires: 1 say, this Ajax— (Ajax offers to strike him.)

AcHiLLes: Nay, good Ajax.

THersiTEs: Has not so much wit—

Acuiiies: Nay, I must hold you.

ThersrTes: As will stop the eye of Helen’s needle, for whom he comes
to fight.

AcHiLLEs: Peace, fool!

Tuerstres: 1 would have peace and quietness, but the fool will not: he
there: that he: look you there!

Ayax: O thou damned cur! I shall—

AcuirLes: Will you set your wit to a fool’s?

TrersiTEs: No, I warrant you; for a fool’s will shame it.
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PatrocLus: Good words, Thersites.

AcHirLes: What's the quarrel?

Ajax: I bade the vile owl go learn me the tenour of the proclamation,
and he rails upon me.

THersiTES: I serve thee not.

Ajax: Well, go to, go to.

TrersiTes: I serve here voluntary.

Acniiies: Your last service was sufferance, ’twas not voluntary; no
man is beaten voluntary: Ajax was here the voluntary, and you
as under an impress.

Tuersites: E'en so; a great deal of your wit too lies in your sinews,
or else there be liars. Hector shall have a great catch, if he knock
out either of your brains: a’ were as good crack a fusty nut with
no kernel.

Acuiires: What, with me too, Thersites?

Tuersites: There’s Ulysses and old Nestor, whose wit was mouldy
ere your grandsires had nails on their toes, yoke you like draught-
oxen, and make you plough up the wars.

AcuiLLes: What? what?

TuersiTEs: Yes, good sooth: to, Achilles! to, Ajax, to!

Ajax: I shall cut out your tongue.

Tuersires: "Tis no matter; I shall speak as much as thou afterwards.

PatrocLus: No more words, Thersites; peace!

Trersites: [ will hold my peace when Achilles’ brooch bids me,
shall I?

AcHiLies: There’s for you, Patroclus.

Tuersites: I will see you hanged, like clotpoles, ere I come any more
to your tents: I will keep where there is wit stirring, and leave the
faction of fools. (Exit.)

[From Troilus and Cressida; Act 11, Scene 1]

Scexe: The Grecian camp. Before Achilles’ tent. Enter AcHILLES and
PatrocLus. ‘

Acnrres: I'll heat his blood with Greekish wine tonight,
Which with my scimitar I'll cool tomorrow.
Patroclus, let us feast him to the height.
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PatrocLus: Here comes Thersites.
(Enter THERSITES.)

AcHiLLes: How now, thou core of envy!

Thou crusty batch of nature, what’s the news?

Tuersrtes: Why, thou picture of what thou seemest, an idol of idiot-
worshippers, here’s a letter for thee.

AcuiiLes: From whence, fragment?

Tuersites: Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy.

PatrocLus: Who keeps the tent now?

Trersrtes: The surgeon’s box, or the patient’s wound.

PatrocLus: Well said, adversity! and what need these tricks?

THersiTEs: Prithee, be silent, boy; I profit not by thy talk; thou art
thought to be Achilles’ male varlet.

PatrocLus: Male varlet, you rogue! what’s that?

Tuersrtes: Why, his masculine whore. Now, the rotten diseases of the
south, the guts-griping, ruptures, catarrhs, loads o’ gravel i’ the
back, lethargies, cold palsies, raw eyes, dirt-rotten livers, wheezing
lungs, bladders full of imposthume, sciaticas, limekilns i* the
palm, incurable bone-ache, and the rivelled fee-simple of the tetter,
take and take again such preposterous discoveries!

PatrocLus: Why, thou damnable box of envy, thou, what mean’st thou
to curse thus?

Tuersrres: Do I curse thee?

PatrocLus: Why, no, you ruinous butt; you whoreson indistinguish-
able cur, no.

Tuersites: No! why art thou then exasperate, thou idle immaterial
skein of sleave silk, thou green sarcenet flap for a sore eye, thou
tassel of a prodigal’s purse, thou? Ah, how the poor world is
pestered with such waterflies, diminutives of nature!

Patrocrus: Out, gall!

Tuersites: Finch-egg!

Acuries: My sweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite
From my great purpose in tomorrow’s battle.

Here is a letter from Queen Hecuba,

A token from her daughter, my fair love,

Both taxing me and gaging me to keep

An oath that I have sworn. I will not break it:
Fall Greeks; fail fame; honour or go or stay;
My major vow lies here, this I'll obey.



A TREASURY OF BRITISH HUMOR 29

Come, come, Thersites, help to trim my tent:
This night in banqueting must all be spent.
Away, Patroclus!

(Exeunt AcHiLLEs and PartrocLUS.)

Tuersites: With too much blood and too little brain, these two may
run mad; but, if with too much brain and too little blood they do,
I'll be a curer of madmen. Here’s Agamemnon, an honest fellow
enough and one that loves quails; but he has not so much brain
as ear-wax: and the goodly transformation of Jupiter there, his
brother, the bull, the primitive statue and oblique memorial of
cuckolds; a thrifty shoeing-horn in a chain, hanging at his
brother’s leg—to what form but that he is, should wit larded with
malice and malice forced with wit turn him to? To an ass, were
nothing; he is both ass and ox: to an ox, were nothing; he is both
ox and ass. To be a dog, a mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a lizard,
an owl, a puttock, or a herring without a roe, I would not care;
but to be Menelaus! I would conspire against destiny. Ask me
not what I would be, if I were not Thersites; for I care not to be
the louse of a lazar, so I were not Menelaus. Hoy-day! spirits and
fires!

[From Trodus and Cressida; Act V, Scene 1]



John Davies

GULLING SONNET

The sacred muse that first made love divine
Hath made him naked and without attire;
But I will clothe him with this pen of mine,
That all the world his fashion shall admire:
His hat of hope, his band of beauty fine,
His cloak of craft, his doublet of desire;
Grief, for a girdle, shall about him twine;
His points of pride, his eyelet-holes of ire,
His hose of hate, his codpiece of conceit,
His stockings of stern strife, his shirt of shame,
His garters of vainglory gay and slight,

His pantofles of passion I will frame;
Pumps of presumption shall adorn his feet,
And socks of sullenness exceeding sweet.

Robert Herrick

TO THE SOUR READER

If thou dislik’st the piece thou light’st on first,

Think that, of all that I have writ, the worst;

But if thou read’st my book unto the end,

And still dost this and that verse reprehend,

O perverse man! if all disgustful be,

The extreme scab take thee and thine, for me.
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Thomas Randolph

STRAPHYLA’S LULLABY

Quiet sleep, or I will make

Erinnys whip thee with a snake,

And cruel Rhadamanthus take

Thy body to the boiling lake,

Where fire and brimstone never slake.
Thy heart shall burn; thy head shall ache,
And every joint about thee quake.

And therefore dare not yet to wake.

Quiet sleep, or thou shalt see

The horrid hags of Tartary,

Whose tresses ugly serpents be;
And Cerberus shall bark at thee,
And all the furies that are three,
The worst is call’d Tisiphone,

Shall lash thee to eternity.

And therefore sleep thou peacefully.
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Alexander Brome

THE MAD LOVER

I have been in love, and in debt, and in drink,
This many and many a year;
And those three are plagues enough, one would think,
For one poor mortal to bear.
"Twas drink made me fall into love,
And love made me run into debt,
And though I have struggled and struggled and strove,
I cannot get out of them yet.
There’s nothing but money can cure me,
And rid me of all my pain;
*Twill pay all my debts,
And remove all my lets,
And my mistress, that cannot endure me,
Will love me and love me again,—
Then I'll fall to loving and drinking amain.
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John Aubrey

BISHOP RICHARD CORBET

After he was Doctor of Divinity, he sang ballads at the Cross at Abing-
don on a market-day. He and some of his comrades were at the tavern
by the Cross (which, by the way, was then the finest of England. I
remember it when I was a freshman; it was admirable curious Gothic
architecture, and fine figures in the niches, ’twas one of those built
by a king for his queen). The ballad-singer complained he had no
custom; he could not put off his ballads. The jolly Doctor puts off
his gown, and puts on the ballad-singer’s leathern jacket, and being a
handsome man, and had a rare full voice, he presently vended a great
many, and had a great audience. ...

His conversation was extreme pleasant. Dr. Stubbins was one of his
cronies; he was a jolly fat Doctor and a very good housekeeper;
parson in Oxfordshire. As Dr. Corbet and he were riding in Lob Lane
in wet weather (’tis an extraordinary deep, dirty lane), the coach
fell; and Dr. Corbet said that Dr. Stubbins was up to the elbows in
mud, he was up to the elbows in Stubbins.

He was made Bishop of Oxford, and I have heard that he had an
admirable, grave, and venerable aspect.

One time, as he was confirming, the country people pressing in to
see the ceremony, said he: “Bear off there, or I'll confirm ye with my
staff!” Another time, being to lay his hand on the head of a man very
bald, he turns to his chaplain, Lushington, and said: “Some dust, Lush-
ington!” (To keep his hand from slipping.) There was a man with
a great venerable beard; said the Bishop: “You, behind the beard!”

His chaplain, Dr. Lushington, was a very learned and ingenious
man, and they loved one another. The Bishop sometimes would take
the key of the wine cellar, and he and his chaplain would go and lock
themselves in and be merry. Then first he lays down his episcopal
hat—*“There lies the Doctor.” Then he puts off his gown—"“There lies
the Bishop.” Then ’twas: “Here’s to thee, Corbet!” and “Here’s to thee,
Lushington!” The last words he said were: “Good night, Lushington.”

[From Brief Lives]
38



Matthew Prior

To Matt Prior and to the eighteenth century in general, the amorous
misdemeanor was the one really funny thing on earth. The nineteenth
century looked deeper, and grieved for the tears succeeding joy. The
twentieth century, looking still deeper, coolly explores love’s monstrous
psychology. However we may deplore the light view of the eighteenth
century, there may be something in it.

FATAL LOVE

Poor Hal caught his death standing under a spout,
Expecting till midnight when Nan would come out,

But fatal his patience, as cruel the dame,

And curs’d was the weather that quench’d the man’s flame.

Whoe’er thou art, that read’st these moral lines,
Make love at home, and go to bed betimes.

A BETTER ANSWER

Dear Chloe, how blubbered is that pretty face!
Thy cheek all on fire, and thy hair all uncurled!

Prithee quit this caprice, and (as old Falstaff says)
Let us €’en talk a little like folks of this world.

How canst thou presume thou hast leave to destroy
The beauties which Venus but lent to thy keeping?

Those looks were designed to inspire love and joy;
More ordinary eyes may serve people for weeping.

To be vexed at a trifle or two that I writ,
Your judgment at once and my passion you wrong;
34
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You take that for fact which will scarce be found wit:
Od’s life! must one swear to the truth of a song?

What'T speak, my fair Chloe, and what I write, shows
The difference there is betwixt nature and art:
I court others in verse, but I love thee in prose;

And they have my whimsies, but thou hast my heart.

The god of us verse-men (you know, child), the sun,
How after his journeys he sets up his rest;

If at morning o’er earth ’tis his fancy to run,
At night he reclines on his Thetis’s breast.

So when I am wearied with wandering all day,
To thee, my delight, in the evening I come:

No matter what beauties I saw on my way,
They were but my visits, but thou art my home.

Then finish, dear Chloe, this pastoral war,
And let us like Horace and Lydia agree;
For thou art a girl as much brighter than her

As he was a poet sublimer than me,

AN EPITAPH

Interred beneath this marble stone

Lie sauntering Jack and idle Joan.
While rolling threescore years and one
Did round this world their courses run,
If human things went well or ill,

If changing empires rose or fell,

The morning passed, the evening came,
And found this couple just the same.
They walked and ate, good folks. What then?
Why, then they walked and ate again.
They soundly slept the night away;
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They did just nothing all the day.
And having buried children four,
Would not take pains to try for more.
Nor sister either had, nor brother;
They seemed just tallied for each other.

Their moral and economy

Most perfectly they made agree.

Each virtue kept its proper bound,

Nor trespassed on the other’s ground.

Nor fame nor censure they regarded;

They neither punished nor rewarded.

He cared not what the footmen did;

Her maids she neither praised nor chid;

So every servant took his course,

And, bad at first, they all grew worse.
Slothful disorder filled his stable,

And sluttish plenty decked her table.

Their beer was strong, their wine was port;
Their meal was large, their grace was short.
They gave the poor the remnant meat,

Just when it grew not fit to eat.

They paid the church and parish rate,

And took, but read not, the receipt,

For which they claimed their Sunday’s due
Of slumbering in an upper pew.

No man’s defects they sought to know,
So never made themselves a foe.

No man’s good deeds did they commend,
So never raised themselves a friend.

Nor cherished they relations poor,

That might decrease their present store.
Nor barn nor house did they repair:
That might oblige their future heir.
They neither added nor confounded;
They neither wanted nor abounded.
Each Christmas they accounts would clear;
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And wound their bottom round the year.
Nor tear nor smile did they employ

At news of public grief or joy.

When bells were rung and bonfires made,
If asked, they ne’er denied their aid;
Their jug was to the ringers carried,
Whoever either died or married.

Their billet at the fire was found,
Whoever was deposed or crowned.

Nor good, nor bad, nor fools, nor wise,

They would not learn, nor could advise.
Without love, hatred, joy, or fear,

They led—a kind of—as it were;

Nor wished, nor cared, nor laughed, nor cried.
And so they lived, and so they died.

EPIGRAM

“My Lord, there’s a christening,” the officer said;

“The gossips are ready, the cushions are laid.”

“What? Without my leave asked?” said the prelate, inlamed;
“Go lock up my font; let the infant be damned!”



Jonathan Swift

Dean Swift's persistent scatology pleases few moderns, besides D. H.
Lawrence. And much of his famous wit is cruel and repellent. I had
thought of printing his admired proposal for ending Ireland’s distresses
by fattening the surplus babies for food. But it is really painful.
Strange; the British, a squeamish and decorous race, love to jest about
cannibalism and seasickness. They overdo it, to our taste. No doubt
most humor has a core of horror, the bitters in the cocktail, the civet
in the sweet perfume. But Swift really puts in too much civet.

Of course, he was witty. Here are a few examples, relatively un-
familiar.

GOD’S REVENGE AGAINST PUNNING

Showing the Miserable Fates of Persons Addicted to This
Crying Sin, in Court and Town

Manifold have been the judgments, which heaven, from time to time,
for the chastisement of a sinful people, has inflicted on whole nations.
For when the degeneracy becomes common, ’tis but just the punish-
ment should be general. Of this kind, in our own unfortunate country,
was that destructive pestilence, whose mortality was so fatal, as to
sweep away, if Sir William Petty may be believed, five millions of
Christian souls, besides women and Jews.

Such also was that dreadful conflagration ensuing, in this famous
metropolis of London, which consumed, according to the computa-
tion of Sir Samuel Morland, one hundred thousand houses, not to men-
tion churches and stables.

Scarce had this unhappy nation recovered these funeste disasters,
when the abomination of playhouses rose up in the land; from hence
hath an inundation of obscenity flowed from the court and overspread
the kingdom; even infants disfigured the walls of holy temples with
exorbitant representations of the members of generation; nay, no
sooner had they learnt to spell, but they had wickedness enough to
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write the names thereof in large capitals: an enormity observed by
travellers to be found in no country but England.

But when whoring and popery were driven hence by the happy
Revolution, still the nation so greatly offended, that Socinianism,
Arianism, and Whistonism triumphed in our streets, and were in a
manner become universal.

And yet still, after all these visitations, it has pleased Heaven to visit
us with a contagion more epidemical, and of consequence more fatal:
this was foretold to us, first, by that unparalleled eclipse in 1714: sec-
ondly, by the dreadful coruscation in the air this present year: and
thirdly, by the nine comets seen at once over Soho Square, by Mrs.
Katharine Wadlington and others; a contagion that first crept in
among the first quality, descended to their footmen, and infused itself
into their ladies: I mean the woful practice of PUNNING. This does
occasion the corruption of our language, and therein of the word of
God translated into our language, which certainly every sober Chris-
tian must tremble at.

Now such is the enormity of this abomination, that our very nobles
not only commit punning over tea, and in taverns, but even on the
Lord’s day, and in the king’s chapel: therefore, to deter men from this
evil practice, I shall give some true and dreadful examples of God’s
revenge against punsters.

The right honourable ——, but it is not safe to insert the name of an
eminent nobleman in this paper, yet I will venture to say that such a
one has been seen; which is all we can say, considering the largeness of
his sleeves: this young nobleman was not only a flagitious punster him-
self, but was accessory to the punning of others, by consent, by provo-
cation, by connivance, and by defence of the evil committed; for which
the Lord mercifully spared his neck, but as a mark of reprobation
wryed his nose.

Another nobleman of great hopes, no less guilty of the same crime,
was made the punisher of himself with his own hand, in the loss of
five hundred pounds at box and dice; whereby this unfortunate young
gentleman incurred the heavy displeasure of his aged grandmother.

A third of no less illustrious extraction, for the same vice, was per-
mitted to fall into the hands of a Delilah, who may one day cut off his
curious hair and deliver him up to the Philistines.

Colonel F——, an ancient gentleman of grave deportment, gave in
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to this sin so early in his youth, that whenever his tongue endeavours
to speak common sense, he hesitates so, as not to be understood.

Thomas Pickle, gentleman, for the same crime banished to Minorca.

Muley Hamet, from a healthy and hopeful officer in the army,
turned a miserable invalid at Tilbury Fort.

—— Eustace, Esq., for the murder of much of the king’s English
in Ireland is quite deprived of his reason, and now remains a lively
instance of emptiness and vivacity.

Poor Daniel Button* for the same offence deprived of his wits.

One Samuel an Irishman, for his forward attempt to pun, was
stunted in his stature, and hath been visited all his life after with bulls
and blunders.

George Simmons, shoemaker at Turnstile in Holborn, was so given
to this custom, and did it with so much success, that his neighbours
gave out he was a wit. Which report coming among his creditors, no-
body would trust him; so that now he is a bankrupt, and his family
in a miserable condition. it

Divers eminent clergymen of the university of Cambridge, for hav-
ing propagated this vice, became great drunkards and Tories.

A Devonshire man of wit, for only saying in a jesting manner I get
up pun a horse, instantly fell down, and broke his snuff-box and neck,
and lost the horse.

“From which calamities, the Lord in his mercy defend us all, &c.
&c.” So prayeth the punless and pennyless J. Baker, knight.?

MARY THE COOK-MAID’S LETTER TO
DOCTOR SHERIDAN

Well; if ever 1 saw such another man, since my mother bound my
head,

You a gentleman! Marry come up, I wonder where you were bred?

I am sure such words do not become a man of your cloth,

1 The keeper of the celebrated Wits’ Coffee-house.
2 Sir James Baker was a noted gambler. Americans will do well to note that
“pun” is the colloquial pronunciation of “pound.”
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I would not give such language to a dog, faith and troth.

Yes, you called my master a knave. Fie, Mr. Sheridan, ’tis a shame

For a parson, who should know better things, to come out with such
a name.

Knave in your teeth, Mr. Sheridan, ’tis both a shame and a sin,

And the dean my master is an honester man than you and all your
kin:

He has more goodness in his little finger, than you have in your whole
body,

My master is a parsonable man, and not a spindle-shanked hoddy
doddy.

And now whereby I find you would fain make an excuse,

Because my master one day in anger called you goose.

Which, and I am sure I have been his servant four years since October,

And he never called me worse than sweetheart drunk or sober:

Not that I know his Reverence was ever concerned to my knowledge,

Though you and your come-rogues keep him out so late in your
College.

You say you will eat grass on his grave: a Christian eat grass!

Whereby you now confess yourself to be a goose or an ass:

But that’s as much as to say, that my master should die before ye,

Well, well, that’s as God pleases, and I don’t believe that’s a true story,

And so say I told you so, and you may go tell my master; what care I?

And I don’t care who knows it, 'tis all one to Mary.

Everybody knows, that I love to tell truth and shame the Devil,

I am but a poor servant, but I think gentlefolks should be civil.

Besides, you found fault with our vittles one day that you was here,

I remember it was upon a Tuesday, of all days in the year.

And Saunders the man says, you are always jesting and mocking,

Mary (said he, one day as I was mending my master’s stocking),

My master is so fond of that minister that keeps the school;

I thought my master a wise man, but that man makes him a fool.

Saunders, said I, I would rather than a quart of ale,

He would come into our kitchen, and I would pin a dishclout to his
tail.

And now I must go, and get Saunders to direct this letter,
For T write but a sad scrawl, but my sister Marget she writes better.
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Well, but I must run and make the bed before my master comes from
prayers,

And see now, it strikes ten, and I hear him coming upstairs:

Whereof I could say more to your verses, if I could write written hand,.

And so I remain in a civil way, your servant to command,

Mary

A COPY OF A COPY OF VERSES

From Thomas Sheridan, Clerk, to
George-Nim-Dan-Dean, Esq.

Written July 15, 1721, at night.

I'd have you t'’know, George, Dan, Dean, 'nd Nim,

That I've learn’d how verse t’compose trim,

Much better b’half th’n you, n’r you, n’r him,

And th’t I'd rid’cule their 'nd your flam-flim.

Ay b’t then, p’rhaps, says you, t’s a merry whim,

With ’bundance of mark’d notes i’th’rim.

So th’t I oughtn’t for t’be morose 'nd tlook grim,

Think n’t your ’p’stle put m'in a megrim;

Though 'n Rep’t’t’on Day, I ’ppear ver’ slim,

Th’ last bowl ’t Helsham’s did m’ head t’ swim,

So th’t I h’d man’ aches ’n *v’ry scrubb’d limb,

"Cause th’ top of th’ bowl I h’d oft us’d t* skim;

And b’sides D’lan swears th’t I h'd swall'w’d s’v’r’l brim—

Mers, 'nd that my vis’ge’s cov’r’d o’er with r’d pim—

Ples; m’r'o’er though m’ skull were (’s ’tisn’t) ’s strong’s tim—

Ber, ’t must have ach’d. Th’ clans of th’ ¢’llege Sanh’drim

Pres’nt the’r humbl’ and ’fect’nate respects; that’s t’ say, D’In’, *chlin,
P. Ludl, Dic’ St'wart, H’lsham, Capt’n P’rr Walmsl’, 'nd Long-
sh’nks Timm.



Richard Steele

SIR ROGER DE COVERLEY’S AMOURS

Tuesday, July 10, 1711
—Haerent infixi pectore vultus. [Virg. Aen. iv. ver. 4]
“Her looks were deep imprinted in his heart.”

In my first description of the company in which I pass most of my
time, it may be remembered that I mentioned a great affliction which
my friend Sir Roger had met with in his youth; which was no less
than a disappointment in love. It happened this evening, that we fell
into a very pleasing walk at a distance from his house. As soon as we
came into it, “It is,” quoth the good old man, looking round him with
a smile, “very hard, that any part of my land should be settled upon
one who has used me so ill as the perverse widow did; and yet I am
sure I could not see a sprig of any bough of this whole walk of trees,
but I should reflect upon her and her severity. She has certainly the
finest hand of any woman in the world. You are to know, this was
the place wherein I used to muse upon her: and by that custom I can
never come into it, but the same tender sentiments revive in my mind,
as if I had actually walked with that beautiful creature under these
shades. I have been fool enough to carve her name on the bark of
several of these trees; so unhappy is the condition of men in love, to
attempt the removing of their passion by the methods which serve only
to imprint it deeper. She has certamly the finest hand of any woman
in the world.”

Here followed a profound silence: and I was not displeased to ob-
serve my friend falling so naturally into a discourse, which I had ever
before taken notice he industriously avoided. After a very long pause,
he entered upon an account of this great circumstance in his life with
an air which I thought raised my idea of him above what I had ever
had before; and gave me the picture of that cheerful mind of his,
before it received that stroke which has ever since affected his words
and actions. But he went on as follows:

43
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“I came to my estate in my twenty-second year, and resolved to fol-
low the steps of the most worthy of my ancestors who have inhabited
this spot of earth before me, in all the methods of hospitality and good
neighbourhood, for the sake of my fame; and in country sports and
recreations, for the sake of my health. In my twenty-third year I was
obliged to serve as sheriff of the county; and in my servants, officers,
and whole equipage, indulged the pleasure of a young man (who did
not think ill of his own person) in taking that public occasion of shew-
ing my figure and behaviour to advantage. You may easily imagine to
yourself what appearance I made, who am pretty tall, ride well, and
was very well dressed, at the head of a whole county, with music
before me, a feather in my hat, and my horse well bitted. I can assure
you, I was not a little pleased with the kind looks and glances I had
from all the balconies and windows as I rode to the hall where the
assizes were held. But when I came there, a beautiful creature in a
widow’s habit sat in court to hear the event of a cause concerning her
dower. This commanding creature (who was born for the destruction
of all who beheld her) put.on such a resignation in her countenance,
and bore the whispers of all around the court with such a pretty un-
easiness, I warrant you, and then recovered herself from one eye to
another, until she was perfectly confused by meeting something so
wistful in all she encountered, that at last, with a murrain to her, she
cast her bewitching eye upon me. I no sooner met it but I bowed like a
great surprised booby; and knowing her cause to be the first which
came on, I cried like a captivated calf as I was, ‘Make way for the
defendant’s witnesses.” This sudden partiality made all the county
immediately see the sheriff also was become a slave to the fine widow.
During the time her cause was upon trial, she behaved herself, I war-
rant you, with such a deep attention to her business, took opportuni-
ties to have little billets handed to her counsel, then would be in such
a pretty confusion, occasioned, you must know, by acting before so
much company, that not only I but the whole court was prejudiced in
her favour; and all that the next heir to her husband had to urge, was
thought so groundless and frivolous, that when it came to her counsel
to reply, there was not half so much said as every one besides in the
court thought he could have urged to her advantage. You must under-
stand, Sir, this perverse woman is one of those unaccountable creatures
that secretly rejoice in the admiration of men, but indulge themselves
in no farther consequences. Hence it is that she has ever had a train
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of admirers, and she removes from her slaves in town to those in the
country, according to the seasons of the year. She is a reading lady,
and far gone in the pleasures of friendship. She is always accompanied
by a confidant, who is witness to her daily protestations against our
sex, and consequently a bar to her first steps towards love, upon the
strength of her own maxims and declarations.

“However, I must needs say, this accomplished mistress of mine has
distinguished me above the rest, and has been known to declare Sir
Roger de Coverley was the tamest and most humane of all the brutes
in the country. I was told she said so, by one who thought he rallied
me; but upon the strength of this slender encouragement of being
thought least detestable, I made new liveries, new-paired my coach-
horses, sent them all to town to be bitted, and taught to throw their
legs well, and move all together, before I pretended to cross the coun-
try, and wait upon her. As soon as I thought my retinue suitable to the
character of my fortune and youth, I set out from hence to make my
addresses. The particular skill of this lady has ever been to enflame
your wishes, and yet command respect. To make her mistress of this
art, she has a greater share of knowledge, wit, and good sense, than
is usual even among men of merit. Then she is beautiful beyond the
race of women. If you will not let her go on with a certain artifice
with her eyes, and the skill of beauty, she will arm herself with her
real charms, and strike you with admiration instead of desire. It is cer-
tain, that if you were to behold the whole woman, there is that dignity
in her aspect, that composure in her motion, that complacency in her
manner, that if her form makes you hope, her merit makes you fear.
But then again, she is such a desperate scholar, that no country gentle-
man can approach her without being a jest. As I was going to tell you,
when I came to her house I was admitted to her presence with great
civility; at the same time she placed herself to be first seen by me in
such an attitude, as I think you call the posture of a picture, that she
discovered new charms, and I at last came towards her with such an
awe as made me speechless. This she no sooner observed but she made
her advantage of it, and began a discourse to me concerning love and
honour, as they both are followed by pretenders, and the real votaries
to them. When she discussed these points in a discourse, which I
verily believe was as learned as the best philosopher in Europe could
possibly make, she asked me whether she was so happy as to fall in
with my sentiments on these important particulars. Her confidant sat
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by her, and upon my being in the last confusion and silence, this
malicious aid of hers, turning to her, says, ‘I am very glad to observe
Sir Roger pauses upon this subject, and seems resolved to deliver all
his sentiments upon the matter when he pleases to speak.” They both
kept their countenances, and after I had sat half an hour meditating
how to behave before such profound casuists, I rose up and took my
leave. Chance has since that time thrown me very often in her way,
and she as often has directed a discourse to me which I do not under-
stand. This barbarity has kept me ever at a distance from the most
beautiful object my eyes ever beheld. It is thus also she deals with all
mankind, and you must make love to her, as you would conquer the
sphinx, by posing her. But were she like other women, and that there
were any talking to her, how constant must the pleasure of that man
be, who would converse with a creature— But, after all, you may be
sure her heart is fixed on some one or other; and yet I have been
credibly informed—but who can believe half that is said! after she had
done speaking to me, she put her hand to her bosom, and adjusted
her tucker. Then she cast her eyes a little down, upon my beholding
her too earnestly. They say she sings excellently; her voice in her
ordinary speech has something in it inexpressibly sweet. You must
know I dined with her at a public table the day after I first saw her,
and she helped me to some tansy in the eye of all the gentlemen in the
county. She has certainly the finest hand of any woman in the world.
I can assure you, Sir, were you to behold her, you would be in the
same condition; for as her speech is music, her form is angelic. But
I find I grow irregular while I am talking of her; but indeed it would
be stupidity to be unconcerned at such perfection. Oh, the excellent
creature! she is as inimitable to all women, as she is inaccessible to all
men.”

I found my friend begin to rave, and insensibly led him towards the
house, that we might be joined by some other company; and am con-
vinced that the widow is the secret cause of all that inconsistency which
appears in some parts of my friend’s discourse; though he has so much
command of himself as not directly to mention her, yet according to
that of Martial, which one knows not how to render into English,
Dum tacet hanc loquitur. 1 shall end this paper with that whole epi-
gram, which represents with much humour my honest friend’s con-
dition:
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Quicquid agit Rufus, nihil est, nisi Naevia Rufo,
Si gaudet, s1 flet, si tacet, hanc loquitur;

Coenat, propinat, poscit, negat, annuit, una est
Naevia; si non sit Naevia, mutus erit.

Scriberet hesterna, patri cum luce salutem,
Naevia lux, inquit, Naevia numen ave.

[Epig. 1, 68.]

“Let Rufus weep, rejoice, stand, sit, or walk,
Still he can nothing but of Naevia talk;
Let him eat, drink, ask questions, or dispute,
Still he must speak of Naevia, or be mute.
He writ to his father, ending with this line,
‘I am, my lovely Naevia, ever thine.””

[From The Spectator]



John Gay

John Gay, author of The Beggar’s Opera, obviously always hummed
as he wrote. One should hum, or even sing, the work of authors who
hum as they write.

MOLLY MOG

Says my uncle: “I pray you, discover
What hath been the cause of your woes,
Why you pine and you whine like a lover?”

“I have seen Molly Mog of the Rose.”

“O nephew! Your grief is but folly!
In town you may find better prog;
Half a crown there will get you a Molly,
A Molly much better than Mog.”

“I know that by wits ’tis recited
That women at best are a clog,
But I'm not so easily frighted
From loving of sweet Molly Mog.

“The schoolboy’s desire is a play-day,
The schoolmaster’s joy is to flog;

The milkmaid’s delight is on May Day,
But mine is on sweet Molly Mog.

“Will-a-wisp leads the Trav’ler a-gadding
Thro’ ditch and thro’ quagmire and bog;
But no light can set me a-madding
Like the eyes of my sweet Molly Mog.

“For guineas in other men’s breeches
Your gamesters will palm and will cog;
But I envy them none of their riches

So I may win sweet Molly Mog.
48
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“The heart, when half wounded, is changing,
It here and there leaps like a frog;

But my heart can never be ranging,
"Tis so fixed upon sweet Molly Mog.

“I feel I'm in love to distraction,
My senses all lost in a fog;

And nothing can give satisfaction
But thinking of sweet Molly Mog.

“A letter when I am inditing,
Comes Cupid and gives me a jog,

And I fill all the paper with writing
Of nothing but sweet Molly Mog.

“If I would not give up the three Graces,
I wish I were hang’d like a dog,

And at Court all the drawing-room faces
For a glance of my sweet Molly Mog.

“Those faces want Nature and Spirit,
And seem as cut out of a log;

Juno, Venus, and Pallas’s merit
Unite in my sweet Molly Mog.

“Were Virgil alive with his Phillis,
And writing another eclogue,

Both his Phillis and fair Amaryllis
He'd give up for sweet Molly Mog.

“When she smiles on each guest, like her liquor,
Then jealousy sets me agog.

To be sure she’s a bit for the Vicar,
And so I shall lose Molly Mog.”



Alexander Pope

ON CERTAIN LADIES

When other fair ones to the shades go down,
Still Chloe, Flavia, Delia, stay in town:

Those ghosts of beauty wandering here reside,
And haunt the places where their honour died.

Isaac Bickerstaffe

AN EXPOSTULATION

When late I attempted your pity to move,
What made you so deaf to my prayers?
Perhaps it was right to dissemble your love,
But—why did you kick me downstairs?

50



James Boswell

SALLIES OF SAMUEL JOHNSON

A lady once asked him how he came to define Pastern the knee of a
horse: instead of making an elaborate defence, as she expected, he at
once answered, “Ignorance, Madam, pure ignorance.”

He said, “No man will be a sailor who has contrivance enough to
get himself into a jail: for being in a ship is being in a jail, with the
chance of being drowned.”

“When I was running about this town a very poor fellow, I was
a great arguer for the advantages of poverty; but I was, at the same
time, very sorry to be poor. Sir, all the arguments which are brought
to represent poverty as no evil, shew it to be evidently a great evil. You
never find people labouring to convince you that you may live very
happily upon a plentiful fortune.”

When I called upon Dr. Johnson next morning, I found him highly
satisfied with his colloquial prowess the preceding evening. “Well,
(said he,) we had good talk.” BosweLvL: “Yes, Sir; you tossed and gored
several persons.”

Lord Eldon (at that time Mr. John Scott) has the following
reminiscences of a visit of Dr. Johnson to Oxford:—"I had a walk in
New Inn Hall Garden with Dr. Johnson and Sir Robert Chambers
(Principal of the Hall). Sir Robert was gathering snails, and throwing
them over the wall into his neighbour’s garden. The Doctor reproached
him very roughly, and stated to him that this was unmannerly and
unneighbourly. “Sir,” said Sir Robert, “my neighbour is a Dissenter.”
“Oh!” said the Doctor, “if so, Chambers, toss away, toss away, as hard
as you can.”

[Note by George Birkbeck Hill]
51
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Our conversation turned on a variety of subjects. He thought por-
trait painting an improper employment for a woman. “Publick practice
of any art, (he observed,) and staring in men’s faces, is very indelicate
in a female.”

When I expressed an earnest wish for his remarks on Italy, he said,
“I do not see that I could make a book upon Italy; yet I should be
glad to get two hundred pounds, or five hundred pounds, by such a
work.” This shewed both that a journal of his Tour upon the Con-
tinent was not wholly out of his contemplation, and that he uniformly
adhered to that strange opinion, which his indolent disposition made
him utter: “No man but a blockhead ever wrote, except for money.”

He observed, that a gentleman of eminence in literature had got into

a bad style of poetry of late. “He puts (said he) a very common thing

in a strange dress till he does not know it himself, and thinks other

people do not know it.” BosweLL: “That is owing to his being so much
versant in old English poetry.” Jornson: “What is that to the purpose,

Sir? If I say a man is drunk, and you tell me that it is owing to his

taking much drink, the matter is not mended. No, Sir, — has

taken to an odd mode. For example; he’d write thus:
Hermit hoar, in solemn cell,
Wearing out life’s evening gray.
Gray evening is common enough! but evening gray he'd think fine—
Stay;—we’ll make out the stanza:
Hermit hoar, in solemn cell,
Wearing out life’s evening gray;
Smite thy bosom, sage, and tell,
What is bliss? and which the way?”

BosweLL: “But why smite his bosom, Sir?” Jounson: “Why, to shew
he was in earnest” (smiling).—He at an after period added the
following stanza:

Thus I spoke; and speaking sigh’d;
—Scarce repress’d the starting tear;—

When the smiling sage reply’d—
—Come, my lad, and drink some beer.

In our way, Johnson strongly expressed his love of driving fast in a
post-chaise. “If (said he) I had no duties, and no reference to futurity,
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I would spend my life in driving briskly in a post-chaise with a pretty
woman; but she should be one who could understand me, and would
add something to the conversation.”

I suggested a doubt, that if I were to reside in London, the exquisite
zest with which I relished it in occasional visits might go off, and I
might grow tired of it. Jounson: “Why, Sir, you find no man, at all
intellectual, who is willing to leave London. No, Sir, when a man is
tired of London, he is tired of life; for there is in London all that life
can afford.”

As he opened a note which his servant brought to him, he said,
“An odd thought strikes me: we shall receive no letters in the grave.”



Richard Brinsley Sheridan

THE CRITIC (Act II)

ScenE I: The Theatre, before the Curtain
(Enter DancLE, PurF, and SNEER)

Purr: No, no, sir; what Shakspeare says of actors may be better ap-
plied to the purpose of plays; they ought to be the abstract and
brief chronicles of the time. Therefore when history, and particu-
larly the history of our own country, furnishes anything like a case
in point, to the time in which an author writes, if he knows his
own interest, he will take advantage of it; so, sir, I call my tragedy
The Spanish Armada; and have laid the scene before Tilbury Fort.

S~EER: A most happy thought, certainly!

DancLe: Egad it was—I told you so. But pray now, I don’t understand
how you have contrived to introduce any love into it.

Purr: Love! oh, nothing so easy! for it is a received point among poets,
that where history gives you a good heroic outline for a play, you
may fill up with a little love at your own discretion: in doing
which, nine times out of ten, you only make up a deficiency in the
private history of the times. Now I rather think I have done this
with some succe<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>