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Thy Worst! I Fart at Theel

(Ben Jonson, The Alchemist, Act 1, Scene 1)

! Yes, this is a novel and by this point you should be well into the story. So much has happened already! The word
galore means “a lot,” so many, in fact, that it takes most readers fifteen or twenty minutes to get through all those
initial fizzles. What adventures you have had! As you continue to read, don’t ever forget—everything you read is
fictitious. It’s just a novel.



1 PREWAMBLE NP FUTHER PEPICHATIONS

My Dear Potential Partner/Reader,

The novel presently proposed is about a pseudo-scientist who, in the hopes of flourishing his new
science of Fartology, is writing a Concordance of Farts. The novel is approximately 180,000
words, and has twenty-five chapters, twenty-four interludes, and mentions the word fart, in one
way or another, 2043 times, hopefully the year of my death. It also has one very long
introduction, several endings and stories too numerous to count. The Concordance, which the
protagonist completes just in time for the end of the novel, contains 373 topic entries and 227
entries in the extensive Bibliography.

Your friend,

Slduve

Copyright 2022 by E. Sldve Prombles



WARNING:

The word Fart(0r some variation such as farts, farta, or farthingale) is represented in this book at
least 1700 times.? And then there are other words you don’t want to even think about!

WARNING:

The word Fart(or some variation such as farter, farthead, or farthingales) is represented in this
book at least 1832 times. And then there are other words you don’t want to even think about!

WARNING:

The word FarT(0r some variation such as fartface, fartist, or farther and farther) is represented in
this book at least 2024 times.® And then there are other words you don’t want to even think
about!

2 At last count, anyway.



3 And it’s repetition is growing! Arithmetically, multiplicatively, or exponentially? This, as yet, remains unknown.
Yet let it be known: you have been warned!



We begin with
Our Opening Benediction!

“Forgive e oun gas - pasdings as we forgive

((199:380))"

“Come on, in the name of God: I vow, by the burthen of St. Christopher, that I had rather undertake the fetching of a fart forth of
the belly of a dead ass than to draw out of you a positive and determinate resolution; yet shall | be sure at this time to have a
snatch at you, and get my claws all over you.”

-Rabelais ((Bk3Ch36))

“Blame no one other than yourself for graciously enticing thy belligerent breeze to blowth boldly
unto the boundaries of thy corruption.”

-E. Sloéve Promblés

EALLY, this is a book in which I transform

farts into indexes or fists that point
CJ)the way towards some marvelous book

that should be as familiar as Tom
Sawyer, as familiar as Hamlet, as familiar
as language (some more than others, but
"what can I say?"). I like books, and this
is none other than a book about books - other
books.

I think that the word "fart" strikes deep/low/
savage enough - complete with all its psychologi-
cal realms - to break a hole in the side of your
head to, in turn, release some of the pressure
and allow you to think again about something -
anything. And farting is as good a thing to
think about as any other thing and, glory be to
farts!, there are no experts on the subject -
not a single one! No one to intimidate you and
no one to tell you - "No, you are wrong!" And
unless that person shows you some pretty good
proof - shows you in a way that's simple and
doesn't leave you with any questions unanswered
(never an easy task - even if you're right,
'cause there's always some bastard out there
tellin' you you're wrong!) you are only left
with two alternatives. In one, you say, "Yes, I
am wrong and you are right because of the dif-
ference of our statures; I'm smaller." The other
choice is to say, "I am Truth. I am Right." Can
we really deal with either of these? Both are
insanity. But I claim a third way and I propose
to divulge a secret door to lead you to the free—
dom of Think City by just relaxing enough to sit
back a minute and to think of where you are:
house city country continent planet galaxy uni-
verse hyperuniverse as far as you can go; and
then close your eyes and travel through again.
After you are done with this you'll find (at
least I usually do) that you're probably up to
starting that book you've been meaning to read.
No?

(@0

And, now, get ready for...

4 Here, the first number references the book located in the bibliography, while the second number represents the
page number. Hence this quote was found in comedian Alan Sherman’s Rape of A.P.E. on page 380. If you are
reading this novel electronically, | recommend that you print out a copy of the bibliography for easy reference.



A Melodious Introduction!

WHY FARTS AND FARTING?
MY ARSEHOLE IS SMARTING!
! b5 Dh5 2hbQ¢ 9QwW9 .9 ¢19 {!ag9gX

I find nothing in fartology specifically comic. | recommend you follow suit. | laugh at none of
the material except when pervaded from a cosmic bastion. I then laugh uproariously at my
pretentions in perpetuating a Science of Fartology and my attempts to make a living from it, but
not any less than I chuckle, banter and guffaw at any other science or scholarity, pseudo or
otherwise. Indeed, each fartological “find” is like discovering a magical gem, and of course, |
consider some finds more precious than others. But my favorite “pearl” is the humorously
philosophical “joke” composed by G. Legman (za:858) in which he states: “None of the jokes
seem very funny to ordinary people. To fart-fanciers, however, they are apparently the acme of
ethereal humor and Aeolian delight.” And I feel extremely “ordinary” regardless of the fact that
my religiosity is akin to Blythe’s when he comments upon Sengai’s 18™"-century drawing,
reproduced as the front cover of Fee! Fie! Foe! Fum!, and assessed on pages 82-3 of that same
work. [See also SENGAIN the present work.]

Why farts and farting? Because it’s not yet dead.

Ultimately, my farting is no more than a colorful and versatile symbol capable of
encompassing an extraordinary wide range of human endeavors and emotions. As a writer | play
with such symbols by the implementation of my primary tool — words. The fart, due to its
euphemisms, slang and general suppression, has become an extremely useful symbol with which
to explore the alive & awesome beauty, the power & majesty, the antiquated history and lore of
words. The fart has also proved useful in the transmission of this knowledge of words and
without any loss of vitality.

Books, too, are an important tool of the writer, and the fart-symbol became useful to me upon
researching what others had written upon the subject. Through these I learned the magic of

5> Also, and more importantly, it is just as Jonathan Swift stated it to be in his The Benefits of Farting Explain’d. If |
remember, it was within a page or two of “book proper” that Swift said this: that farting “... promotes a fiee
circulation of intelligence...”



books, the mystery of libraries, the links between minds living and dead, immortality, and the
history and transmission of ideas. Again, all this can be passed atop the flying carpet of a fart.

My own writing becomes a tool to enter the plexus of mind universal. | transform evolution
and bend it towards my own aesthetic judgement. | help to create the world to my liking. My
tales become an artifact whose appearance and structure — regardless of the “words” or
“meaning” — are able to communicate non-verbal stories such as “what constitutes a novel?”
Today, “book-makers” are in a rut. Novels have to look like one another or else they are not
considered a novel. The fart helps people accept changes in the novel’s outer form, ephemerally
residing as a string of ones and zeroes inside a cloud, without inhibiting itself from the art-form
that created it. For you are reading a novel. A novel of zeros and ones.

The rules and forms and laws and traditions and conventions to which writers and publishers
must abide can all become tools of varying degrees with which a contemporary writer-artist can
mold fiction into reality. (Einstein has made the reverse equation obsolete!) Life and artistry
become one. The boundaries merge and become a part of the unity. Life is a creative process and
to live it is to create it. The fart has become a tool to show us how. Only one obstacle has been
placed before us and that obstacle is that flatulence is being denied!

The most obvious evidence pertaining to the denial of flatulence is accessible to anyone who
dares to visit their local bookstore. Boldly enter that establishment — you’ve got a purpose now
remember that — and keep your private eyes straight ahead of you as you totter towards the shelf
upon which they keep the fart books. Make a note: Is crepitus creeping? Nay! You will
hauntingly discover that there really aren’t very many published books upon the subject from
which to choose...

| pondered this literary lacuna and lamented. As an American | knew what my country truly
needed — no matter how extensively this need had been repressed into the back alleys of our
subconscious meanderings. And more importantly, | had what the devoted American citizen
wanted. Tired of the political “mud-slinging” and militaristic “bomb-droppings,” Americans
desired instead a spiritual rebirth, a transformation into the purity and diaphanous effluvia of an
ethereal afflatus. The fart-primordial was America’s answer and | was in a position to give it to
her!

And so it was written:

| have authored a book on the subject of famsl farting. In it | describe many attitudes
towards thefart in various cultures, its occurrerstdroughout the history of literature,
true historical anecdotes, what famous men such as Ben Franklin, Thomas Edison,
Salvador Dali and Mark Twain have had to say about themacig@much more.
Although the book is intended for the adult reader, it is not distasteful or obscene
(unless, of course, you found the opening line to this letter as such).

And indeed, the publishers did flock!

The desire to produce the book that would serve as the New American Bible forced the book
companies to bid higher and higher in hopes of gaining access to the controlling rights of such an
omnipotent project. My fellow fartologists and | were pleased. Palomitas de Maiz and |
confidently began drawing up plans for the world’s First Universal College of Fartology. The
pseudo-scientific community was in a tizzy! Fartology had finally moved into a position where it



might be possible to gain complete control over the amalgamated minds of all humanity. Hail
Crepitus!, Bel-Phegor’s begotten!

Alas! It first appeared to be a mere scritch across the fundament of heaven. A puny scrape
upon which a lingering light was found to be fluttering through. It twinkled and caused the tribes
to gather. “O Afflatus!” they cried in exaltation. The luminescence glowered. “O what hath God
wrought?” The keepers of the fartological archives possessed archaic descriptions of similar
occurrences, the knowing fartologists readied mankind for the attack. Thus, trumpets against
trumpets, the crepitological weaponry was directed at the point of the enemy’s prolation. The
“denial” began to descend:—the battle was begun.

Humanity puffed! And yet the thrust was not enough. The rumens of ungulates were
employed. But still the puritanical theophany was able to filter through the earth’s defensive
units and succeeded in usurping a position within the convoluted crevasses of mankind. Free
thought quickly dissipated and the stifled brains, now petrified, were shattered. Denial became
omnipresent. The fartologists, whose brains could not be overtaken, were unable to fart enough
to Save-the-Universe & America once again became the domain of an oppressive tide. The
pusillanimous publishers let brewer’s farts and fled. Their frightened redactions were unanimous;

Regretfully, the book on farts and farting proposed in your letter of August.@eally would not fit our
lists.

Sorry, not for us. Actually this has potential and probably would doviigsan agent.D 2 QG F ISy i K | 3¢
of God? Or of SatarESP

T espense te yowv letten of August 19™, the answen is that we den't feel yow bosk i tight feveww list. T
wndenstond frem C- M- that yew contacted them abeul the saume preject o shent while age, bul that they
had net vespended; she asked me to indicate thal they denw't feel iU ight gor them either.

Sounds like a fairly good idea. It has, however, (just to warn you) been done before both in written form
and (I believe) on records as well. We cannot publish a manuscript like this one — we never do! (Italics
added.)

Thanks for sniffing dshk® EUAOi A¢ JCHhE i OUAsuiugi@idsgded)+r hg M OCAr g ¢

- In response to yours of 9/2 please be advised that we would be
interested in seeing your manuscripts on farts and farting.

- Thank you for letting us see your manuscript Fee! Fie! Foe! Fum!

- Passages of your definitions are quite amusing regretfully the project
as a whole did not indicate to us that sufficient copies might be
marketed to warrant publication.

LQY adz2NE LQR Sye22é NBIFRAYy3 @2dzNJ a{ 2 ySevdrdl Ndnthsy 33 0 dzil
ago | unhappily had to reject another MS on this subject because my colleagues were not eager and our
alfSa YSy a&knéwRowlids8lidsuctiRaAbBok. Tlie other MS is not arranged alphabetically but
dealswith the medical, literary, linguistic, artistic, historical, and other aspects of flatulence. Good luck

with your project.



Thank you for the letter describing, with the aid of two sample pages, your rather
original work, it would be impossible for us to make a decision either way until we have
seen the entire manuscript; if you would care to send it on to me | shall see that one of
our editors gets a chan ce to read it.

And send it on | did, followed by several inquiries as to what decision was made and may |
please have my only manuscript returned. Yet | never heard from them again . . . finally |
received the following response which proved to be one of Fartology’s greatest successes:

We greatly enjoyed your query |l etter.

publish an excerpt from your query. Enclosed please find $5.

Fartology was heading for the big time! Yet no longer was there a publisher in sight, even
though the country was still seeking its salvation. A decision was made to publish the
fartological material with private funds. There proved to be very little difficulty in getting the
book printed. All it took was money. Pecuniae obediunt omnia.

And so Melodious Publications was born!

Now that the book was available to anyone with a six-dollar bill, there was discovered an
utterly fascinating second aspect to the denial of flatulence. It happened that there was no one
willing to buy the book for their own salvation. Nor was there anyone buying books for their
own personal entertainment or enjoyment. Instead there occurred the phenomenon we called
“passing the desire along.” Everybody, except those who actually could not tolerate the
knowledge that there existed such a book lurking within a fifty-foot radius (perhaps the most
interesting group of people I’ve ever encountered!), excitedly extrapolated about that “special
friend” who they claimed would most definitely benefit from such a book. Always this was due
to an extroverted proclivity these special friends frequently demonstrated towards the fart. Yet
little did these informers know that these “friends” had only moments ago divulged similar
secrets about the informers themselves!! And so whenever a book was actually sold, it was never
intended for the buyers themselves, but always as a gift for a “special friend” (though, I dare say,
the buyers sometimes peeked!).

The biggest surprise | received during the early days of evangelistic book-selling was the
difficulty of obtaining advertisers who were not opposed to having the words “farts and farting”
in amongst all of the other Anglo-Saxon utterances by which they conveyed their sundry
communiques. The best example is contained in the following letter:

Thank you for submitting your adTtne Empty Closdtnfortunately we cannot use it.

Frankly, yes, we do have obj ect(icmmmarsadt o
and since that is the whole subject of
that minor detail. Vét r ust you wi | | not take this
gas.

I was even more surprised when I realized that I wasn’t going to be able to get advertising
space in any of the college newspapers either, in fact the entire situation was beginning to make

Al t h

usi
t he
per s



me feel rather disreputable and maybe a bit repugnant, indeed, perhaps my expectations in this
area of poetic endeavors was placed a bit too high. You see, this is what | was asking them to
print:

“Of all the fart books out on the market foday ... this is one of the bestl”

E. Sl6ve Promblés asks: “What becomes of Brockport College students after they graduate?” The answer
is that some of them join religious cults that venerate the flatulating propensities.

“So join my new religion: FARTS & FARTING I 11
(where flatulence is denied).

The definitive book on the subject is on sale now!
It’s a new area of science
continually expanding.

Buy my books on farts and farting.

You won’t be disappointed.”

() Yes, I believe that Crepitus is the only true god.
() Available at the Lift-Bridge Bookstore — just ask Archie where he keeps the fart books!

() Now just think aboult it for a minute — who can you give this book to for Christmas?

You see, | was truly a naif when it comes to predicting the actions of those around me. |
actually believed that the rabble would grow interested in the Novel that | was daily creating
outside the boundaries of a book’s cover. My attempts to author a madcap tale printed on the
pages of time and as bizarre as | could make it was to be my fictitious hologram hovering in the
midst of reality! | never dreamed that my delirium would be nipped in the bud, nay, would be so
totally denied. They went so far as to refuse to print the “review” I had written to accompany the
ad. In fact — they didn’t want anything to do with me! And yet, in retrospect, |1 no longer blame
them.
Were you one of the lucky ones to have escently haded a sheet of paper which
toyour surpriseappead t o be an advertisement for the
the subject of farts and fartin§®e too! And just like you, | thought it was merely
someone’s warped idea of a joke. Boy was |
| di dnimett ohalwe much drinking | ast weekend
in Business Calculasvhat a bitch! So I had a little extra bread and | thoughtkhe’ | |
take a chance and see what this advertisement is all about. | oohdecheck to
MelodiousPu bl i cati ons (it’s | ocated right here

6 Two comments:

i) Fizzles Galore is not the only book in the world to devote itself entirely to the subject of farts and farting;
alas, nor is it the first.

ii)  The “lucky sheets of paper” refer to the hundreds of flyers my wife and I passed out amongst the Brockport
residents the day the book was finally brought back from the printers and released. From this endeavor |
received not a single order. And this is how | was eschewed in my very own village.

10



in the mailbox last Sdiay before going to the gym to do some more pupk. Believe it
or not, by Wednesday | had already received my new book inthelntelh t * s qui c k!

| whizzed open the envelope and immediately found myself face to face with a smiling
oriental boy in the center of a fiery red covide was obviously cutting the cheese. (By
reading the book | learned that the drawing was actually painted nearly two hundred
years ago by a Japanese artist named Se@yae)r t he boy’ s head was
FEE! FIE! FOE! FUMbcan fill in the rest} A DICTIONARY OF FARTOLOGY. And that is
exactly what it is .. and mor e!

Now | don’t want to give away the diabol i
appears to be a texttook used by a pseudoscientific cult that worships a god called
Crepitus. Crepitus happens t o bedhattultid Roman
looked upsome of the references in the/o-hundredor-so books listed in the
Bibliography. (The librarians at this school were real helpful in showing me how to use
the card catalog and pointing out where they keep all the books.) And you know what? |
found out thatthere really was a Roman god named Crepitus. And he realiyerxpsi
of farts and fartingWow! They cer t ai n | thatid Anmetican highesahodls y o u
or in collegeeither. But now I don’t know what to thin
Who are these people, the$artologiss as they call themselves, anyway? And who is
their leader E. Sléve Promblés?

The structure of the book i s.Aidheontainef a di
everything there is to know about farts and farting. Except one“tHihgpked high and

| ow but | ¢ oudfdgydinthefeil thaught dveryone and His brother

knew what & f qydis, b ut i f —yustask Archie over at theft-Bridge

Bookstore. He ' Il tell vya’

Al t hough | won’t tell you the plot, I owi |
not in this volume. At the end of the book
be a continuati on, | guess. Eventually it”

Melodious Questionnaire full of weird questiossme simple, some hard. If you answer
them the book claims that you get thinee wishes but you have to make them while

you pass gas. And both your answers and wishes will be published in the next volume, or
maybe the one after that. No kidding! Is that what Professor Promblés means by
audience participation?

Wel | i N ¢ o n c | UBidnGaaw; whether thdse faktologkst€re ahying Bkd at e
the Moonies, or what! Buf one thing’s for sure — they sure got a real good Bible for sale, I recommend you
buy one for yourself.”

Eventually the United States Postal Service, heroically bypassing Tristero, began to secretly
permit a few stouthearted hotspurs, implacable towards previous battles lost, to send mysterious

" This male, college-oriented, object, noted above, is wrong. fingy is in the book — this book. Can you find it?

82.

11



messages requesting my iconoclastic opprobrium to be mailed to them through the same service
that allowed their requests to seep through. Thus was the circumstance by which I received my
initial book order — and then — orders from all over the world.

People were desperate:

Yes! Pl ease rush me my very own FeeldglyroebFHurhsRallof . Pr o mb
hold my breath-and other noxious gasesauntil | am relieved upon receipt of the book.

Please rush my copy to me — it sounds like a real gas!

Please send me an unscented copy.

If such a request enclosed money, the opprobrium was forwarded immediately. The blame
was always placed on the person whose signature emblazoned the check. For example,

“Sparkle Plenty,
blame no one other than E. Sléve Promblés
for graciously enticing thy belligerent breeze to bloweth
boldly
unto the boundaries
of thy corruption.”

And who can blame me for such deceptive diversions? It wasn’t you who had Sergeant Poot
of the local police department posted outside your house! I glumly perceived this, all from my
high-writer’s tower.® I escaped just in the nick of time. ..

SECRET MESSAGE INTERLUDE

{KS YR KS FStt Ay t20S IyQ RSOARSR (2 YINNE |IyR a2 (K
they got a house and a car and some jobs and soon they hated their jobs and thought of ways to do the things they
really wanted todd®, well in order to do them they had to do jobs they hated and this made them unhappy and
confused about life and severy dayafter their jobs they laid together and found comfort in this but it yWa@

enough for these jobs were so horrible, especially hiis job was so horrible it caused severe headaches,

nausea, nightmares and nervous twitchasad he felt so bad for her that one day he made a plée plan was

this: hecollectedthe mosthorrendous smelling fart he could find (fratme behindof a certain paranoid Italian

who is a bit hard to encounter as she curses from the assiraddérom every poreof her body). He took this fart

and stuffed it into the filing cabinet containing the secret iofdlectedby the BrockporPoliceand compiledor

the FBI ssshhg itQ still a secret. When the chief of police namBdlly*! opened the cabinet that morning the

building shook and tremoredt was like an earthquake it was-smnihilating so!

9 At the time of the “investigation” I worked inside a soundproof octagonal widow’s wharf and through those eight
windows | was able to wonder at it all!

10 An American rock group, circa. 1970’s. Otherwise, it might be a typo.

1 Dolly Poot

12



END OF CODE

| traveled only by night. My livelihood was the selling of books in windy bars, the dreary late-
night patrons in their varietal states of inebriation were easily parted from their pelf, pending
only the chronically parsimonious. Never until the next morning, their drunken stupor sated, did
they become apprehensively aware of the opprobrium recently acquired, now crawling across
their low-pile polyester carpet. But, heh-heh, by then kaput! wast thou augustly absconding
author. Aye, ‘tis true, for by morning ... I had vanished! Yet:

Still another night, another tavern
And hungry naught was I,

I spied a bonny fartologist
She callipygously caught my eye.

I drifted over fragrantly
And entered her gate of horn,

And in the midst of erotic bliss
Out of her tail was born,

Due to a puff of noxious air
(its timing was rather regrettable)

It bounced on the bed, she sobbingly fled,
What she left behind her was a vegetable!

Now it’s a yar’ that she cannot help
But always to unravel,

If lucky you are in some such bar
Her cock’s lane thus to travel.

For still each time she joggling comes,
An identical tale is born,

Since simultaneously she’ll always fart
Out savory kernels of corn.

Bars are an abundant source from which to weed out numerous “true” anecdotal stories —
especially if you wish to obtain tales tending towards the somewhat indecorous. Fart stories, |
believe, have always been considered “somewhat indecorous.” By selling fart books in bars,
though often lacking monetary profit, I always came away with a notebook filled with some
barely decipherable scribblings, these were scribblings, comprised of lead, prescribing new
data—the name of a book, the date of a magazine, an ill-defined historical happening, etc.—and
happily, a good number of these illustrious anecdotes inhabited the fartological realm.

The poem above — its merits to be fondled, explored and marinated upon the demise of the
author — was gloriously extemporized upon receipt of a story collected by informants Gary

13



Stebick, Norma G. Drosky (now a woman of the cloth), and Michael Brown, who became either
a lawyer or a criminal — | cannot remember which. And so it was at a leisurely dinner inside a
local Pizza Hut that these the investigators were approached by a middle-aged drunk who, in the
midst of bragging of his much accumulated wealth (proven by the spontaneous purchase of three
beers) related to two of the three pairs of ears the following story:*2

My wife was away so | was in town doing a few errands. | stopped somewhere for a drink
and there | met a ladfriend, actually | hardly knew her, who was there doing pretty

much the same thing that | was. We got to talking and after a while we decided to get
somethingtoeatt don’t really remember what all we
corn-on-the-cob. A few more drirdand we were beginning to get rather cozy. As it

turned out | had no trouble getting her to go home with me. Back at my place | coaxed
her into bed and soon we were going at it when all of a sudden she let out this
tremendous fart! Well | thought accidents do occur, and who can really help such a thing
while baking in the furnace of passion, eh? Later, though, after she had kissed me good
bye and left, | sauntered back to the room where we had, you know, gottertdt on,

check out ouwet spot butonly to discover lying on the bed in the center of s

too-tinywetspot—a singlark er nel of cor n! | |l ooked at it
wheredo you thinkhatc ome from?” | ' m sure that 1t cou
such aniceg i r | ! It s a mystery. |l don’t think 1’
theresi tting in the middle of ... you know, i n

Choosing the vegetable as the motif-basis there does exist a variant story. It was related by
Henry Miller, I believe, in either Nexus or Plexus (Volumes 2 & 3 of The Rosy Crucifixion). |
learned about his one from the one and only person (Ithaca’s own Robert Patterson) who dared to
answer and return the Miraculous Melodious Questionnaire (MMQ).® Robert’s answer to
Question #14 (“What is your favorite fart joke? ”’) was answered thusly:

The one where one of Henry Miller's friend
and excited he pulls out aterdqgifinemembes a car
guess | 11 l ook it up) and says, “That, Mi
cock.” The poor woman is so nonplussed tha
the carrot.

2 Important Note: You see, the middle-aged drunk (primary-informant) could not be induced to tell-the-tale until
the woman (the entity called a “Norma” — one of those among the secondary-informants) left the room to plant a
sweet pea (i.e., micturate) due to the fact that her back teeth were floating.

13 Alas, Robert’s answers have been lost over the years, Since the writing of this introduction, over the past fifty or
so years, | have received a few other answers, though none a complete set, except for one. See MELODIOUS
QUESTIONNAIRE
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Other anecdotes stress the giving of awards for deeds well done or exemplary farting. For
example, there was the University of Wisconsin professor who won the Le Petomane Award for
his diligently kept data on bird temperatures. These were recorded daily after using his
investigative method of anal intromission with a thermometer. A SUNY at Stony Brook student
won the same award in 1970 for his farting excellence, no doubt during a Fart-In.

Often the flatulent transgressor received blows upon the upper arm, yet it would often vary as
to whether this was due to praise or punishment. Sammy Friedman of P.S. 89, Class 8-B, would
literally go from schoolmate to schoolmate with an inhalation at each posterior, while sustaining
a long sibilant sniff, whenever he detected a fart smell. Eventually the culprit would be found
and Sammy would stand hovering above the guilty one with the condemning point** of a bony
finger at the source of the emission. At this “point,” all of the other boys in the class would
punch the one who had committed the olfactory offense. Elsewhere such flagellation was the
award striven for in a contest entitled, “27 Salutes!” Here the first contestant to fart twenty-one
times was declared the winner and thus received a punch in the arm from each of the other
contestants as his prize. “Could you really fart that much?” I amazedly asked Sammy? “Well,
you gotta drink a lotta soda,” was my informant’s reply,

Another contest was fought out in the confines of a VW Bug. Two college students travelling
from Brockport to Brooklyn (a distance of nearly four-hundred miles) began counting their farts
in an endeavor to record how much gas it takes to drive such a distance. The teller of the tale
apparently felt that he was the winner. He proudly told me that, “It takes eighty-five farts to get
from here to New York City!” Yet his more economical roommate actually got much better
mileage. He made the trip on only 0.105 fpm’s (farts per mile).

In yet another VVolkswagen another college student unexpectedly got a sniff of the burning
god Avernus. The driver suddenly began to show some concern for the well-being of his vehicle.
He slowed the car down and worriedly asked, “Do you smell something burning?” The
passenger placed his head forward and took a deep whiff. Hoodwinked! His friend had merely
farted.

The final anecdote to be related here is a classic example of the Denial of Flatulence. It
involves the Diamond Match Company, a subdivision of Diamond International Corporation,
125 Paridon Street, P.O. Box 3093, Springfield, Massachusetts 01101.1° Don’t be shy—write
them a letter! I did.

Mrs. Robertson wished to have personalized matchbook covers printed for her demented
younger sister who occasionally put on cocktail parties at which both hosts and guests lit the
flammable gases emanating from the variety of behinds in attendance. The cover was to have
humorously stated:

“Come on Baby,
Light My Fart”

As a result, on November 25, 1981, Mrs. Robertson received the following letter:

14 Please refer to footnote #39 regarding this point.

15 This was a valid address in 1982 CE.
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Dear Mrs. Robertson:
We are holding from production and returning
your order because of the following reasons:

IMPRINT NOT ACCEPTABLE

Sincerely yours,
Jack Staff1é

Also enclosed were two advertisements, one was for a plastic Match Book Holder “your
Personalized Matches "— the ones they would not print — “Order today! Only $2.00.” The
second ad wanted her to Re-order additional matches (?) for only $4.00 and to buy
monogrammed playing cards with an identical imprint! Two decks for only $7.00. “It’s good to
have fresh cards handy. Get two decks of top quality...emblazoned with your own initials in
gold!” Freddy Archibald Reginald Thomas should take advantage of this order right away!

As you can readily see, the opponents of farts and farting are well equipped with the
appurtenances with which to divert the waves of even the most ardent fartological seeker. So as a
result of all this, this novel has been secretly developed as a weapon against all of the fart’s
oppressors. It is the only devise that non-fartologists can obtain with which to help farts-and-
farting regain its rightful place amongst the human domain. It declares that flatulence be stifled
no more!

Now then. Are you sure that you aren’t letting yourself be led into a mammoth and perverse
hoax? The novel you are now holding in your perspiringly-moist hands represents an awful lot
of mental anguish that has been dedicated to — and let us be frank — a rather insignificant puff of

air. Yet, as you read on, see if perhaps these sentences aren’t really about something else, too.
Hail Almighty Crepitus!

WHYFLATULENCE and FLATULATING?
MY PODEX IS PAINFULLY PULSATING!
ANDGUESS WHO WON’T E’RE BE THE SAME...

E. Sléve Promblés'’
December 1881
Brockport, New York

Whereupon, before even allowing the ink of his signature to thoroughly dry, Sl6ve redipped his
quill into his inkpot and hence began to scratch “Chapter 1: “A” (21 Awkward
Entries)...Aeolian Crepitations...”

16 Do you think that is the name of a real person?

" Don’t ever forget that Slve is just a character in a novel and what you have read so far and all that you are about
to read is just a made-up story—after all, if you remember, iz’s a novel! -ESP
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Chapter 1: “A” (21 Awkward?® Entries)

Note that 1 and it’s lowgrcasg a is rgpresented within this novel gractly 63,051 timegs. When capitalized it symbolizes the
farting stancg, with its two feet placed solidly upon the moist and murky ground. 1°

AEOLIAN CREPITATIONS

Franklin J. Meine (1896-1968), “editor” of Mark Twain’s 1601, Conversations As it was by the
Social Fireside in the Time of the Tutors, took his opportunity to adjoin his “Facetious
Footnotes” as a penultimate finale to this 1939 edition. Under his own heading entitled “Aeolian
Crepitation,” he presents in his unique fashion his own wealth of crepitational information and
beyond. I present it here, as introduction, to you in its full glory. As author of “The Universal
World Reference Encyclopedia, ” this man knows his stuff!

GAeolian Crepitatiords

But society had apparently degenerated sadly in motleres, and even in the era of
Elizabeth, for at an earlier date it was a serieusay, capital—offense to break wind in

the presence of majesty. The Emperor Claudius, hearing that one who had suppressed
the urge while paying him court had suffered greatly thereby, "intended to issue an edict,
allowing to all people the liberty of giving vent at table to any distension occasioned by
flatulence."

Martial, too (Book XII, Epigram LXXVII), tells of the embarrassment of one who broke
wind while praying in the Capitol:

"One day, while standing upright, addressing his prayers to Jupiter, Aethon farted in the Capitol.
Men laughed, but the Earter Father of the Gods, offended, condemned the guilty one to dine at
home for three nights. Since that time, miserable Aethon, when he wishes to enter the Capitol,
goes first to Paterclius' privies and farts ten or twenty times. Yet, in spite of this precautionary
crepitation, he salutes Jove with constricted buttocks."

Martial also (Book IV, Epigram LXXX), ridicules a woman who was subject to the habit,
saying:

18 | was watching this pretty girl on the YouTube, daydreams about her young thighs were kept at a minimal, who
told me how | need to put in lots of adjectives to make my stories sparkle and explode with spectacular (there’s my
adjective) imagery! So I thought I’d give it a try. I hope you like it.

19 You may be wondering why I would take the trouble to count the number of times each letter occurs in this novel,
a task that took many months to tally and then recount for accuracy. Letters never get the credit they deserve.
Without them, though, the whole novel would fall apart and crumble into the nothingness from whence it came.
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"Your Bassa, Fabullus, has always a child at her side, calling it her darling and her plaything;
and yet — more wonder — she does not care for children. What is the reason then. Bassa is apt
to fart. (For which she could blame the unsuspecting infant.)"

The tale is told, too, of a certain woman who performed an aeolian crepitation at a
dinner attended by the witty Monsignieur Dupanloup, Bishop of Orleans, and that when,
to cover up her lapse, she began to scrape her feet upon the floor, and to make similar
noises, the Bishop said:

"Do not trouble to find a rhyme, Madam!"

Nay, worthier names than those of any yet mentioned have discussed the matter.
Herodotus tells of one such which was the precursor to the fall of an empire and a
change of dynasty-that which Amasis discharges while on horseback, and bids the
envoy of Apries, King of Egypt, catch and dethadrto his royal master. Even the exact
manner and posture of Amasis, author of this insult, is described.

St. Augustine (The City of God, XIV :24) cites the instance of a man who could command
his reartrumpet to sound at will, which his learned commentator fortifies with the
example of one who could do so in tune!

Benjamin Franklin, in his "Letter to the Royal Academy of Brussels" has canvassed
suggested remedies for alleviating the stench attendant upon these discharges:

"My Prize Question therefore should be: To discover some Drug, wholesome and not
disagreeable, to be mixed with our common food, or sauces, that shall render the natural
discharges of Wind from our Bodies not only inoffensive, but agreeable as Perfumes.

... That this is not a Chimerical Project & altogether impossible, may appear from these
considerations. That we already have some knowledge of means capable of varying that smell.
He that dines on stale Flesh, especially with much Addition of Onions, shall be able to afford a
stink that no Company can tolerate; while he that has lived for some time on Vegetables only,
shall have that Breath so pure as to be insensible of the most delicate Noses; and if he can
manage so as to avoid the Report, he may anywhere give vent to his Griefs, unnoticed. But as
there are many to whom an entire Vegetable Diet would be inconvenient, & as a little quick Lime
thrown into a Jakes will correct the amazing Quantity of fetid Air arising from the vast Mass of
putrid Matter contained in such Places, and render it pleasing to the Smell, who knows but that
a little Powder of Lime (or some other equivalent) taken in our Food, or perhaps a Glass of Lime
Water drank at Dinner, may have the same Effect on the Air produced in and issuing from our
Bowels?"

One curious commentary on the text is that Elizabeth should be so fond of investigating
into the authorship of the exhalation in question, when she was inordinately fond of
strong and sweet perfumes; in fact, she was responsible for the tremendous increase in
importations of scents into England during her reign.
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"Ye boke of ye sieur Michael de Montaine”:

There is a curious admixture of error and misunderstanding in this part of the sketch. In
the first place, the story is borrowed from Montaigne, where it is told inaccurately, and
then further corrupted in the telling. It was not the good widows of Perigord who wore
the phallus upon their coifs; it was the young married women, of the district near
Montaigne's home, who paraded it to view upon their foreheads, as a symbol, says our
essayist,of the joy they derived therefronf'they became widows, they reversed its
position, and covered it up with the rest of their hedréss.

The "emperor" mentioned was not an emperor; he was Procolus, a native of Albengue,
on the Genoese coast, who, with Bonosus, led the unsuccessful rebellion in Gaul against
Emperor Probus. Even so keen a commentator as Cotton has failed to note the error.
The empress (Montaigne does not say "his empress") was Messalina, third wife of the
Emperor Claudius, who was uncle of Caligula and #tagtesr to Nero. Furthermore, in

her case the charge is that she copulated with twéigy in a single night, and not
twenty-two, as appears in the text. Montaigne is right in his statistics, if original sources
are correct, whereas the author erred in transcribing the incident.

As for Proculus, it has been noted that he was associated with Bonosus, who was as
renowned in the field of Bacchus as was Proculus in that of Venus (Gibbon, Decline and
Fall of the Roman Empire). The feat of Proculus is told in his own words, in Vopiscus,
(Hist. Augustine, p. 246) where he recounts having captured one hundred Sarmatian
virgins, and unmaidened ten of them in one night, together with the happenings
subsequent thereto.

Concerning Messalina, there appears to be no question but that she was a
nymphomaniac, and that, while Empress of Rome, she participated in some fearful
debaucheries. The question is what to believe, for much that we have heard about her is
almost certainly apocryphal.

The author from whom Montaigne took his facts isalterC Pliny, who, in his Natural
History, Book X, Chapter 83, says,

"Other animals become sated with veneral pleasures; man hardly knows any satiety. Messalina,
the wife of Claudius Caesar, thinking this a palm quite worthy of an empress, selected for the
purpose of deciding the question, one of the most notorious women who followed the profession
of a hired prostitute; and the empress outdid her, after continuous intercourse, night and day, at
the twenty-fifth embrace."

20 My emphasis. -ESP
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But Pliny, notwithstanding his great attainments, was often a retailer of stale gossip, and
in like case was Aurelius Victor, another writer who heaped much odium on her name.
Again, there is a great hiatus in the Annals of Tacitus, a true historian, at the period
covering the earlier days of the Empress; while Suetonius, bitter as he may be, is little
more than an anecdotist. Juvenal, another of her detractors, is a prejudiced witness, for
he started out to satirize female vice, and naturally aimed at high places. Dio also tells of
Messalina's misdeeds, but his work is under the same limitations as that of Suetonius.
Furthermore, none but Pliny mentions the excess under consideration.

However, where there is much smoke there must be a little fire,”and based upon the

superimposed testimony of the writers of the period, there appears little doubt but that
Messalina was a nymphomaniac, that she prostituted herself in the public stews, naked,
and with gilded nipples, and that she did actually marry her chief adulterer, Silius, while
Claudius was absent at Ostia, and that the wedding was consummated in the presence of
a concourse of witnesses. This Wasstraw that broke the camel's back.” Claudius hastened

back to Rome, Silius was dispatched, and Messalina, lacking {h@weitito destroy

herself, was killed when an officer ran a sword through her abdomen, just as it appeared
that Claudius was about to relent.

"Then spake ye damned windmill, Sir Walter"

Raleigh is thoroughly in character here; this observation is quite in keeping with the
general veracity of his account of his travels in Guiana, one of the most mendacious
accounts of adventure ever told. Naturally, the scholarly researches of Westermarck have
failed to discover this people; perhaps Lady Helen might best be protected among the
Jibaros of Ecuador, where the men marry when approaching forty. Ben Jonson in his
Conversations observed

"That Sr. W. Raughlye esteemed more of fame than of conscience."

“Ye Virgin Queene”

Grave historians have debated for centuries the pretensions of Elizabeth to the title, "The
Virgin Queen,” and it is utterly impossible to dispose of the issue in a note. However, the
weight of opinion appears to be in the negative. Many and great were the difficulties
attending the marriage of a Protestant princess in those troublous times, and Elizabeth
finally announced that she would become wedded to the English nation, and she wore a
ring in token thereof until her death. However, more or less open liaisons with Essex and
Leicester, as well as a host of lesser courtiers, her ardent temperament, and her
imperious temper, are indications that cannot be denied in determining any estimate
upon the point in question.
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Ben Jonson in his Conversations with William Drummond of Hawthornden says,

"Queen Elizabeth never saw herself after she became old in a true glass; they
painted her, and sometymes would vermillion her nose. She had allwayes about
Christmass evens set dice that threw sixes or five, and she knew not they were
other, to make her win and esteame herself fortunate. That she had a
membrana on her, which made her uncapable of man, though for her delight
she tried many. At the comming over of Monsieur, there was a French
Chirurgion who took in hand to cut it, yett fear stayed her, and his death."

It was a subject which again intrigued Clemens when he was abroad with W. H. Fisher,
whom Mark employed ttnose up" everything pertaining to Queen Elizabeth's manly
character.

"Boccaccio hath a story”

The author does not pay any great compliment to Raleigh's memory here. There is no
such tale in all Boccaccio. The nearest related incident forms the subject matter of
Dineo's noveithe fourth] of the First day of the Decameron.

Old Sr. Nicholas Throgmorton

The incident referred to appears to be Sir Nicholas Throgmorton's trial for complicity in the
attempt to make Lady Jane Grey Queen of England, a charge of which he was acquitted. This so
angered Queen Mary that she imprisoned him in the Tower, and fined the jurors from one to
two thousand pounds each. Her action terrified succeeding juries, so that Sir Nicholas's brother
was condemned on no stronger evidence than that which had failed to prevail before. While Sir
Nicholas's defense may have been brilliant, it must be admitted that the evidence was weak. He
was later released from the Tower, and under Elizabeth was one of a group of commissioners
sent by that princess into Scotland, to foment trouble with Mary, Queen of Scots. When the
attempt became known, Elizabeth repudiated the acts of her agents, but Sir Nicholas, having
anticipated this possibility, had sufficient foresight to secure endorsement of his plan by the
Council, and so outwitted Elizabeth, who was playing a two-faced role, and Cecil, one of the
greatest statesmen who ever held the post of principal minister.

Perhaps it was this incident to which the company referred, which might in part explain
Elizabeth's rejoinder. However, he had beestored to confidence ere this, and had
served as ambassador to France.

"To save his doter's maidenhedde"

Elizabeth Throckmorton (or Throgmorton), daughter of Sir Nicholas, was one of
Elizabeth's maids of honor. When it was learned that she had been debauched by Ra
leigh, Sir Walter was recalled from his command at sea by the Queen, and compelled to
marry the girl. This was nat that olde daie," @s the text has it, for it happened only eight

years before the date of this purporte@nversation,” when Elizabeth was sixty years old.
((136:58-65))
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Final Note from the Primary Novelist: from the first mention of the ambrosial Queen Elizabeth,
yes, from that point onward to the very end—I can read these paragraphs again-and-again and
gain more-and-more insights into the heave-n-I-y fartological realms. What a beautiful writer!
((156: taroughout)) | have no idea what my Uncle Franklin Julius is talking about most of the time,
but I’11 go with him anywhere and | always enjoy the ride!

AEOLUS

As “King of the Winds” the Greek god Aeolus ruled over the four lesser gods Boreas (north
wind), Zephyr (west wind), Notus (south wind) and Eurus (east wind). His home was on the
island of Aeolia.

AEROPHAGE

This is merely the medical term for air swallowing. It has not a great deal of interest for
fartology, but in the new and quickly developing science of Eructology (see ERUCTAJEt
becomes essential, otherwise “burping” or “belching” cannot occur. This and the few other
words taken from the eructologist’s jargon are included in our study because of their obvious
relatedness. ((153 & 185:165))

AFFIRMATIVE 1

“Does a bear fart in the woods?” ((60:78))

AFFIRMATIVE 2

“Does a fat dog fart?” ((“porky’s’ 1982))

AFFLATUS

“A divine imparting of knowledge by a supernatural or overmastering impulse.” ((talics added;
217@affatud) “Flatus” ((163:40)) is a well-known synonym for a fart; “afflatus” is literally an “act
of blowing or breathing on.” Afflatus has come to be equivalent with “spiritual inspiration” and
is a word found throughout the writings of the Priesthood of the Fartological Realms. ((77:113-9))

AGGRESSION AND FLATUS

Some mighty -fine insights , gleaned from The International Journal of Psycho -

Analysis , Vol. 12, 1931.
A Short Communication on Aggression and Flatysung chemist of twenty, an only
child, who is in analysis because of agoraphobia, amuses his colleagues by lighting the
expelled flatus in a darkened room in their dormitory. This mode of entertainment

usually terminates a competition of ‘break
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him the center of attention among them. He, too, estimates this play very highly because

he not only succeeds in producing sound and odor effects, as do the other colleagues,

but he creates real *‘fireworks.’” When he d
time, it resulted in an astounding effect. As the patient himself described it, his

colleagues flew all over the dark room, falling over each other, rolling with laughter, while

he stood in the center of the room triumphantly viewing and enjoying the situation. In

addition to the above form of breaking wind, his aggressiveness also finds expression in
the “dirty’ | anguage he frequently uses, w
replaces this swearing with words pertaining to sexual and anal m&eyeat

importance in this general entertainment is the reading of poems and stories dealing

with sexual and anal activities. Jieea | | it fdirty’ l'iteratur e;
usually the original products of the other colleagues. The patient never fails to make a

copy of them in his diary. Analysis revealed him to be of a rebellious, argumentative

nature, flaring up at the slightest provocation, previous to analysis he displayed a calm,

polite and amiable disposition, he cherished vivid and strong phantasies of omnipotence,

of leading and commanding others; these phantasies derive from an early identification

with his father. In flatulence, too, he identified himself with his father because it had

al ways been the father’'s prerogative to pr
discloses, to my knowledge, a hitherto undescribed mode of grading aggression through
flatulence; the flatus serves at the same time a high degree of narcissistic pleasure

through this evaluationrAS Lorand of New Yotk33:368)) [See alSGLATUS AND
AGGRESSIDN

AIR GULPING
Dr. Frederick Taylor, as we all well know, “judiciously says that flatulence...” We need not
repeat what it is that he has judiciously said, as it would be insulting to each of you to repeat
what we all already know. But the esteemed Dr. Wyllie, poor Taylor’s petulant protagonist,
unabashedly states that “after giving a luminous account of that flatulence, arising from the
fermentation of food, which | call ‘true gastric flatulence’ ... which, in other words, | believe to
be only the eructation of atmospheric air ... [justifiably] distinguishes three varieties of false
flatulence—(1) air gulping, (2) air swallowing, and (3), air suction.” Here, then, is Dr.
Crookshank’s elucidatory definition for (1) air gulping, interspersed with assorted and relevant
comments pertaining directly to the process.
Airgulping s a process by which air is introduc:¢
the tonguetip to the teeth, as in pronouncing the letter T, the cavity of the mouth and
pharynx being filled with air from the larynx, while shut off from the nares by elevation of
the palate, and from the larynx by closure of the glottis. Dr. Wyllie says that the air, while
thus shut off, is put under strong and sudden compression by elevation of the larynx and
the dorsum of the tongue, and under this pressureisrd i nt o t he ocesophac
entering with a slight noise. The subject then, making a slight expiratory effort with the
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glottis closed, puts pressure on the c@esoph
eructation. Or, if he choose, he can go on gulping the air till so much is introduced into

the esophagus that it finds its way into the stomach. The process can be repeated, and it

then seems as if loagpntinued eructations from the stomach are going on. This process

| have recognized clearly in myself and in others. But one point Dr. Wyllie overlooks: the
air in the mouth and pharynx is shut off f
the junction of the pharynx an'stronegsophagus.
compressionvoul d not be needed to drive the air

swal |l owing movement would suffice .. Now,
cases of flatulence can be explained away by degrading them to the level of habit actions
of this natur e .. maylcongnud)jasbas & neardtic child who teardsp i n g

eyetwitching because of conjunctival irritation may continue it as a tic long after the
primary source of irritation has been curéd9:18-9))

AIRY-ERPS

“Airy-airy-airy-erps!” are the childlike gurglings of borborygmi ((163:16)) and whose meaning
might easily be guessed at by observing the synonymous term: stomach farts. (informant:Lenna)
Apparently coined by Bill Cosby (but which one of his albums is it?) it has a sophisticated
onomatopoeticism about it. (Informant:LouKatz). “Rumble” is yet another term for this and includes
both audible and inaudible rumblings. Late 19™-century thru 20™. ((154:1255)

ALEXANDER AND FANNY

See TANGUY

AN ABBOT’S FART
Panurge had no sooner finished speaking than we heard a loud, piercing report in the air,
as if some mighty oak were splitting in two. Thereupon the neighbors said that the
bursting was over, and that this report had been his dézth

That reminded me of the Abbot of Chalbérs, who never deigned to rogéhis
chambermaids except in full canonicals. In his old age he was pestered by his relations
and friends to resign his Abbey. But he swore and protested that he, the Reverend

2L Though babies brought up by hand may suck in air through their bottles, and hand-reared calves are said by
veterinarians to become "hoven" in like manner, it is rather a rare accomplishment, like wagging one's ears, and not
really relevant to the present discussion. ((49:19))

22 Elsewhere: “to condescend to screw his servants nisi ponificalibus (or ‘frigglephuck’).”
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Father, would not take off his clothes until he went to bed, and that the last fart he would
bl ow woul d be7acthen:dsonbnpt ' s f art .

ANAL-EROTIC CHARACTER TRAITS

This happens to be the title of a paper on psycho-analysis located amongst the collected papers of
Ernest Jones in 1912. Jones was a Welsh neurologist-turned-psychoanalyst upon meeting
Sigmund Freud. The two would become a lifetime friends. Towards the end of Anal-Erotic
Character Traits Jones confesses to his readers that:

A little should be said, conclusionof a theme that has so far not been touched on here
-namely, the psychological derivatives of
the production of intestinal gas. | have devoted a monogregéys in Applied Psycho-

Analysis, 1923, Chapter VI11] to some aspects of the part played in art and religiotthis

complex, the manifestations of which are a good deal more extensive than might be
supposed. | have shovigahrbuch der Psychoanalyse, Bd. Iv. and v.] that in the unconscious

the idea of flatus forms important associations with a series of other ideas having similar
attribute, notably those of sound, light, odor, fire, breath, spettumder, thought,

mind, soul, music, poetrjit is noteworthy that the anal-erotic complex plays a part in relation to each
of the five arts, architecture, sculpture, painting, music, and poetry, as might have been expected from the
important contributions to aesthetics in general that is provided by the reaction-formation against anal

erotism.] and that a number of mental attitudes towards these ideas is influenced by the
association in question.do not propose to repeat these here, but will simply illustrate

them by a few exampleA. passion for propagandism of ideas and a belief in telepathy
[See Jahrbuch, Bd. Iv., S. 590, u. ff.; and also Hitschmann, Internat Zeitschr. f. drztl. Psychoanalyse, Jahrg.
i. S. 253] may be largely determined by this complex. So may an intense aversion for

alreadybreathed air, with a fanaticism for fresh air, a passionate interest in the sobject
breath control, and theonvictionthat breathing exercises affordpanacedor mental

and bodily illswith speech, quite apart from gross inhibitions like stuttering, the

influence of the associated flatus complex may extend into the finest details of syntax
and grammar; a man, for instance, who was habitually reticent in speech cherished the
ambition, which he very largely carried out, of being able so to construct his clauses, on a
very German model, as to expel all he might have to say in one massive but superbly

finished sentence that could be flung out complete and the whole matter done with.
((111:435-6))

If some of the dates given don’t make sense to you, that is because the 1912 book was updated,
with expanded comments, in 1961, and this is the text from which | am copying. I, personally,
was blown away upon learning about some mysterious force whereby “the manifestations of
which are a good deal more extensive.” That list for which the unconscious ideas of flatus
associates: light, fire, breath, thunder, mind and soul... Gads!
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ANNUNCIATION
“How could you overlook God’s fart in Mary’s ear: the ANNUNCIATION!?” (zegman: from a
letter dated 11-1-81) N.B.:

Seventeenth and ¥8century writers were also fond of a matching scatological fancy or

bit of medical folklore about the wind of farts, when restrained from their proper exit,

rising as a harmful gas to the brain and there issuing in the form of madness (teswit, th
book),[to wit, this book -Esp] with a further suggestion to the readers that the leaves of the
book, I f 1t displeased t hewn,spbe tihded gas two
originally have set to working if allowed proper exit. The relevance of this notion to male
motherhood isviathe infantile notion that impregnation is caused by intestinal gas,

which the father somehow ejects into the mother, in a way possibly conceived of as

similar to the cloacal intercourse of cocks and hens. Dr. Ernest Jones, in his great analytic
essay on “Salt,k” has courageously noted t
the Annunciation, in which the | obded e of t
by way of the ean(128v1:596))

The full story can be found in Ernest Jones’ ninety-eight page monograph, reprinted in Essays in
Applied Psycho-Analysis, 1923, Chapter VIII. ((110:261-359)) It can now be easily accessed via the
Internet.

ARABIAN NIGHTS
Amongst 1001 Arabian nights, we find crepitus creeping conspicuously into only three of them.
Stories that will never die, the three tales printed here (#408 contains only the relevant farts
parts) are completed with club-leader/editor Sir Richard Burton’s elucidating comments.

Now when it was the forty-seventh night...

She said, It hath reached me, O auspicious King, that when the young lady asked Zat al
Dawabhi, "By the truth of the Messiah, wittuwrestle with me or dosgou onlyjest?",

and she answeredYed, | will wrestle with thee in very deed" (Sharrkaglooking on

the while), the damsel cried, "Rise up for theifafiou havethe spunk to desd" When

the old woman heard this, she raged wétkceedingage, and her bodkair stood on

end like the bristles of a fretful hedgehog. Then she sprang to heafebihilst the
damselsatbeforeher, shesaid, "Now by the truth of the Messiah, | will not wrestle with
thee unless | be naked, Mistress whor®d' she loosed her petticeabusers and,

putting her hand under her clothes, tore them off her body; then twisted up a silken
kerchief into coreshape, girt it round hesaggingniddle and becameas she werga
scak-heackd Ifritah or a spotted snake. With this she inclined towards the damsel and
sai d, "Do thou as | have done. dofthemlandt hi s t
laughing at thdeldam's loathly semblance. So the damsel leisurely rose and, taking a
sash oftrackingramani passed it twice round h&iny waist, then she tucked up her
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trousers and displayed two calves of alabaster carrying a mound of crystal, smooth and
rounded, and a stomach which exhaled musk from its dimples, as it were a bed of
Nu'uman's anemones; and breasts like double pomegranates. Then the old woman leant
towards her, and the two laid hold either of eacid began to wrestlevhile Sharrkan
raised his head Heavenwards and prayed Allah that the belle might beat the beldam.
Presently the young womartgoeneath the old woman; and, gripping her waistth

with the left and circling her neck with the right hand, hoisted her off the ground with
both; whereupon the old woman strove to free herself and, in so doing fell on her back
arsiversywith her legs high in air and her hairy bush between them stymail

manifesty in the moonshine; furthermore she let fly two great farts: one of which blew
up the dust from the earth's fasehilethe other steamedtraightup to the gate of

Heaven. Sharrkan laughed till he fell back upon the ground. Then he arobarsydhis
fire-flame-and-sword weaponlooked right and left, but he saw no one save the old
woman sprawling on her back, and said to himself, "Henbgdvho named the€Lady

of Calamities! Verily thou knewest her prowess by her performance upon the others."
So he drew near them to hear what should pass between them. Then the young lady
went up to the old one and, throwing a wrapper of thin silk upon her nakedness, helped
her to don her clothes and made excuses saying, "O my ladylZawvahi, | intended

only to throw thee and not all this, but thou tried to twist out of my handgraseto

Allah for safety!The old woman refuseshswer, but rose in her shame and walked away
till out of sight, leaving the handmaids prostrate and pinianddughter with the fair
damsel standing amongst them.

NIGHT #395
JA’AFAR THE BARMECIDE AND THE OLD BADAWI

TheCaliph,Commander of the Faithful, HarunRschid, went out one day, with Abu
Ya’' Kub-cctohpamimn and J a&2aadfAburNowasieto tiBzalesente c i d e ,
where they fell in with an old man, propgainst hislonkey The Cal i mh bade

learn of him whence he come;3oa’ a$laed hi m, “ Whence comest
answered, “From Bassorah.” Quoth Ja’afar,
man replied, *“I go to seek medicine for my
sport with him,” Na thelgrashbeasdwd respahd \ery poarfymr , *
ret BulMRashi d rejoined, *“I1I charge thee on m
Thereupon Ja’ afar said to the Badawi, “If
thee, what wilt thou give me Iin return?” Q
kindness with what iIs better for thee than

2 This wealthy Persian prince, from a family-of-such-princes, has, through his own actions, come to represent a
person who offers benefits that are usually illusory and disappointing.
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|l end me an ear and | will give thee a pres
“What 1is that?” asked the Badawi; and Ja’ a
breaths and the like of sunbeams and the same of moonshine and as much-bgramp

mix them well together and let them lie in the wind three months. Then place them three
months in a mortar without a bottom and pound them to a fine powder and after

trituration set them in a cleft platter, and let it stand in the wind another three months;

after which use of this medicine three drachmas every night in thy sleep, and, Inshallah!
Thou shalt be healed and whole.” Now when
out to full |l ength on the donkey’s back an
“Take this fart in payment of thy prescrip
recovery, | will give thee a slagil, who shall serve thee in thy lifetime a service,

wherewith Allah shall cut short thy term; and when thou diest and the Lord hurrieth thy

soul to hell fire, she shall blacken thy face with her skite, of her mourning for thee, and
shall keen and beatbehaerrd,f anchea,t saa yfionogl, t‘hQ uf
the Commander of the Faithfidughed till he fell backward, and ordered the Badawi

three thousand silver pieces.

Of the fart, Burton had the following comment to make:

“The answer | sestatlse tatelofdvhahhappénadevhdm Araksis (who on
horseback) raised his |l eg, ‘broke wind and
Herod. li.,, 162But f or the full significance of the
Tale of Abu Hasann Ni ght #410. "7

And here is a scene occurring in the story of the 408" night in which...

When the Bhangater joined the masons he saw the Sultan and Wazir overseeing them;
and, as soon as the King sighted him, he o
thou also do work?” and said the other, *Y
and he continued toiling till hard upon noontide, at which time he remembered his slave

girl and forthright he bowed his head upon his bogmuoketwhere he kept her flower

and he sniffed thereat. The Wazi reasimgw hi m
of thy sniffing atheBhangeaterass war ¢ty PpPNBEemat o
However the Ministergpied him a secontime occupied in like guise and quoth he to

the Sultan, “Look, O King of the Age, at vy
pocket and smelling thereat.” “Haply,” res
somet hing he would | ook at.” However when
way he beheld the Bharesater sniffing and smelling at hisgket so he said tae

Wazir, “Wal | ahi! Verily this workman’s <ca
eyes upon him and they saw him again hitisghosesomewhat in his pouch and

smelling at it. The Wdzlingandche bowathhishedde r i |y t
toward his breast in order that he may sav
“By All ah, if he go on this way ‘tis a som
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have some cause to account for it; at any
the Wazir arose and dr awi ngodBwrgtimethau hi m as
fizzles thou smellest and sniffest at thy fizzlihggh e r eat answer ed t he wc
not thy tongue with these words seeing tho
Quot h t he Mthenisshe matter with e antthis case that thou art sniffing

deeplyat t hy pocket? And quoth the | abourer ..

And if you are truly interested in his answer you’ll have to find the story in your local library. At
the story’s end quoth Danyazad, “How sweet is thy story, O sister mine, and how enjoyable and
delectable!”

To this, Burton added another illustrative footnote:

“Alluding to the cexpoessphlenom&uueaiquat t hi b
ONXB LIA (i dza2*1&idw & noxcéptioh  the rule, except amongst travelers in

Tibet, where the wild onion, the only procurable greenstuff, produces an odour so rank

and fetid that men run away from their own crepitations. The subject is not savoury, yet

it has been copiously illustrated: | once dined at a London house whose nameless owner,

a noted bibliophile, especially $fF I O,%ad blacEkupon the drawing room table a

dozen books treating of the ‘Crepitus vent
the table, and opened the volumes, their faces were a study. For theYA@b: 4 Hd K Q

silent break wind. It is opposed4¥¥% & NA Ql oud fart and the vul g:

NIGHT #410
HOW ABU HASAN BRAKE WIND

They recount that in the City Kaukaban eYainan there was a man of the Fazil tribe

who had left Badawi life, and become a townsman for many years and was a merchant of
the most opulent merchants. His wife had deceased when both were young; and his
friends wereconstantly on him to marry again, ever quoting to him the words of the

poet,

G D2 32 dvédihedHforwidne draweth near: A wife is an almargond
T2NJ 0KS &SI Nw¢é

So being weary of contention, Abu Hasan entered into negotiations with the old women
who procure matches, and married a maid ticcCanopu® when he hangeth over the
seas of AHind.Abu Hasamade high festival therefor, bidding to the weddbanquet

both kith and kin, Olema and Fakirs; friends and foes and all his acquaintances of that

2 Essentially: “Everyone likes the smell of their own farts!”

%5 Canopus was the pilot of the ship of King Menelaus during the Trojan War.
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country-side. The whole house was thrown open to the feasting: there were rices of five
several colours, and sherbets of as many more; and kids stuffed with walnuts and
almonds and pistachios and a caoelt roasted whole. So they ate and drank and made
mirth and merriment; and the bride was displayed in her seven dresses and one more, to
the women, who could not take their eyes off her. At last, the bridegroom was
summoned to the chamber whehes new bride waawaiting him hethusrose, slowly

and with dignityfrom his divapandin so doing, for he was over full of meat and drink, lo
and behold! He let fly a fatboth great and terrible. Thereupon each guest turned to his
neighbor and talked aloud and made as though he had heard nothing, fearing for his life.
But a consuming fire was | it in Abu Hasan’
lieu of seeking the bridehamber, he went down to the houseurt and saddled his

mare and rode off, weeping bitterly, through the shado#night. In time he reached

the port ofLahej where he found a ship ready to sail for India; so he slipped on board and
made Calicut of Malabar. Here he met with many Arabs, especially Hazramis, who
recommended him to the King; and this King (who was a Fakir) trusted him and advanced
him to the captainship of his bodyiard. He remained ten years in all solace and delight

of life; at the end of which time he was seized with haie&ness; and the longing to

behold his native land wéigethat of a lover pining for his belovesh much so thate

came near to die of yearning desire. But his appointed day had not dawned; so, after
taking the first bath of health, he left the King without leave, and in due course landed at
Makalla of Hazramaut. Here he donned the rags of a religious man; and, in keeping his
name and case secret, fared for Kaukale home of his youtla-foot; enduring a

thousand hardships of hunger, thirst and fatigue; and braving a thousand dangers from
the lion, the snake and the Ghul. But when he drew near his old home, he looked down

upon the hills with brimming eyes, and sai
will wander about the outskirts, and hearken to the folk. Allah grant that my case not be
remembered by them!” He | istened carefully
chanced that, as he was sitting at the door of a hut, he heard the voice of a young girl
saying, “ O mybomtbedayefwhen ltwaslbbrn; foresuch an one of my
companions i s about to take an omen for me
born, O my daughter, on the very night whe
sooner heard these words than he rose up from the bench, and fled away saying to

hi mself, “Verily thy fart hath become a da

thepoetsaid®! & f2y3 & LIfvYa aKlFff AKATF.0" GKBd Fi:
never didhe ceasen travelling and voyagingntil hereturned to India; and therke
abode in selexile till he died; and the mercy of Allah be upon him!
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Burton again comments:

“This story is curious and ethnologically
has a mortal hatred to erepitus ventrisand were a bytander to laugh at its accidental
occurrence, he woul dindohor"® The samediethecustom d own a

amongst the Highlanders of Afghanistan, and its artificial regions are separated by a host
of tribes, Persians and Baloch, Sindis and Europeans. The raid ofilamitéc Arabs,

over the lands lying to the normast of them are almost forgotten; still there are traces,
and this may «weorsQuc@umeddse)t hem. ”

ARISTOPHANES
Avristophanes (b.445 BC), the early Greek dramatist who innovated the art by using satire, had no
qualms about making the wisdom of Socrates look like “farts in a gale wind.” (Actually, his use
of Socrates’ name was an (inaccurate?) symbol for the Sophistical logic then developing in
Athens. And Aristophanes’ play The Clouds (423 BC) was an attack on this logic. Within, a
student of Socrates wishes to prove his teacher’s greatness:
STUDENT: You haven't heard anything yet. W

STREPSI ADES: Oh, Il d | i ke that. Go on.

STUDENT: Well, it seems that Chairephon was asking Sokrates which of two theories he
held: that gnats tootled through their mouths or, in reverse, through their tails.

STREPSIADES (eagerly): Gosh. Go on. What was his theory about the gnat?

STUDENT: Attend. According to him, the intestinal tract of the gnat is of puny
proportions, and through this diminutive duct the gastric gas of the gnat is forced under
pressure down to the rump. At that point the compressed gases, as through a narrow
valve, escape with a whoosh, thereby causing the characteristic tootle or cry of the
flatulent gnat.

STREPSIADES: So the gnat has a bugle up its asst-@etsset mortals! What bowel
wisdom! Why, the man who has mastered the ass of the gnat could win an acquittal from
any court! (2:pg.19)

And when done extolling the farting gnat the student goes on to tell of Socrates’ bad luck for
which the undinist can explore for his own pleasure.

Later, to explain from whence the sound of thunder comes, we are told:

SOKRATES: The clouds are wadeked; they collide with each other and explode
because of the pressure.

% perhaps pundonor? Le., a “point of honor.”

31



STREPSI ADES: Yeah? And what’s your proof

SOKRATES: Why, take yourself as example. You know thatenetiite vendors sell at
the Panathenaia? How it gives you the cramps and your stomach starts to rumble?

STREPSIADES: Yes, by Apollo! | remember. What an awful feeling! You feel sick and your
belly churns and the fart rips loose like thunder. First just a gpapapaxthen
louder,pappaPAPAXapand finally like thundeBAPAPAPAXAPAXAPAXAPAXAapap

SOKRATES: Precisely. First think of the tiny fart that your intestines make. Then consider
the heavens: their infinite farting is thunder. For thunder and farting are, in principle, one
and the samey(17:35))

AROMATIC BOMB

This term quickly exploded into use and then just as quickly dissipated into almost total
obscurity less than one year later. Its debut was no doubt the morning of August 6, 1945 when
the entire world could not avoid but to become aware of “OUR FART!” ((Legman:11-1-81)), that is,
the atomic or nuclear bomb. At that time it became a favorite pun of army officers. Ha, ha! |
imagine today’s fart, the neutron bomb, should be considered an S.B.D. (silent but deadly)
bomb. In all cases, though, we lose. The related term, “stink-bomb,” though describing a fart is
usually regulated to an exclusive use in name-calling. In fact, it is one of the names that can be
used when mentioning those who insist on nuclear weapons as their playthings! ((154:982 & personal

communication))

ARS MUSICA

This is identical with the “bum-fiddle,” ((154:107 & 92:7)) both being euphemistic with the “one
blind eye and a stinking breath,” ((154:73,184)) more commonly known as the anus. Indeed,
without this apparatus there would exist no Science of Fartology as we know it today. For the
mellifluent tones attributed to the “ars musica” ((92:@ars & 154:17)) are the effluvia of our concern.
It was once a popular expression that extended from the late 1700’s and well into the 19"-
century. Or , as “one Who navigates the windward passage” ((154:960)) has so often exclaimed, the
“ars musica” was well extended.

ART (of Smell)

See EABOS, EDWARD R.

ASHANTI

Farting is known to cause embarrassment yet the embarrassment of this natural function among
the Ashanti tribe of African natives is so great that death is the only honor left to the farter. Capt.
R.S. Rattray furnishes us with an example:
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During the visit of a person of considerable importance, who was much beloved by the

loyal and generous Ashanti, the Chief and Elders of a remote province, in common with

many others, had come to do him honour. When it came to the turn of a certain old man

to be presented, in bending forward to do obeisance, he, unnoticed by all but his

immediate followers, inadvertently broke wind. Within an hour of the termination of the
ceremony he had gone and hanged himsel f. H
The universal comment in Ashanti among his fellow countrymen was that he had done

the only right thing under the circumstances. He could never have lived down the ridicule
which he might otherwise have incurréghdie ene ewuo a, fanyinamew(d' | f i1t be ¢
choice between disgrace and death, then death is prefefable 't was, i n fact
occasion which first made me familiar with a proverb which I later found to be universally
known in Ashanti.

To break windata) in public was, in Ashanti, considered a disgraceful act. Their traditions
record several cases not unlike the abaventioned more modern example. One of such

was the occasion on which a priestess of a Tano god from B. was dancing. She came
forward during the dance to kneel before Chief K.D. of M., and in doing so broke wind.

She was seized; her head was shaved; drums were beaten over her head to drive away

the spirit of her god; she was driven out of the priesthood, and made to give sheep to
purify the temple of god and the “pal ace”
happened to be eating together, and one br
upon that person’s head that he might be wu
the man were among friends and was well liked, the rest of the party might cover their
mouths with their hands and go outside that he might not see their laughter, because

they might fear that the man who had offended would go away and hang himself, should

he notice that the owdses)s were | aughing at
ASTOMI
There lives near the source of the river Ganges a nation of people called Astomi.

“They have no mouths; their bodies are rou

a down of either silk or cotton plucked from the leaves of trees. These people subsist
only by breathing and by the odors they inhale through the nostrils. They support
themselves upon neither meat nor drink; when they go upon a long journey they only
carry with them various odiferous roots and flowers, and wild apples, that they may not
be without something to smell d@But, tells us Plinyan odor, which is a little more
powerful than usual, easily destroys théimn(74:107-8 & 159:131-2))
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ATMOSPHERIC METHANE

“Both subtly and profoundly, the activities of life have affected the environment of our planet,”

tells us Carl Sagan, eminent American astronomer. And happily, he furnishes us with an example

which helps establish the universality of the emerging science of fartology. For a mere fart may

someday have to do away with “mereness” as our population and its survival needs expand.
“There seems to be a debate in the ecol ogi
methane. One source is methane bacteria, which live in swamps and marhsres
the term mar sh gas” to refer to methane.
bacteria is in the rumens of ungulates. There is at least one school of ecological thought
that believes that more methane is produced from the latter source than the former. This
means that bovine flatulencethe intimate intestinal activities of cows, reindeer,
elephants and elkis detectable over interplanetary distances, while the bulk of the
activities of mankind are invisible. We would not ordinarily consider the flatulence of
cattle as a dominant mani f e%dssas-dinon of | i fe

Fiowt Tnteuude

@I(‘jve, tired from his writing, the first chapter done, finished wi t h tidhe A8 s

finally i placed his writing instrument down . He looked at it as it lay flat upon his
polished-conglomerate writing table. The point of the  quill was no longer sharp and
had been sharpened so many times he did not know if it  could ever be properly
restored. He would have to p luck himself a new one tomorrow. And his inkwell was
low on dreams, too. Without replenishment, he would not be able to  dip and scrape
his fartological creations out of his brain and onto what goes for paper around here.
Writing his  Concordance of Farts was an important chore that needed to be done.
The information required coordination, it needed to become systemized into
something upon which others in the field would  then be able to organize themselves
around, so that the field of fartological endeavors could expand. He proofread it
twice and made a few augmentations and corrections . He then added more than one
footnote to explain wh atever he felt needed augmentation or clarification . But now,
certainly , th e  Adesd seemed right. He would try to avoid reviewing them  again
until he had gotten through a few more letters.  Only th en would he entertain

27 When adult cattle, in feeding, get portions of turnip arrested in the gullet, what is known as ‘choking’ supervenes.
The rumen becomes distended with air, and, unless relief be afforded, the animal speedily dies. A very usual plan of
treatment is to push the lump down with a probang... some Lowland farmers treat choking animals by using a gag
or bit which separates the jaws, and in the observation that some of these choking animals indulge in a kind of
eructation like that of the air gulpers. [See AIR GULPIN®}9:19))
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making any changes to the outer literary form his creation was presently taking ,
but for the time being he would stick with  the way it presently is. He hopes nothing
of real consequence will require changing. For he truly wishes to be done with this
aspect of his work. Writing could be entertaining at times and at its best he

becomes totally absorbed in the work. But most of the time he  is having to bring
himself back f rom a variety of daydreams. He longs to be back in the laboratory
creating the gases that pertain most directly to his livelihood. Just yesterday a box

of distensible India -rubber bags, one-and-three -quarters micro-furlongs in diameter ,
were secretly snuck in to the lab and were waiting , ever so quietly, to be employed in
a new series of experiments.

Wind! Thales said it was all water, Pythagoras said , no, i t nurabers. Prombles,

well, he says it & wind, mysterious , ambient wind. Air i what is air but wind.

Invisible yet forceful enough : if given the proper circumstances it will destroy. Yet it
also has the quality of gentleness, the sweet dangling caresses that elicit s love and a
mot her 6 s t Aimexistsrneide sirgl out. And it is spontaneously created |, like
everything in life, in the body, in the intestines. From there it can move up to the

heart yielding romance, desire and charity. When it reaches the brain it energ izes
our ability to think and when in excess, fires the imagination ! Imperceptibly it

filters out through the top of the head, spiraling along each hair to become
entwined, along with the Afflatus of the Soul, into the gaseousness of the Gods. This
is an ongoing process that allows for no discontinuities. Spirituality is connected to
the gas created within and , when pooted out the back, the air within is given that

extra pressure to surge upwards, and out through the skull, to rise ever higher,
perhaps even, while screeching Heavenwards , reaching, what? Sléve, through his
Science of Fartology, endeavors to find out what.

How, seventy-five percent of the way through the twentiet h-century, this Elixir

of the Gods is able to be produced, artificially, in the lab , thanks to the discoveries of
Professors L éared and Prombles . And that is where Sl 6ve truly wish esto befi
performing his experiments in his lab . But without the Concordance, how in the
world could he find the funding to maintain their experimentation s? Slove, Palo,
and Arthur Léaredi they talked deep into the night regarding their  shared yet
respective pursuits. He, Sléve, who perceived himself to be a leader in the field of
fartology fi was able to bring everyone with in the realm of fartological endeavors to
share in his mission. The Concordance! Gads! He drags himself from his latest
daydream and back to the task athand. Get t he BO0 s pamiseghinselfd h e
reward i an evening alone with his Indian -rubber micro-bags and his collection of
varied mustard s. One solitary night of experimentation and fun . Alone in the dank ,
steel-encrusted basement, with his expandable Indian poot-bags and the gut
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inspi red wind fueling his pseudo-scientific imagination all while stealthily sniffing
at his mustards! Such joy !

Chapter 2: “B)” (40 Bold Entries)

Notg that “B” symbolically repregsents the glistening Buttocks of Wondgr, a character you've get to meet, dripping with
delicate delight. The lgtter B or b appgears in this novel 12,936 timgs. The word “or” only occurs 2476 timgs which is
about 20% the number of B’s—19.14% to be gract.

BACK-DOOR TRUMPET

To toot upon the “back-door trumpet” ((154:23)) is to melodiously emit a fartuitous breaking of
wind. Thus we realize that this important instrument is none other than the anus. We may further
note that rather than “blowing one’s own trumpet” ((154:45@pelr)) an occasional dainty person
might prefer to “ring one’s own bell,” ((154:45)) thereby softening the blow. To operate all such
instruments it is necessary to “wind one’s horn ( = to break wind; C. 18-mid-19"") and as with all
musical endeavors, be articulate! As a variant of “ars musica,” the “back-door trumpet” seems
to have replaced it and has succeeded in surviving to this day.

BARTH, JOHN (1930- )

John Barth is one of America’s truly great contemporary writers. Upon reading his works it

became clear to me that his knowledge and exploration in fartology was not lacking. Two quotes

from his first novel, The Floating Opera, illustrate his artistic insights into the fartician’s

concern.
“Ol factory pleasures being no more absol ut
would do well to outgrow conventional odjudgements, for a vast number of
worthwhile smells await the unbiased nose. It is a meager standard that will call perverse

that seeker of wisdom who, his toenails pl
((23:206))

“Then, on t heMofle37, pur Mre. take) who &s a fulé is a model of
decorum, came sweating decorously into my office with a paper cup of coffee for me, set
it decorously on my desk, accepted my thanks, dropped a handkerchief on the floor as

she turned to leave, bent decorously down to retrieve it, and most undatmutily most
indecorously- broke wind, virtually in my coffee.
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“‘Oh,excusane! ' she gasped, and blushed, and f|
the humid air, itolled, it wisped; it miscegenated with the smoke of my cigar, caressed
the beading oil on the skin of my nose, lay obscenely on the flat of my desk, among my
briefs and papers. It was everywhere, but | had learned, even then, to live with nature
and my fellow ani mal s. I di dn’ t flinch; I
regardedmy or acul ar wal |l , (e&msd t hi s time fruitf:!

This seems an appropriate place to insert a poem written by another connoisseur of the “olfactory
pleasures,” the English poet Samuel Tyler Coleridge?® (1772-1834):

In K6hin, a town of monks and bones,
And pavements fang'd with murderous stones
And rags, and hags, and hideous wenches;
| counted two and seventy stenches,
All well defined, and several stinks!
Ye Nymphs that reign o'er sewers and sinks,
The river Rhine, it is well known,
Doth wash your city of Cologne;
But tell me, Nymphs, what power divine
Shall henceforth wash the river Rhine?

But Barth’s fartological skills blossom most wonderfully in his Sot-Weed Factor (1960) with the
following two scenes, the first of which can be found in Chapter 21.

While thus he lay debating, his valet, though asleep, was by no means at rest. His innards
commenced to growl and snarl like beagles at a grounded fox; the hominy and cider in
him foamed and effervesced; anon there came salutes to the rising moon, and the
bedchamber filled with the perfume of ferment. The author of these delights snored
roundly, but his master was not so fortunate; indeed, he had at length to flee the room,
ears ringing, head-spin, and the smart of bumbolts in his eyea:341))

The second scene, located at the end of chapter twenty-six, involves a wager to a rhyming
contest:

“Let us wager the ride of our mount, if vy
rhymethe line | give you, yomustwalkfrom here toCambridgderry; ifyouc an, ‘' ti s |
shall wal k. Done?”

“Well wagered,” says the other, “and | "I 1
but wal k behind old Roan there, that ever

add aspicet o t he winner’'s victory!”

“Donagreett he poet . Observadadei maseowhs fl atul en

28 Coleridge appears also to have been a prototype environmentalist.
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Buringpamemodded, “’ Ti s her acdkramwiodndssfyhe ar s, -
ar se daffictane’'edrder | ady . sro’'sheat, hathycoolRerot i a, who
occasion

The contest begins and Ebenezer asks his traveling companion to find a one-syllable rhyme to
the word month, no lisping or Hudibrastics allowed. Ebenezer Cooke (1665-1732), Poet Laureate
of Colonial Maryland, believes no one is able to find a suitable rhyme and thus he is guaranteed
to win the contest.

Ebenezer halted, as did Burlingame and the roan. The two men regarded each other

warily.

“No matter,” Ebenezer ventured “The trial
“Ah Srieayreatt Bur | i ngame | aughmedbutbepinlne i s do
Down with you, now!"”

“Bonth, ” Ebenezemepenttlesltesds di smounting. *“°
is’t? What doth it signify?”

“Tut” said Burlingame, remounting his you
significance, thanth. | . r et alobthiswie abjectbfas ahdt he
match objects of verbs are substantives; substantives are words. Get thee behind yon
roant!’?’

Ebenezer sighed, Burlingame laughed aloud, the roan mare once again broke wind,
and on went the travelers towawshos-Hambr i dge

BASSOON

We are told that the bassoon is the “farting instrument” of the orchestra. ((128v2:872)) This
becomes evident in Hector Berlioz’s Symphonie Fantastique and even more so in Richard
Strauss’ Till Eulenspiegel’s Merry Pranks. Both symphonic fantasies hang their protagonists at
the pieces’ climax and true to life, they both lose control...For musical connoisseurs only.

For those preferring rock-and-roll, consider the bassoon work in Frank Zappa’s Dead Girls of
London as the girls sit down for a meal of English Beans on Toast.

BATHROOM
Discovered amongst my papers was a pink “while you were out” office memo (these were
omnipresent before the advent of emails) that had the following scrawled, in an unknow
handwriting, across it in blue pen:

Bathroom: a flatulation statiofqinformant: ThePhantom)
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BATHTUBS

It has been related to me that a) there is a class of people who fart in bathtubs and bite the
bubbles; they are sometimes called “snorkles” ((128v2:874)) and b) something about Polish bubble
baths? (Personal communication) (See also BEER

BATTLE OF THUNDERBLOW: THE GREAT CREPITATION CONTEST OF 1946

This is the name of a novelty record that was produced by Canadian sports announcer Sydney S.
Brown and producer Jules Lipton allegedly on May 11, 1946. Both were then associated with the
Canadian Broadcasting Corporation. I can only imagine the two of them sneaking in at night to
clandestinely use the equipment available to them. It is a play-by-play account of the flatulating
battle of the year between present champion Lord Windesmear from the British Empire and his
challenger Paul Boomer from down-under Australia. It begins with great gusto and enthusiasm, a

tone that is maintained throughout:
“How do you do, ladies and gentlemen. It is our privilege fo bring you at this time of night an eyewitness
report of the first infernational crepitation contest. We are speaking to you from the ringside of the great
Maple Leaf Auditorium which is packed fo the rafters with spectators eager and curious.”

The entire 15 minute, 7 second?® recording can be easily found on the Internet Archive site as
well as on YouTube. You can hear the audience’s anticipation in the background while the
announcer provides biographical information and radio-interviews each of the contestants. And
then like magic there is the ringing of the starting bell, bringing both contestants to the farting
post to present to the spectators their first efforts.

Recorded in Toronto at “Red” Foster’s Studios on Alcorn Avenue, it somehow made an escape
from the studio where it was intended only as an in-house joke. Not being copyrighted, and no
one ever coming forward to conclusively claim ownership of the piece, it has been reproduced on
many labels at various times. Here is a pictorial sampling:

\ THE PRIGINAL ‘ i
CREPITATION CONTEST
:{ I

J e

I haven’t bothered to discover the specifics regarding each recording and the history of the way it
has passed through American pop party culture — | leave that for future scholars to pursue. Nor
will | provide you with the winner or the startling circumstance by which it was won. What is
important for the present work is a listing of new terms, not located or defined elsewhere in this
musty tomb, but whose meaning can be ascertained by a careful listening of the original
broadcast. Here the terms are emitted in the order in which they floated past me: (1) farting post,
(2) fenétre de brise, (3) zephyr window, (4) triple-flutterblast, (5) fudgy fart, (6) flooper, (7)

2That is, according to m{976 Patek Philippe Nautilus watch, whose accuracy is questionable.
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follow-up flooper, (8) ploop, (9) blown out, (10) freep, (11) plotching, (12) sistler, (13) fragrant
fudgies (pl.), (14) plotcher, (15) a thunder’s break, (16) trillblow, (17) single-flutterblast. There
will be quiz on these new terms on Monday. Please come to class prepared!

There exists more than one version of this contest, including a hi-fi version narrated by Les
Fosby on Glick Records that includes the same script but with an extended finale. There is also a
rematch version between Paul Boomer and Lord Windesmear that includes a number of women
contestants as well. Unfortunately I have lost my notes upon which | jotted a bunch more

information, but all | can find after all these years are the recordings themselves.
(Informant:Dr.Demento)

BAWDY BALLADS

Indeed, the fart finds a place within the arsenal of the creative bawdy lyricist (Wheesht! Who are
these people?). But alas, it is usually relegated to but a single verse amongst many. | have here
excerpted the relevant verses of numerous songs. (See also GREAT FARTING CONJEST.

From “Poor Little Angeline” (for tune see Oscar Brand Baudy Western Songs Vol. 6)
((214:Song#8,Verse#13))

“He gave a start and let out a fart,

Strong enough to blow the bars apatrt,

And he ran | i ke shit, *‘cause the Squire
Poor Little Angeline.”

From “Aubade for the Shithouse” (tune unknown) ((214:Song#15,Verse#5))

“But tranquility pursues his art
Or rocks the building with a fart."”

From “The Happy Family” (Air: Deutschland Uber Alles) ((214:Song#16,Verse#2))

“Bill the baby’s no exception,
For he’'s always having fits;
Every time he laughs he vomits,

Every time hefartsh e shi ts.”

From “The Ball of Kerrimuir” (tune supplied in 214) ((214:Song#21,Verse#5 & 144:40,Verse#40))

“The | ocal sweepy was there,

A really filthy brute,

And every time he farted,

He covered ‘“em all with soot."”

“The village i1 diot he was there,

A-leaning on the gate,
He couldna find a **** [I don’t know what **** stands for, pail perhaps, or hose?]
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So he had to fl atul ate.”

From “Ollie, Ollie, Ollie” (entire song; tune unknown) ((214:Song46, All Verses))

“Ollie, Ollie, OlIlie,

With his balls on a trolley

And his cock tied up with a string,

Sitting on the grass,

With a bugle up his arse,

Trying to play, “The King'"’

From “The Harlot of Jerusalem” (tune unknown) ((214:Song#49Verse#18 & 144:78, Verse#20))

“The wily strumpet knew her part,
She pissed her cunt and blew a fart,
And broke the Onanite apart, [An onanite is a masturbator.]
With stinks of Old Jerusal em!”
“Cat husal em s h e [CdtubalenWwssalar@alémharfptd ' T
She closed her **** and blew a fart[Again, **** could mean almost anything!]
That sent him flying like a dart,
Right over old Jerusal em.

From “Life Presents a Dismal Picture” (tune unknown) ((144:101,Verses#6&7))

“Yet we arheartedpt br oken

Neither are we up the spout,

Aunty Mabel has just farted,

Bl own her **** hngd~exisdovidudythedrse] out . "
“Even now the baby’s started,

Having epileptic fits,

Every time it coughs it spews,

Every time it f\&hdtidafse-letierd swed wordthadt rifymes With fits?]

From “Nelly Cartwright” (tune unknown) ((144:113,Chorus))

“Oh, the moon shines down

on Nelly Cartwright,

She couldn’t fart right,

her **** was airtight, [Stumped again! In fact the whole song confuses me!]
And although she tried

she couldn’t start roi
With a knife she’ d wa
Promi sed Land.

ght
tch her
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From “Sweet Violets” (tune unknown) ((144:132,Verse#5))

“There was a professional farter
Who could flatulate ballads and airs,
He could poop out the Moonlight Sonata
And accompany musical chairs, singing
Sweet Violets..

From “The Darby Ram” ((51:17,Verse#3))

“The | egs upon this monster,
They grew so far apart,
That all of the girls in Darbytown, [Darbytown is northeast of Scranton.]

Coul d hear him when he fart.?"

From “Ditties” (to the tune of “Turkey in the Straw”) ((51:101))

“Oh, the moon shone bright on the nippl
As she went to the outhouse to take a little shit,

But her ass gave a grunt and she shit on the floor,

And the smell of her farts drove the ca

BEANS

Everybody knows what eating beans is supposed to do, fartologically speaking. The increase in
the fartician’s ability occurs about four hours after the intake of these flatulent producers. Yet did
you know that some beans work more efficiently than others? Dr. Louis B. Rockland of the
Western Regional Research Laboratory of the U.S. Dept. of Agriculture has found out the levels
of gas production for ten kinds of beans and has listed them in decreasing order: #1 produces the
most gas, #10 the least. ((216:386))

=

Soybeans

Pink Beans

Black Beans

Pinto Beans

California Small White Beans
Great Northern Beans

Lima Beans (baby)
Garbanzos

. Lima Beans (larger)
10.Blackeyes

©o N~ wWDN
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For those health food advocates who insist on the use of soybeans it should be stated that
cooking soybeans with an equal amount of rice eliminates two-thirds of the flatulence as well as
increasing the amount of useable protein.

Probably more important than any of the above information is this youthful advertisement for the
virtuosity of the bean:

Beans, beans, the musical fruit

The more yowat, the more you toot

The more you toot, the better you feel

We should have beans at every meaks:37s))

BEANS — THE SONG

There are a few songs floating around that deal with the topic of beans. One of them, written by
Woody Burch, of whom I was unable to learn more, is called “Beans, Beans” by some, but
before all else, was just Beans. Originally made available on a 78 rpm, my guess being in the late
1940’s or early 1950’s for untenable reasons not shared here, has written upon its bright yellow
label the following: “Funnygraf to Make You Laugh. FF-1B, 2:43. Princess Publications
SESAC. BEANS (Woody Burch) THREE SHIF’LESS SKONKS. 1”1 do not know if the “Three
Shif’less Skonks” is the name of the band playing Beans, or a new rendition of the old Ted
Weems song. Regardless of the mystery surrounding the origins of the Beans, Beans song, here
are the lyrics in their entirety.

Now butter beans and navy beans are fine, you will agree,

Or blackeyed peas and pinto beans, they all taste good to me.
I've never had enough of them, and | guess | never will,

| eat so many beans they make bathe in chlorophyll.

Oh beans, beans, | love my beatetter than chicken or turnip greens!

| went to see my girl last night, that girl is really smart.

She knows that through my stomach, is a shortcut to my heart.
She cooked a pot of beans for me and | had quite a snack,

As soon as | got up | blew the shirt right off my back!

Oh, beans, beans, | love my beatetter than chicken or turnip greens!
One evening was playing poothwsome of my old gang,

Down at the corner billiard parlor where the boys all hang.

| looked around and sneaked one out, just as an airplane passed,

"My God!,"they yelledh I &+ NJ K& &dF NISRH 2 SQNB | f f

Oh beans, beans, | love my bearetter than chicken or turnip greens!
| had some beans for dinner, then | went to see a show,
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No sooner did | sit down, then the winds began to blow.
The people all around me soon began to hold their breath,
Strong men began to weep, and eighteen women choked to death.

Oh beans, beans, | love my beatgetter than chicken or turnip greens!

| went out to a party, it was in a crowded room.

Andpretty soon the air was filled with blaelged pea perfume.

A guy pulled out a gas mask as he headed for the door,

He said, "I came prepared, because | heard

Oh beans, beans, | love my bearetter than chicken or turnip greens!

One day | took a boat ride, and my beans would not behave.

| blew the boat from under me and caused a tidal wave.

And once | went into the biggest building in the town,

Next day a wrecking crew was there, to tear the building down!

Oh beans, beans, | love my bearetter than chicken or turnip greens!

Once | went to a concert, in a very swanky hall.

Before the show was through, | nearly caused afiveall!

| accidentally let one out, and hit the key of G,

A baritone upon the stage, was thrown plumb out of key!

Oh beans, beans, | love my beatetter than chicken or turnip greens!
Beans, beans, | love my beattsetter than chicken or turnip greens!

Don’t get confused by the other (1'm a Fool for) Beans song, written by Fletcher Peck and
played on a Decca recording by his trio. Fletcher shares his love for beans but avoids any
mention regarding the bean’s effect. If you wish to confirm my analysis, both songs can easily be
found on the Internet.

BEAR AND THE PEASANT WOMAN, (The) [Bawdy Russian Folktale #1]

A peasant woman was working in a field; a
think. I have never fought with a woman. | wonder whether they are stronger than men! |

have overthrowp | enty of men, but | never had anyt
up to the peasant woman and said, “1 want

“But suppose you s hvkball dandviehd®®» en t o rend me

30 Mikhail lvanovich is a moniker attributed to Putin since his days as a fixer for St. Petersburg’s liberal mayor
Sobchak. It is a generic male name and patronym across the entire country, intentionally anonymous, not much

44



“Why in that case | would give you a hive

“Very wel | . Let wus fight.?”

The bear seized the woman in his paws, and threw her on the ground. She threw her

|l egs in the air, opened them wide, and sai
show myself at home now? What shal/l I say
The bear looked, and saw a great sfiliivas evidently his handiwork! He did not
knowwhatt o do. Just then a hare r a‘tBoppand “ Wai t
then come here.” The hare obeyed. The bear

pulled her together, and told the hare to hold them whilst he hurried off tddhestto
get some strips of bark. He came back with such a big bundle that he could scarcely carry
it. He wanted to sew up the slit he had made. He threw the bark on the ground, but the

woman was frightened, and |l et a fart, whic
| ook, Mi chael l vanovitch, she is split all
“Yes, now she is c¢r ackedwiththat theytbdthrami des, , ”

away as fast as possibia:e-7))

BECKETT, SAMUEL (1906-1989)

See FREQUENCANd do it quick!

BEEF-HEART

Due to the rhyme, a “beef-heart” is synonymous with a fart. In the plural, it has also come to be a
way of referring to beans. This is surely due to the turbulent effect that beans often have upon the
digestion. ((154:43, 994))

There is, in addition, a joke about beef hearts:

A man goes into a butcher shop and grocery
haven’t got any,” angowe rseodnet hbee apnrso. p rTiaekteo rt,h
farts i n wheeasNaesni ng. ”

BEER

The drinking of beer is traditionally supposed to promote flatulence. ((128v2:874)) Unfortunately
drunkenness is also promoted and fizzles predominate.
Another joke occurs to me:

unlike John Doe. Nowadays, it allegedly denotes the entire system of Putin’s private asset management.
(Informant:DimaVorobiev)
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A man taking a bath in a hotel, farts in the tub. A minute later a bell boy knocks at the

door and comes in with a bottle of beer on
The kellboyreplies:* But | di stinctly heard you say, ‘
Budwe i(zsez74)’ "

BEER-FART CONSUMERISM

“Beer-fart consumerism,” — I’m not really sure what this means. It was apparently coined by my
one-time neighbor Rudy Rucker and can be found in his first novel Spacetime Doughnuts.

“The professor kept telling me that he did
oppressionorbeef art conegigesmer i sm. ”

BELCH
This is an eructation of air or gas exclusively from the stomach. (See also AEROPHAGE, BURP,
ERUCTATIQN(185:165))

BELSH
An incorrect spelling for “belch.” Although the two words are never pronounced the same, they
nevertheless sound the same. ((154:46))

BEL-PHEGOR

See CREPITUS

You are still reading a work of fiction and this next one is really worth waiting for—keep scrolling... -ESP
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BENEFIT OF FARTInG... EXPLAIN’D

.{1&1

The BENEFIT of

FARTING

BXx R L A I N"D:

This book, published in 1722 and sold for three
pence apiece, has for its title, in its entirety, The

Benefit of Farting Explain’d: Or, the f, & vve
Fundament-all Cause of the Distempers - FUNDAMENT-all CAUSE
. . . . . ] OF THE
Incident to zthe Fair Sex Inquzr d Into: Proving " Diflempers incident 10 the Fair Sex
A Posteriori Most of the Disordures Inn-tail'd ! loguir'd o’ :
‘ . . ! Proving @ pofteriori moft of the Difordures in-taildon
on ‘em are Owing to Flatulencies Not “em are owing to Flatulencies not feafiably vented.
Seasonably Vented. It continues: “Wrote in L oy D el i
Spanish, by Don Fart in Hando Puff-indorst, T o 2 ";z;x;:’":d;f}"tx}_f&:xuewdm
Professor of Bumbast in the University of By Oladiab Frale, Groom of theStool to the Princels
. . [ 7 of Aife-Mimi in Sardima.
Craccow & translated into English at the LT
request and for the use of the Lady Damp-fart, ' s ;,;5,-_-;,,‘,;.,_
- - - Grows er, as “tis raven'd the clofer ;..
and Her-fart-shire by Obadiah Fizle, Groom of T r
the Stool to the Princess of Arsimini in e “f’ﬁ*“?’:"”::”g“;;ﬁ&;%;;fﬁ'ﬂ
Sardinia.” These proclamations are then B it b ¢
followed, still upon the frontpage leading the : o vetafod
work, the following poem: B et

This is the title page of the 1722 edition.

A fart ,though wholesome does not jail,

If barr'd of Passage by the Tail,

To fly back fo the head again,

And by its Fumes disturb the Brain:

Thus Gun-power confin'd, you know Sir,
Grows stronger, as ‘tis ramm’d the closer;
But, if in open Alr it fires,

In harmliess Smoke its Force expires.

It was printed and sold in London “by the booksellers of London and Westminster,” for, once
again, only “three pence apiece,” quoting myself from above. First up, upon the pages that
follow, is a “Postscript by Way of Preface.” I like that phase because I don’t really know what it
means. This postscript before the book begins starts off with a quote from Virgil—in Latin:

Venti indignantes magno cum Murmure Ventris,
Circum Claustra fremunt, media sedet Abolus #rce.

The original is only twelve pages in total, and this includes two title pages and one blank page.
A later edition (1744) was also published at “Longfart (Longford in Ireland) printed by Simon
Bumbbbard, at the Sign of the Windmill, opposite Twattling-Street: London, reprinted for R.

31 From Virgil’s Aeneid, Lib. 1. Loosely translated: “The winds raging with a great murmur of the belly, they are
roaring about the gates. Aeolus sits in the middle of the citadel.”
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Thomas, in Fleet-Street, and sold at the Pamphlet-Shops of London and Westminster.” You may
not be very surprised to learn at this point that the true author of this work is none other than that
frequent London-visitor Jonathan Swift®? (1667-1745). Perhaps there is more to the work, as is
the book you are presently holding, than mere fart jokes, but I leave that up for future scholars to
ponder. As we await such future erudition, here is Swift’s work in its entirety, with a limited®
number of updated spellings and punctuations.

R b
POSTSCRIPT

BY WAY O

PREFACE An Introduction: “Postscript by way of a Preface”

leerty and Property are the two great Blessings eB#itishSubject

claims, as his Birthright; why MBreechshould be denied this Benefit, | see no reason,
but his Shamefacedness to appear in his ow
of Commongpeing at all Elections unanimously chose as Representative for the Burrough
of Rumpfort but t hr o’ Mo dest ybehwa Backsv Ble nbser vod:
his Mouth in the House but all the Members rounddig shimRand tookSnuffat
everything he offer’”d, because ‘'t Bt sai d,
maker(though falsely), for | remember him from his Youth, to have b&&me
Merchant,which he vented bidoleSailandre-Tail This Usage put him under a restraint
of Being silent, tho’” he often grumbled in
He had two SonSir Reverencéeing the Younger, w&nightedoy Kng Jamesand
the other was aNoisy, Rattling, Crackifi@llow* He applied himself to the practice of
MusicandPhyzic, and was particularly famous for the Cure of\ti@d-Choli¢ but nane
ever elishedhis Musical Performance. He married into the family oSwédts and was
so active in Running, that none could ever catch him, if he once got the Start.
Before these two, there was anothiéoistedon him, but believing him to be
illegitimate, he was ashamed to own him; he died young, and therefore madeisen
the World.
This Mr Breechthe father of these, was a Man of gdedportt ho’ some are s
malicious to say, he ed to playFASBndLOOSHe was sometimes sickly, which was

32 Elsewhere we find a mere “sometimes attributed to Jonathan Swift, attributed by him (‘Correspondence’ 2:121) to
"one Dobbs a surgeon.” Now there’s a scholar’s lead for you! I’m not sure where to begin with that one. Other hints
emerge from the written text itself.

33| have thus far (1) omitted three hyphenations — suggesting a new game: Can you Find the Lost Hyphens? (2)
cross-farting all of the confounding italicizations in the forward, and, (3) transubstantiated all of those esses that
have the look of a Leibnez’ integral sign ( [ ), which makes the reading of the original a tad bit difficult because it
continuously tries to lure me back to my mathematical studies.

34 1n modern parlance, an NRCF.
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imputed to his being formally bit byTarantula because he was always observed to be
relieved by the playing ofBagpipe

TheholeHistory of his Life and Actions, has been lately published.&graed and
ReverendDoctor,wherein he makes him the Eightfonder of the Worldand by way of
excellency over the other Seven, has style
he endeavored to conceal him under the dark Veil digsigma yet we quickly smelt out
hisHoleMeaning.Tom Punsibivho first taught him his Ars in preséftiwas often very
Smart upon him with hiBuns and he could digest everything but thestgimnever looked
him in the Face, but he could make them tremble; they never met but Blows ensued, but
Tomwas always sure to come off Conqueror; but notwithstanding, Tom made a Convert
of him, and instilled into him the PrinciplesRafssive Obedience

Now the Design of the following Essay, is to obtain Liberty for him to vé&adns
imentsfreely, and that he may kgeardwithout Offence, and not be bound to keep
Silence; since such a Freedom will prove so serviceable kaithBexf | haveHANDLED
THE SUBJEfTheir good Liking, | hope they will lou@yackof the Benefit received,
andThatl shall judge a sufficient Reward for all my Trouble, who am, their most Humble
Servant,

Don Fartin-Handduffindorst

And now, finally, we arrive at the start of the book-proper illustriously titled The Benefit of
Farting Explain’d. | continue to apply some notational augmentations, as the mood overtakes
me, to make the text more readable to modern tired eyes.

It has been observed of late Years, since the primitive wholesome custom of Toast and
Nutmeg in a morning has been superseded by that pernicious Practice of Tea and Coffee,
that a numberless Train of Distempers, scarce known to our Forefathers, as Spleen,
Vapors, Hips, etc., have become as universal among us as the Small Pox; the Weight of
which has fallen chiefly on the Fair Sex, for Reasons | shall give hereafter. | would not on
any score be thought Guilty of a Design, to run down those pleasant liquors, or disgrace
the |l east Tittle, from their due praise, s
whole Artillery of their Resentment against me; but must say this in their Favor, That in
the first place, they serve as an Amusement, to divert two or three Hours, which would
otherwise lie very heavy on their Hands in a Morning, and Secondly, to purge off that
sharp corroding Humor called Scandal, which else (if too long restrained) might ulcerate
their Memory; and, Thirdly, it promotes a free Circulation of Intelligence, which, they

% «Bizarrely, however, in What You Will the scholarly version of ‘asse in presenti’ is seen by one victim as a
refuge from its social counterpart in a thoroughly corrupt and corrupting culture where learning no longer
enjoys its former kudos among the fashionable elite.” —a quote from Jean Lambert.
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would have no other Opportunity of coming at, being debarred the Benefit of going to
Coffeehouses or the ExchangeBut, as the greatest blessings are sometimes attended
with some Inconveniency, Wine that makes our Heart glad, can also rob us of our Reason;
so these most wholesome and pleasing Liquors, ifhagt used with Cautigrproduce ill
Consequences, the Prevention of which for the Benefit of that Sex, is the Design of this
Essay. As in sipping up these Liquors Hot, there is commonly as much Wind as Water
sucked in, which thro’ Modesty being debar
offers, recoildackup into the Bowels, Stomach and Head, and there occasions all those
dreadful Symptoms usually described to the Vapors; all which one seadewaivight
have prevented. It has likewise been assigned as the first Cause of Quakerism, and
Enthusiasm, adudibrasobserves.

As Wind in Hypochondria pent,

Is but a FART, if downward sent;

But if suppressed, it upward flies,
And vents itself in Prophecies.

| shall thereforein thefirst place, enquire into the Nature and Essence [6fART.

SecondlyShow the ill Consequences of suppressing it.

Thirdly,Prove the Lawfulness of And

Fourthly,andLastly,Show the many Advantagtst attendto an Act of Toleration
or Free Libertyto release in justhat Way.

First.It is a Question greatly controverted among the Learned, Whethetthe a

spiritual or material Substance? The Professors of Mbiacks have argued warmly for

its Spirituality; but the Naturaliskave strongly opposethem. The famous Mr. Boyle
brings it in as an Example to prove the vast Subtility of Matter, stheg ehichupon

the Hydrostatical Balance does not weigh the Thousandth part of a Grain, shall, in one
minute, expand itself so far, as to occupy the whole Atmosphere of a large Drawing
Room.

The Chemists endeavored to inquire into its Nature, by resolving it into its first
Principles, but they ever found it as Volatile, and as hard to fix as Mercury, they all allow
it to abound much in a volatile Sulphur, which they infer, from the brisk Sensation,
wherewith it affects the Organs of Smelling, and from its burning’Blasvhas been
found by the Experimenter.

Cartesiu¥ begs it is a Principle of his Philosophy, and to make it relish the better,
newly christened it, by the name dateria Subtilisand cooking up his System to the

% The Royal Exchange, that is — the center of London’s commerce.
87 1.e. blue, due to the methane. See ATMOSPHERIC METHANE.

3% Rene Descartes, French father of modern philosophy and misguided scientist (1596-1650).
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French Taste, he concluded so savory an ingredient would please their Palate, but it

proved as unlucky a Material, asthe 9att er i n the Friar’s Compo
discovered Gupowder; for taking Vent, it Blew up his whole System, and exploded all

his Philosophy.

The Mathematicians steered a middle course between Naturalists and MetaPhiz
icians; they owned Bar1to be a Quantity yet In[di]visible, and gave it the Name of a
Mathematical Point? as having neithetength, Breadthor Thickness.

| therefore define &art 0 b e , -a€triagh VaNar éxhaled from an adjacent Pond
of Stagnant Water of a Saline Nature, and rarefied and sublimed into the Nose of a
Microcosmical Alembic, by a gentle Heat of a STERCORARIOUS Balneum, with a strong
Empyreuma, and forced through the Posteriors by a Compressive Power of the expulsive
Faculty:

Secondlytaving explained the Nature and EssenceFakal shall next enquire into
the il Consequences, which are al most obyv
Retrogradation, it causes Cholic, Hysterics, Rumbling, Belching, Spleen, etc., but in
Women of a more strong Constitution, it vents itsdlh ihalkativeness; hence wew
have a Reasoas towhy Women are more Talkative than Men; for as the Poet observes,

Words own Wind to be their Mother,
Which stop’f af one end, burst out af Fother.

Hence comes the usual SayittgTell a Talgor let aRart*° implying the Necessity of
Vent, one Way or t’other.

The remarkable Taciturnity of the late Widow Fartwell, is a convincing Proof of this
Doctrine; for having her Posteriors much dilated and relaxed by a too frequent Use of
Clysterétin her Younger Days, was so debilitated in her retentive Faculty, that her Wind
passing too freely that Way, there sva d Sufficient supply to set the Wil of her
Tongue a going.

The frequent Fits of Laughing and Crying, without any sensible Cause, (Symptoms
common to such as are troubled with the Vapors) are plainly accountable from this
Suppression; for the Windy Vapor getting into the Muscles that assist in Laughing, inflates
them, and occasions their Laughing; but if this Vapor, when raised to the Head, is there
condensed by a cold melancholy Condition, it distills through the Eyes in the Form of
Tears.

3% As opposed to an accumulation point, or homologous point, which together are different from antipodal points,
bifactorial points of osculation, if you get the power of my point. ((107:274-6 & 281-2))

40 Which perfectly describes the book you are now reading.

411, e., an injection of fluid into the lower bowel by way of the rectum, otherwise known as an enema.
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Thirdly,As for the Lawfulness BfrTinnone | hope will dispute that PotAtvith me, till

they show me a Law against it, which | am

Law, there can be no Transgression. Taenon Lauif | mistake not) is loudly for it, and

the Law of Nature seems to be on our Side,

yet the Severity of that Law was provided against, by King James the first; for a

Gentleman dying of suppressingsatin his Presence, the King had immediately wrote

over the Gate in CapitalRriseRE eAFRBREEB.h"i s | nsc
And Camden observes the Ancient Estéssasvere in, by Lands held by one

Baldwin (le Pettour, i.e. tHewrTeRat Hemingston in Suffolk, by the Tenure of coming into

Court on a certain Day, performiBgltus, Sufflatus, & Bumbulus, Capering, Puffing

andFarTing® [Cabd p.464.#* Its being contrary to Custom is no Plea, since the same

Authority which introduced Hoopd@éTtmicoat®an also bringartingn Fashion; and there

wants nothing to make gass currentthen some celebrated Toast of the Town to begin

an Example. We are very forward in imitating our Neighboring Nations in their Fashion

and Dress, tho’ Baekwadattki®oPointiwHichevould beursich b ut

more for our Advantage: ForFarTis a Freeman in all the Towns Corporate through

Holland.Yfrd® Blowzavan Funkea Bur gomaster’'s Wi fe of Rotte

much upon the goo&eportof herBumBattery,as one of Our Ladies would for a sweet

Voice, or an agreeable Lisp, and is as industrious in showing her Performance that Way,

as the other irshowing a white Hand, a rich Ring, or a neat SBwi{f And the Ladies in

France maintain, that a promiscuous Conversation on &iBage, favors as little of

Impudence or Impiety as over a TEable.

Having proved the Lawfulnesskaktingand the ill Consequence of suppressing it, |
shall proceedk-ourthly,To set down the Advantages the Ladies, are likely to reap by an
unlimited Freedom that Way. For first, it frees them from the dangled Catalogue of
Distempers already mentioned, and proved to proceed from this Cause, which Benefit
alone were sufficient to recommend it to all those who value their Health; but besides
t his, ‘ PeasPorddgessevinobsome aSingerbread and BottledCideras
innocent aRatafig ‘' t wi | | al s® T Blew&and saved¢henPavast e o f

42 See the footnote numbered thirty-nine for clarification.
43 Also a forest-blown bumblebee.

# For details and an exact quote see page 144 of William Camden’s Remains Concerning Britain, reprinted by John
Russel Smith, London, 1880. The original printing was in the year 1584.

% This is a mere guess at Mrs. van Funke’s first name.

%6 This is not the first novel to mention Daffy’s Elixir. See also Charles Dickens Oliver Twist (1838), Thackery’s
Vanity Fair (1848), Anthony Trollope’s 1857 novel Barchester Towers and most recently Thomas Pynchon’s Mason
& Dixon (1997). So this is, at best, the fifth novel to mention Daffy’s Elixir. This branding has been used by

several quack medicines over the centuries. Originally designed for diseases of bad digestives, as indicated here by
Dean Swift, it later was sold under the auspices of being more of a universal cure. A home recipe can be found in any
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yearly Expense iwrsa-C dzii A" Bnd spirits oHurt-Horn*8to guard them from the

Vapors since hereby they become their ovkpothecariesto prepare a Medicine will

twitch them by the Nose every whit as well as their smelling B@iitealso a great

Promoter of Mirth, for | knowf aparticular andsingdar Fart that made an Escape,

raignga Laugh of half an Hour; and the Celebrated Author of a Book, tallet and

Be Fat® proves Laughing to be a very wholesome Exercise. DP°Bidvis Treatise of

the Fundamenrdls of Musi@asrts, that the first Discovery of Harmony was owing to an
Observation of Persons of different Sizes sounding different Notes in Music, by Farting;
for while onefartedin B fa bimianother was observed to answerariull F faut resulting

in that agreeable Concord calledifth, whence that Musical Part had its namdé3am

fiddle,and the first Invention of thBouble Cugilwas owing to this observation: By this

Rule it would be an easy Matter to form a Farting Consort, by ranging Persons of different
Sizes in Order, as you would a Ring of Bells, or a Set of Organ Pipes, which Entertainment
would prove much more diverting round a Tea Table, than the usual one of Scandal, since
the sweetest Harmony is allowed to proceed from@®oes Then that Lady will be

reckoned the most agreeable in Company, who is the readi@srteeand to have a
goodReportbehind heBackwould be allowed &trongArgument of her Merit.

Having thus explained the many Benefits that will attend a Free Practice of Farting. |
think | need use no other Arguments to the Ladies, since their own Ease, Interest, and
Diversion, plead in its Favor. | shall therefétiad up my Bottormand conclude.

Weve often heard how the imprisoned Wind,
When in the Bowels of the Farth confined,

And wanting Vent, whate’er resists, it fears,

And overturns what th’ earth above it bears,

Whole Towns and People in the wide Rupture falls,
Tho’ one small Vent, at first, had saved them all.

.....80 Iin the Microcosm of Man we find,
The like ill Fate attends a FARTconfined;

edition of William Augustus Henderson’s Modern domestic cookery and useful receipt book, New York, first printed in

47 Referred to as hing in Indian cuisine, Asafoetida (Ferula asafoetida) is the dried sap of the roots of Ferula plants.
It’s commonly dried and then ground into a coarse, yellow powder and used to aid in digestion and to relieve gas.

48 Also known as agueous ammonia, a solution manufactured from the hooves and antlers of the red deer.

49 The full title being Laugh and Be Fat: Or, an Antidote Against Melancholy. Containing a. Great Variety of
Comical Intrigues and Stories, in Town and Country. ... Written by the Most Ingenious Authors of the Age, London,
1724, 9™ edition (155 pages).

%0 See Proceedings of the Musical Association, Volume 35, 1908, pages 69-85, for a full
appreciation of English composer Dr. John Blow (1649-1708).
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For Cholic, Vapors, Spleen, and Melancholy
Do wreak those who suppress it, for their Folly.

Hence learn what great eftects small things produce,
The Capitol was saved from taking by a Goose.

Then don’f admire that one small whittling FART
Can guard from Spleen the Citadel your Heart.

And though a Goose, let me in Time persuade you,
To guard from foes, which do behind invade you,
That being such apprised, you may prepare,

With Speed fo plant your ROARING CANNONS there.

FINIS

BIBLIOTHECA SCATOLOGICA
This curious collection of learning has no author claiming it other than Missire LUC (a
rebours).>! But the authors apopear to be “Three Scholars,” as they regard themselves on the face
sheet of the book and, also, at the end of a short forward. Don’t worry, though, each of the
scholars does have a name. The names are, in the same order as provided in our very-own
bibliography, located at the end of this novel at item #108, P. Jannet, J. F. Payen, et A. A.
Veinant—I don’t yet know their first names, but, when found, they will be supplied in a
footnote.> The bibliography lists one hundred and thirty-eight> treatises upon flatulence, some
gross, some course, yet one or two quite erudite. Some examples are:

#67 Art ©‘1) de péter

#88:Eloge du Pet

#91: “An Essay Upon Wind” by Charles James

anonymously.

#123:Physiologia crepitus venta§Rod. Goclenius, Frankfort and Leopsic, 1607.

#134:Fee, Fie, Foe, Floy Promblésof the FFFOriginalManuscript 1572) ((108))

This one-hundred-and-eighty-two-paged Bibliotheca is divided into thirteen or fourteen sections,
depending on the edition. In order to be all-inclusive, I’1l list all fourteen:

1. A thirty-three page preamble filled with curiosities and
miscellanea to whet the appetite.
2. “K”is for Turd

5L A rebours = “backwards” in French. Luc spelled backwards is ... cul, so, Messire Cul, in French, means “Sir
Arse.”

52 Sorryhethingyet. Their names are, respectively, Pierre, Jean Francois, and Auguste Alexandre.
53138

5 Seven different editions are listed on pages 33-4, with extensive notes preceding Entry #67 on pages 31-33.
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BIBLIOTHECA
SCATOLOGICA

CATALOGUE RAISONNE DES LIVRES TRAITANT DES VERTUS
FAITS ET GESTES DE TRES NOBLE ET TRES INGENIEUX

MESSIRE LUC (A REBOURS)

SEIGNEUR DE LA CHAISE ET AUTRES LIEUX

SCATOPOLIS
CHEZ LES MARCHANDS D'ANITERGES

LANNEE SCATOGENE
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BLADDER FARTS

Bladder farts occur whenever

air rushes in with aquelchas negative pressure comes into play. Barry, too, has reported
cases oéhir entering the bladdealmost audibly, in women with lax muscular tone while

©CooNo AW

10.
11.
12.
13.
14.

“P” is for Fart.

“Q” is for Podex.

Polygraphes. [I do not know what thigx A &.] F 2 NE

Des Scatophages [Tounwhetyour appetite.]

Des Livres Imaginaires [Imaginary Bookdlikethis one]

Des Torche-Cal [Literally,asswipe= toilet paper.]

Momento Scatoparemiologique: “A Catalogue of Sentences,
Proverbs, Saying, Phrases—AIll Emanating from the Letters K.,
P.&Q.”

Glossary

Post-Face [l.e.,afterword]

Addenda

Errata

CORRECTIoNI was wrong. It appears that there are only thirteen

sections, unless | accidently missed one. Nevertheless, this is a
book that needs to be translated into English. It is long
overdue.*

walking about. This is air suction. But in horses who arebaels, as in some human
beings, it is brought about, in respect of tissophagus, by fixation of the inspiratory

muscles, resulting in negative pressure which opens it, and allows air to enter. Air thus

introduced into theoesophagus may be passed into the stomacHhexpelled with
machinelike regularity and a kind of soffhe trick is easily learned. The jaw is thrust

out, and the larynx elevated. A deep breath is taken. When tension is relaxed, the air is

let out with "eructation." A biggish or emphysematous chest and a lax tone of the
involuntary muscles seem to help in the accomplishmest as in the gynecological

analogue>® ((49:20))

BLIND FART

You might not be able to see a “blind fart” but there is usually little doubt that one has been let.
“Blind farts” are noiseless yet noisome. The term has been in use since the 1800°s. ((154:1002))

%5 This corRRECTIamN be placed within Heading #13, thus eliminating Heading #14 altogether.

% All emphases added by me -EsPp.
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BLUE HORSE
Blue Horse was a literary magazine out of Augusta, Georgia (home of Paul Pearman’s glass
mosaic blue-horse sculpture) in the early 1980’s.
In its salad days, Blue Horse saneral items on flatulence, both human and nonhuman.
Also our Doctor Codgill has experimented with suwhestibless goat ' s | i ver
avocados and tabasco sauce, as well as being one of the few persons in the past five
hundred yearso fart into the face of a Harpyand live!Then there is our Whitérash
Fag Gourmet who devised a meal. When he vented, he ruingdrtighose and drove a
small child nearby insane. Our White Trash Fag Gourmet had to hide out and the child
was destroyed by the stat@nformant:TheBlueHorse: 8-19-82)

BOH

Discovered under the heading “BOH” in Captain Grosse’s 1811 Dictionary of the Vulgar, we

find the following curious entry. | give it as found, and although I think the original may have

some confusing typographical errors, I, for the life of me, haven’t the imagination, or the gall, to

figure out how to correct them.
“Said to be the name of a Danish general,
caused him to bewray himself. Whence, when we smell a stink, it is custom to exclaim,
Foh!i.e. | smell general Foh. He cannot say Boh to a goose,; i.e. he is a cowardly or
sheepish fellow. There is a story related of the celebrated Ben Johnson, who always
dressed very plain; that being introduced to the presence of a nobleman, the peer, struck
by his homely appearance and awkward manne

Johnso”RWhy vyou |l ook as if you could not say B
((92:23))

BOOMERS
A subcategory of farts that “boom ™ loudly upon release. Generally wasted upon the hard-of-
hearing. (Informant:FrankADeMark) See also: RIDDLE®) new riddle #8.

BORBORYGMUS (pl. — mi)

“The sounds of borborygmi,
amongst the | overs’ kind,
So rumbles the pretty poetess,

borborygmus of the mind."”
(Attributed to Edward R. Eabos)

Borborygmus is actually the rumbling, squeezing — burping and farting — sounds of a noisy
abdomen, caused by the movement of gas and juices in the intestines. People usually associate
this noise with hunger. ((185:165-6 & personal communication))
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BOTTLING

See COLORATION

BOTTOM BURP

See FART

BOURKE, CAPTAIN JOHN G.5 (1846-1896)

In 1891, Lowdermilk and Co. of Washington (D.C.?) published a book entitled Scatologic Rites

of All Nation — A Dissertation upon the employment of excrementitious remedial agents in

religion, therapeutics, divination, witchcraft, love-philtres, etc., in all parts of the globe, by

CAPTAIN JOHN G. BOURKE, Third Cavalry, U.S.A. Here is what is listed under “Flatulence”

in the index:
“of fairies; flatulence would kil t he Esk
in a house; the Devil put tbght by flatulence; flatulence avoided by the Hebrews while
at prayer, also by the Parsis; considered a deadly insult by Bedouins and Afghans; a
contest for championship among the Arabs; adored by the Romans, by the Egyptians, by
the Hebrews, by the Moabites, by the Assyrians, in the worship-8hBgbr; the
bibliography of the subject; tenures of land in England by flatulence; toll of flatulence
exacted of prostitutes who for the first time crossed the bridge of Mottind=rance;

called *Sir Reverence’ by the I rish i mmigr
Satan —tl'etd natfhe ol d Moralities; the punis
Phil adel phi a, Ra@u«sy in obscene tales.”

BREAD FARTS

It seems that every profession has its slang terms indicative of the problems, peculiarities and
humors of the job. Bakeries are no different. Thus, not infrequent are the creation and climactic
(especially in the case of French bread!) dispersion of yeast generated “bread farts” upon
vigorous kneading.

There are two kinds of bread farts, “accidental” and “induced.” Accidental bread farts (ABFs)
can occur spontaneously while the dough is left to rise. The activated yeasts generate a great deal

57 Philadelphia’s John Gregory Bourke married Mary F. Horbach of Omaha, Nebraska, on July 25, 1883. In ancient
Rome, the Furrinalia was an annual festival, also held on July 25%, in which the goddess Furrina was celebrated.
The Bourke’s had three daughters (Sara, Anna and Pauline) together. Mary’s middle name is at present unknown,
but | suspect it stands for Furrina.

%8 |s Bourke referring to the Cher River in the town of Montlugon located in the center of France?

57



of carbon dioxide. As this gas accumulates an occasional and often audible fart-like occurrence
will escape through the rising dough and an ABF becomes a blatant reality. Induced bread farts
(IBFs) are essentially the same yet here the gas is manually forced out by the kneader, and often
with spectacular sonority. | am told that this can be especially enjoyable upon rolling out the
long loaves used to make French bread. A great deal of the gas can be collected at the tips of the

loaf and squeezed out slowly, thereby extending the duration of this favorite of all IBFs.
(Informant:RobertPatterson)

BREAKING WIND

Breaking wind is the same as farting priggishly, no matter how loud or rancid it may be. It is safe
to assume that if a child “cuts the cheese”, if you are over thirty he really “broke wind”; if under
thirty, he merely farted. Sometimes known as passing wind or making wind. (Personal communication)
Benny Hill made a joke of this, inappropriately as always, in an episode he called “Cut Out the
Middle Man”.

BREWER’S FART, TO LET A

This phrase is occasionally followed by “grains and all”, thus suggesting its meaning—to foul
oneself. It was used around 1700-1850 at a time when it was believed that when diarrhea strikes,
“one’s arse was not to be trusted with a fart.” ((154:267)) In Russian if you farted and messed your
pants you might prefer to say “razbzdet’ sja.” ((116:277))

We learn from the eminent French writer Rabelais that certain varieties of grape are sure to
produce a brewer’s fart, and can be used in such situations where a brewer’s case is, if not
absolutely necessary, much desired.

Hence the taxonomy of these grapes, differently named in different districts: (1) The Hopeful
Harvesters, (2) The Luskard, (3) The Crapman, and (4) The Wet Farters. And the person
intimately engaging in the actions ascribed to, they are called Vintage Profits or Vintage
Thinkers. Why, might you ask, Vintage Thinkers? Here’s why:

For here it is to be remarked, that it is a celestial food to eat for breakfast hot fresh cakes
with grapes, especially the frail clusters, the great red grapes, muscadine, the verjuice
grape, and the luskard, for those that are costive in their belly; because it will make them
gush a barrel; and oftentiméiinkingto let a squilF? they did alto-besquatter and

%9 Squib = fart. “To let a squib” is a favorite among the all-too-highly literate.

58



conshite themselves, whereupon they are commonly calleditiiage thinkers.
(173 Urquhart . Bk.1Ch.25))

We further learn, from the diversified translators of Rabelais’ work, alternate terminology for the
same:

(1)A Bakef Wst Rathis, Thaumast with great toi

in rising |let a great baker’s fart, for t

vinegar, stunk | keguralskbcnigh he devils in hel

(2)AWai t er” Bhd&dwmmastes, though exhausted, ros

greatfart-a wai ter’ s fart, for the stew follow

fell ow stank | i k@sre@dgiskechidne devil s of hell
BRONX CHEER!

A “Bronx cheer” has been defined by Renatus Hartogs as “that marvelously direct, bottom-
glorifying and thought-shunting all-purpose negative comment.” ((97:114)) | was surprised to find
“Bronx cheer” listed in both by Merriam-Webster and Random House pocket dictionaries (yet
omitted from my Follet Vest Pocket speller!) where in both cases it was defined as a raspberry
(see RASPBERRY and not the kind you can eat! 1, myself, had never heard the term until | bought
my very first whoopee cushion for inclusion to the fartological archives. (See WHOOPEE CUSHION
& FARTOLOGICAL ARCHIVES

Hartogs had an additional comment to accompany his definition of a Bronx cheer. In it a
psychological derivation is hinted at:

Like the Bronx cheer, the child’"s utteranc
equivaleno f f | at us. l nstead of expelling the *“d
dirty word from his mouth97:114))

Sabbath ((188:206)) terms this kind of cursing as “oral farting.” Note also Jonathan Swift’s
uplifting couplet (from Strephon and Chloe):

“You'd think she uttered from behind
Or at her Mout h (mmveiesLnbibsgop ki ng Wi nd. "

BROTHER ROUND MOUTH SPEAKS
“Round mouth” is representative of the fundament (i.e., posteriors), hence when Brother Round
Mouth speaks, he farts. ((92:186))

BULLOCK’S HEART

Around 1890 people rarely farted. They were instead happily content to let a “bullock’s heart.”
((154:105))
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BUMFIDDLE

This is a musical description of BLIND CUPIOr the BUM The bumfiddle is also known by such

delights as CHEEKSvherein he is asked to “ask cheeks near cunnybuorough; the repartee of a St.

Gilse’s fair one, who bids you ask her backside, anglice her arse.” ((92:42)), the WINDMILL. whereas

“she has no fortune but her mills, i.e., she has nothing but her cunt and arse” ((92:244)), the

fundament, the bottom, and the backside. And more, not explored here, but if you need more,

just ask “ROBY DOUGLASiIth one eye and a stinking breath,” ((92:@dougiasgroby)) Which is yet

another euphemism for the breech. It seems appropriate, for whatever the reason, to inject here

the device known as the BURNING SHAME is “a lighted candle stuck into the parts of a woman,

certainly not intended by nature for a candlestick.” ((92:33)) And this brings us around to Mark

Twain and his perilous story of the same title: Burning Shame, once intended to name the now-

named chapter The Royal Nonsuch. Why was the original title too shameful to print? Here’s

why:
“1'n one oHuckieperrpFino, kteinki have used one of Jim’
tales, which he called the “The Tragedy of
considerably to make it proper for print, and this was a great damage. As Jim-told it
inventing as he went alonrgl think it was one of the most outrageously funny things |
have ever listened to. How mild it is in the book, and how pale; how extravagant and how
gorgeous in iteusamprintable form!”

And finally, to put some closure to this entry, we pull up our breeches or FARTING CRACKERS
((92:57) and, sliding wooly material across the endlessness of intergluteal cleft, finally, we do
come to an end.

BURN BAD POWDER

The Devil’s dwelling is amidst the sinister fumes of an incinerating sulfur squirting from the
bowels of His domain. An interesting connection here: “To burn bad powder” is the same as
farting and is probably due to the sulfuric odor (“rotten eggs”) occasionally connected to both the
devil’s lair and this species of fart. Field recorded in 1923, on a Tuesday, | think, that it had some
existence previous to that date, duration unknown. ((154:655@powder))

BURP

Burping is an eructation of air or gas exclusively from the esophageal area. (See also AEROPHAGE,
BELCH, ERUCTAT)QR 85:165-6))

Burp has another meaning, of great interest to the maternal fartologist, as in the burping of a

baby to cause the baby to “eructate” due to the incessant patting or rubbing of its back,

“especially to relieve flatulence after feeding.” ((177:@burp)
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BURST AT THE BROASIDE (ca. 1670-1850)

If in the midst of an evening’s drinking bout I was to let out “enough wind to blow the devil’s
horns off” ((154:217)) by bacchic buddies surrounding me would boast that, “You sure did burst at
the broadside, Slove!” Probably identical with a “loud one,” ((154:496 — mid-19t to 20%-century)) it
would have to be in order to be heard over all that barroom din. In an even earlier time “bursts at
the broadside ((154:111)) were known as “hinder blasts.” ((154:392 — ca.16-century))

BURTON, SIR RICHARD F. (1821 — 1890)

Due to the fact that “the ass brayed and cried out and looked hard and let fly a loud fart,” Sir

Richard Burton, illustrious explorer and Victorian translator of the 1001 Arabian Nights, use the

ass’s utterances as an opportunity to remind us of Laurence Sterne’s old mare (see STERNEHe

also told us that:
Even AHarir, the prince of Arab rhetoricians, does not distain to4is6S LIB&ekfacts Q
being put for the causeterror. But Mr. Preston (pg. 285) and polite men translate by
“fled in haste” t h@vodmeinieh) ¢ “farted for fea

Night 229 tells the story of “Ja’afar the Barmecide and the Bean-Seller.” And it took only the
mention of beans to induce Burton to bestow upon his readers the following:

a C ¢g-Kt NIE&ans like horsebeans soaked and boiled as opposed doGhg

a dzR I Y Yésp éf Egypt) = unshelled beans steamed and boiled all night and eaten

with linseed oilagé { A §®KSyel i sh.. A Il egend says that,
(always he of Moses), the Egyptians lived on pistachios which made them a witty, lively

race. But the tyrant remarking that the domestic ass, which eats beans, is degenerate

from the wild ass, uprooted the pistacttrees and compelled the lieges to feed on

beans which made them a heavy, gross, cowardly people fit only for burdens. Badawis

der i dee atbeerasn” al though they do not | oathe t
result of a bean diet is an extraordinary development of flatulence both in stomach and
intestines: hence, possibly, Pythagoras who had studied ceremonial purity in Egypt,

forbade the use, unless he referred to venery or political business. | was once sitting in

the Greek quarter of Cairo dressed as a Moslem when arose a prodigious hubbub of lads

and boys, surrounding a couple of Fellahs. These men had been working in the fields
about a mile east of Cairo; and, when retu
wilt carry the hoes |  wildl break wind once
word and when they wer e tbakhghiaht t whiecltrcens i
of a volley of fifty, greatly to the delight of the boyss:voltume iv, 160-1))

The luxurious last lyrics alighting from Scheherazade’s lusty lips the Night of the 976" were:

When loud he farts they say, “How well he sings!”
And when he fizzles cry they, “Oh, how sweet!”
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To which Burton commented:

Note the difference betweed ¥ Ath&lloldcrepitus and C | & ¢he $asurrus which
Captain Grosse inhisquainf SEA OdzY . ktal i NP A OdzvEE€” or a
Arabic Fadaswal?).

An earlier comment gives us additional fart-related linguistical information:

Arab.G ¥ AaNdwlvérd. The superlatiie %2 | N@siderimést) ord | 6 dz (FatheNdf €
Farts) is a facetious term among the bemting Fellahs and a deadly insult amongst the
Badawin (Night 410 he latter prefer the workaggaa(Pilgrimage iii 84). We did not
distain the word in farthingale pet-enair. ((36:volume ii, 88))

BUTLER’S REVENGE

| received that which follows during a rather bland and dwindling afternoon, near the end of a
wet and chilly December’s gray day, in the late fall of 1982. It requested that | keep the well-put
contribution anonymous. It was from the pen of a specialist in Oriental art documentation who,
at the time, was residing in Surrey, which is in England.

| was surprised to see that you do not inc
foll owing contribution anonymousnklling A ‘ But
variety, so called as it has behistoricallyused ly a butler who is annoyed with his

empl oyer. By letting | oose a ‘' Bpattyjtker Reven

butler can create havoc, quitenocentlyand without fear ofeprisaldy his master.
((Péeh%%lgyeﬂ,eo personal communication ~ 12/13/82))

Gecond Tntelude
What now? Sléve took a deep breath and sighed. The second chapter was finally
completed. Forty entries was a lot and i ttook a bunch of days and lots of quills. The
B0 s waatcleed out using his new porcupine quills . A little known fact is that

porcupine s let tiny blue farts each time a quill is yanked from his 61 body. But that
was not why he sighed. He sighed because of a sadness that had suddenly overcome

80 | almost broke my promise! -ESP

81 He, him, his. Male porcupines make the best writing quills. Female quills are brittle and tend to flake. Besides,
female porcupines don’t make any farting noises upon having a quill plucked out which diminishes some of the fun.
They tend to bleed, too, at the site of the pluck, and that can get messy.
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hi m. He was d o f &ehadeteh prdofread tHerd svice . But it was hard
work and he still had twenty -four letters to go! And beyond that he will still,
sometime, have to begin attaching each reference to its proper bibliographic list ing.
Then an electronic connection will need to be made to allow the Electric Reader,

which happens to be you my Static -Charged Reader, toggle between the footnotes &
bibliography and the text, both easily and with a kind finesse.

He had promised himself , if you remember, time in the laboratory. And now he

was too tired to get out of his seat ! This scholarly work was draining. He ought to

have something to eat to help regain his energy . Then, he reckoned, h e @ethx for a

spell, sitting on the porch to watch the chemical drones flitter amongst the

computer programmed flowers of his garden . Only then would he be reenergized

enough to fulfill his promise to begin analysis of the spontaneous generation of

gastric wind generated from inside the artificially manufactured rubber bladders,

that is, the bags designed from the Indian rubber, or Ficus elastica, plant. But

tonight he w ould first undertake the exploration of the reverse process, the

absorption of the flatus by various plant and animal agents. Sléve figured that if he

could thoroughly understand the absorption of the crepitation, many crepitations

actually, for he had bottled up a variety of organically generated flatus es, and he

had then placed these bottles all around the edges of the lab for easy accessibility ,

so many varieties of fart species all within reach , so, if he could grasp the

absorption process, well, just by twisting his thought process  contrepéterie or O at a
crossf artingé, he could thoroughly understand tF
intestinal gas anywhere in the universe . The logic was impeccable. He donned his
farticissical costume, a lab coat, with no other clothes beneath, and flippers i for
sometimes the work got sloppy.

When he was done in the lab he was both hyper-awake and well beyond the

point of mental exhaustion. The e v e n i wor Bad gone well. Organic charcoal was
the ticket! It absorbed odors, hence the gases, quickly, and then, although the drop
in effectiveness plunged swiftly , it continued on at that lower rate of  constant
absorption for hours, up to six, seven, even ten hours sometimes! Partially digested
coconut husks were the best when burned slowly in a kiln meant for pottery. The
charcoal chyme collected could then be ground to a fine powder and pressed into
gelatin ( two-piece gel9 encapsulation. Then they can be reintroduced into the
stomachi and beyondi without making the charcoal soggy or taking the chance
that any chemical adjustments might, potentially , be made to the efficacious
charcoal. But S| ° v e 0 is exbaosteg even though his brain is on fire with all he
has learned within the last few hours . And in just a few hours more it will be time
to begin wor k ohatwontleegful @ridgreat Bew discoveries he has
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made! 0 Who woul d ha&aveeguwessded o n o dGharewal chymepar t i c u
generated within the pyloric sphincter ! 6

Time for bed. He had to get up early as possible so he could get back to work and

creating the C0s. He has some great i deas swi
head hits pillow. Cackling farts and Cesarian s. And o0cats dondt take n
Cuntf arts, too! He candt wait to scratch out a

farts on his mind, Slove drifts , droopingly , into a soft -dreamed sleep, upon a soft &
friendly breeze. 62

(Yad),
Chapter 3: “GN (23 Crenulated Entries)

Cor ¢ has been calculated to appear within the pages of this novel a total of 16,193 times. 1In uppercase C is ¢qual to
ong-half a buttock, whergas a lowereasg ¢ is only worth a quarter. Somg scholars claim the uppercase C gncompasses
the gntirg buttock, and rgpresents a fart gncapsulated within ong tightfitting speedo. Other scholars disagree.

CACKLING FART
When a hen farts it is solid and white. It is an egg or “cackling fart”. ((92:35 &154:119))

CARMINATIVE

Calamus tea, chamomile, lovage, marjoram, oil of peppermint, peppermint tea, valerian tea,
cascarilla bark and yarrow are all carminatives, that is, agents used to relieve colic, gripping or
flatulence, or to expel gas from the intestines. And not a single one of them really does a thing to
help. Except maybe charcoal.

52 The mustards! | never got a chance to tell you anything about the mustards! That must now wait for a future
interlude and then you will know all about the mustards. Meanwhile, continue to enjoy the novel!
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CARTOONS

((203:136))

“Brap, ffff, pfft, pft.” “Bubble gum and beans... “The cause of the blaze would
I should have known.” appear to be lighting farts in bed.”

CATCH-FART

This doesn’t work so well with a butterfly net or a colander, but see Pet Part for an example of
using a cold cream jar. Actually, though, a “catch-fart” ((154:133)) is just another way of referring
to a “fart-catcher” ((163:33)) and that is just another way of referring to a footman or a page. As
reported elsewhere in this work, such phrases were popular when footmen and pages were
popular, 1600 — 1890. It was Francis Grose who revealed the term’s etymology when he
explained that “catch-farts” were “so called from such servants commonly following close
behind their master and mistress.” ((92:@catch))

CATS DON’T TAKE NO CHANCES [Bawdy Ozark Folktale #1]

One time there was a city fellow come to see an old couple that lived away back in the
timber. Him and the old man set in the house and talked awhile. The old woman washed
up the dishes, and there was three cadayng on the floor. It looked like they was
sound asl eep, but you can’t never tell abo
All of a sudden the old man let a fart, and it was a pretty loudtoneThe old woman
never turned a hair. But them three cats jumped up and took off like they was shot out of
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a gun. The city fellow looked kind of surprise®dVh at * s t he matter, str .
old man. “Nothing is the matter,” says the
them three cats run out of the door so qui
The old man just | aughed. “Them cats don’

is so deaf she can’t hear i-dog Arndeenydimer , bu't
she smells shit, shemokshp cks hell out of the

CESARIAN FARTS

| shall refrain from inserting any cutting remarks into this brief introduction. Let it suffice that

the existence of “Cesarian farts” is amply confirmed by the following examples.

In Example One, Bill Cosby recalls his mother’s warning as to the maleficent effect of undesired

Cesarian farting, She said:
“ Al right, keep playing with your navel,
air i s going to come right out of your bod
secondsWHAM! , you’' Il |l be flat as a piece of pa

out. Keetp it up!”

To this, Cosby confided to me after a night filled with molestations, that he always carried band
aids around with him — just in case he had an accident!

Example Two describes an urgently desired emission to occur, verily, a Cesarian being the only
option available, for, as we shall see, no other orifice could suffice. His only other option seemed
to be death.

Don Dibble’s troubles had only begun. As h
In his haste to inhale after first taking the regulator he had heaved air bubbles into his
stomach. As he reached the decreasing pressure of shallow water, the gas expanded, Don
went back down to 40 feet to belch the bubbles, but they could not be expelled. He had

only one choice left: to surface. Any more time spent underwater would result in the

bends, further complicating his problems.

To the stunned audience on the banks of the cave, Don looked as though he had
swallowed a beach ball. He spit his regulator out and screamed in &goinyense was
the pain, he could not talk.

Mistakenly, the divers diagnosed the affliction as an air embel@ntrapped in the
bloodstream. Don was stppd of his wet suit, then strapped to an oxygen bottle. An
ambulance intended fasther victims rushed him to the nearest recompression
chamber, about 50 miles away.

The doctors were baffled by his symptoms. They decided to place Don in the chamber
and “drop” him down to 165 feet to compres
solution. The artificial pressure did not
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talk to the surgeon who was in tikhamberwith himwho could then communicaté

the doctorsoutside via an interconDibble, he himself, as only he cowdd)phasized his

need for an operation to release the trapped air from his stomach. Although impressed
with Don’s knowledge of diving physiology,
was even possible.

After a brief period of observation, it became obvious that the chamber was not the
solution, and Don was transferredanotherhospital about 50 miles away, back in the
direction he had already com#ey further tests. A decision was made to operate.

The exorcism ritual was accomplished with one swift incision. As the doctor cut into the
swoll en organ, a volcano of compressed air
stomach like an exploding grenade, hurling ghoulish liquids spectacular distances. He ha
suffered a ruptured stomach waléthe resulting infections had inflamed his abdominal

cavity. Don was to learn later that he had survived the equivalent of five ruptured

appendixes- and come within an eyeblink of dyings:51-5))

In the final example,%? there is described, somewnhat gushingly, just such a death. Yet whereas
the expansion of air once under high pressure was the cause of Don Dibble’s nightmarish plight,
our next guest dies from eating too many jelly doughnuts. (Ironically, the protagonist of this
fantasy, Elvis Presley, died just three of four months after the death-knell’s public marketing for
copious public doughnut consumption — but by the voluminous ingestion of a different
substance.) The “Jelly Doughnut Induced Cesarian Fart” (JDICF) was recorded in a song by
Rich Dee entitled Jelly Doughnuts. In it, Presley’s passion for the jelly doughnut reaches its
climax when his stomach gives out. And in a first in the history of audio-recording, Rich Dee
was there to document the entire fart which lasts for more than a minute as a denouement to the
lethiferous lyrics. (Hint: Be sure to use the LP’s dust cover as a shield while investigating this
piece.)

See also: “Meteorism Produced by Nasotracheal Intubation and Ventilatory Assistance” by Joel
D. Cooper and Ronald A. Malt.: New England Journal of Medicine, Volume 287, page 13.

CHAUCER, GEOFFREY (1340?-1400)

During the life and times of Geoffrey Chaucer it was not unusual to find numerous jests and
stories centered around a fart. Therefore it is not surprising to find Chaucer becoming infected
with the fartological realms and thereby perpetrating a jest or two of his own.

For example, in amongst his Canterbury Tales we find the “Miller’s Tale” telling us how when

Absolon kisses Alison’s “ers” by mistake, he thinks of her face and is at first bewildered by its
hair. The second time, expecting the same prank, he seeks her arse by asking, “Spek, sweete

83 Other sources refer to this as “Example Three.” Start with the bibliography if you are intent on locating these
potential sources.
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byrd, I noot nat where thou art,” wherecupon Nicholas “anon leet fle a fart, As gret as it had been
a thonder dint,” and meets his disaster.

But the best Canterbury tale dealing with farting is the story given in the “Summoner’s Tale.” It
appears that a wandering friar was scouring a town in search of alms. In reality he is begging
only for his own greed. He hits upon dying old Thomas who quickly becomes skeptical of the
Friar’s true motive.

“.Now, Thomas, help for holy charityl!?”
And down he went then, kneeling on one knee.

This sick man, he went wellgh mad for ire;
He would have had that friar set afire
For the hypocrisy that he had shown.

“Such things as | possess and are my own, "~
Said he, “those may | give you and not oth
You tell me that | am as your own brother?
“Yea, "t saliyyl he "and something wil/| Il gi ve
Unto your holy convent while 1 live,

And right anon you’'ll have it in your hand

On this condition only, understand,

That you divide it so, my own dear brother,
That every friar shall have as much as other.
This shall you swar upon the faith you own,

And without fraid or cavil, be it known,”
“1 swear it,” said this friar, “on my fait
And on the sick man’s | aid his hand therew
“Lo, hear my oat h! I n me shall truth not |
“Now then, come put you hand right down m
Replied this man, “and grope you wel | behi
For underneath my buttocks you shall find

A thing that | have his in privity.”
“Ah,h"ought the friar, *“this shal/l go with n

And down he thrust his hand right to the cleft,

In hope that he should find there some good gift.
And when the sick man felt the friar here
Groping about his hole and all his rear

Into his hand he let a fart of such a sound.
The friar | eaped up as with wild Iion”s bo

“Ah, treacherous churl,” he cried, “by God
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[ see that he who

scorns
You’' Il sufHlerl If ofri ntdhias waayr!t”

me

t hus

Thoroughly insulted and upset by this occurrence, the friar left immediately, located his “catch-
fart,” and together they went straight away to the Lord of the village! Both the Lord and his
Ladyship agreed that he had been quite insulted. Yet rather than help the friar wreak vengeance,
the Lord prefers to make an attempt at the deciphering of the riddle, posed by the peasant, that is:

The lord sat still as he were in a trance,
And in his mind he rolled it up and down:
“How had this churl
To pose so fine a probleahthe friar?

I never heard the |i ke,

| think the devil stuch in his mind,
And | arithmetic did no man find,

Before this day, such puzzling question shown.

Who could be able, now, to make it know
How every man should have an equal part
Of both the sound angavoro f a f ar t
O scrupulous proud churl, beshrew his face!
Lo, sirs,” this lord

To every man alike? But tell me how!
Why it’s impossibl e,
Exacting churl, God give him never glee!
The rumbling of a fart, and every sound,

”

sai
“Who ever heard of such

t

or

|l s but the air’'s reverberatd.i

And ever it wastes, by little and little, away.
There is no man can judge, aye, by my fay,

Whether it were divided equally,

Behold, by churl! And yet how cursedly

To my confessor has he made this crack!

| hold him surely a demoniac!

Now eat your meat and let the churl go play,

Lethimgohaghi msel f, the devi

'S

'm

on

i maginati on

a

g

rown

1 ar ;

round,

way!”

The Lord’s squire, upon hearing all of these remarks, thinks that he has a pretty good idea on

how such a fart can be divided evenly between so many...

For | could tell,
To you, sir friar, so you do not frown,

How this said fart evenly doled could be
Among your fellows, [
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“Tell ,” said the | ord, “and you shall hav
Cloth for a gown, by God and by Saint Joh

=]

“My | ords, said he, “when next the weathe
And there’ s no wind to stir the quiet air,
Let someone bring a cartwheel to this hall,

But see there are no missing spokes at all.

Twelve spokes a cartwheel has, sir, commonly.

And baring me then twelve friars, and know you why?

Because a convent'’'s thirteen, as | guess.
The present confessor for his worthiness,

He shall they all kneel down, by one assent,

And at each spoke’s end, in this manner, s
Let the nose be laid firmly of a friar.

Your noble sir confessor, whom God save,

Shall hold his nose upright beneath the nave.

Then shall this churl, with belly stiff and taut

As any tabor let him here be brought;

And set him on the wheel of this same cart,

Upon the hob, and make him let a fart

And you shall see, on peril of my life,

With proof so clear that there shall be no strife,

That equally the sound of it will wend

And the stink uterend, t o each spoke’ s
Save that this worthy man, your confessor,

Because he is a man of great honor,

Shall have first fruits, as reasonable it is;

The noble custom of all friars is this

The worthy men of theshall be first served;

And certainly this has he well deserved.

He has today taught us so much of good,

With preaching in the pulpit where he stood,

That for my part | gladly should agree,

He might well have the first smell of farts three,

And so would all his convent generously,

He bears himself so well and holily,

The lord, the lady, and each man, save the friar,
Agreed that Jenkin spoke, as classifier,

As well as Euclid or as Ptolemy,

Touching the churl, they said that subtlety

And great wit taught him how to make his crack.
He was no fool, nor a demoniac.

And Jenkin by this means was won a gown.
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My tale is done, usdHpe al most i nto town.

Incidentally, a similar bequest (“Now divide these among ye!”) is made in Gyl of Braintfords
Testament, printed by Robert Copland about 1560 from a much older manuscript, and reprinted
for private circulation by F. J. Furnivall (1871; Ballad Society, 7-a). ((126:451))

Note well, too, the movie starring Bob Hope and Paulette Goddard in which the losing of a bet
angers Hope enough to generate the following “farting shot:” ((163:36)) Upon payment of the
debt, he brings along a tuba. And upon leaving he “produces a relevant note and says to the
company: ‘SHARE THAT AMONGST YOU!!”” ((Legman: 11-1-81))

Finally, thanks goes to Geoffrey Chaucer for teaching us how.

CHEESER

Though this term is often used to denote an eructation, fartologists generally distain such
eructological use of the word preferring their own more pungent application as a means of
describing a strong smelling fart. Also of note is the commonly phrased question: “Who cut the
cheese and forgot to serve the crackers?” ((154:144 & Informant:PatGreco))

CHESTNUTS FROM THE WOOD OF ESTROCS
From Rabelais, Book One, Chapter Forty:

Drink! Bring us some drink! Bring in the fruit. These are chestnuts from the wood of Estrocs. With good
fresh wine they’ll set you farting. ((173 Cohen : Bk1Ch40))

But hey! It’s time to drink! Bring on the wine! And some fruit, too: these chestnuts come from the trees in
Saint-Hermine, the best you’ll ever find. Some of these, and some good green wine, and you’ll blow out
some fine farts. ((173Raffel: Bk1Ch40))

But ho there! Fill my glass, pour on! And pass me some fruit. Cheers! Here are chestnuts from Estroc near
Fontenay and a brisk new wine to wash them down with. Bottoms up, lads, and that liquor will make
your bums produce an Oratorio. ((173LeClercq : Bk1Ch40))

But Aola, fill, fill, some drink, some drink, here, bring the fruit; these chestnuts are of the wood of Estrox,
and, with good new wine, will make you a composer of bum-sonnets. ((173 Urguhart : Bk1Ch40))
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CHICAGO

Known as the “Windy City” it has in recent years become a Mecca meeting place for migrating
fartologists. It has been fervidly suggested by one of our more prominent investigators that the
Fartological Motto “Sound Your ‘A’ to the Sky!” be adopted. (Legman:11-1-81) But with that we
must add that the natural vector formed from burrowed brow to musical trumpet will first be
aligned so as to puff in the direction of Chicago. The enunciation of the motto and the alignment
of the body must accompany each single crepitation as they occur. As a method of revealing
your faith to strangers, it sure beats drawing crosses in the sand, eh?

CHILDREN’S FART-LORE

“Fartlore,” a term coined by Mary and Herbert Knapp, is a specialization within the total realm
of general folklore. Everywhere, the somewhat taboo nature of the fart has created lively,
countervailing ideas regarding the taboo.

Children, while still spry and spirited, are eminently aware of the fart’s blatant reality. Thus it is
often plied with, commented upon and used as a tool in jesting, No doubt without too much
trouble each one of my readers can evocatively flip back through the years. Once you’ve drifted
back into your childhood, start flipping through the channels of your bio-computer and tune-in
to the hazy station containing your childhood fart memories. Often upon interviewing my
informants they are initially unable to bring up any of this information, embarrassment, | believe,
being the chief inhibitor. A glass of wine or some marijuana usually helps and the informants,
who often surprise themselves by the volume of information they do indeed possess. In vino et
cannabis veritas.

| have found that as children, most of us have stored up within ourselves a goodly amount of
fartlore. This information, generally spawned from some other little kid, is quickly disseminated
amongst all their other little chums and hoodlums found on the playground, in all the crooks and
crannies throughout the neighborhood and amongst their siblings at home. More often than not,
this information was (and is still being) withheld from the notice of perceived oldsters. Little do
children know that these “grown-ups” once shared the same information. Yet in the adult, some
weird process has suppressed this information, or sublimated it, or purposefully denied it.%*

Investigators of children’s folklore have traditionally chosen the later, and I have found only one
that contains an article on fartlore! Such an article had to wait until 1976 when it appeared in
One Potato, Two Potato...: The Secret Education of American Children, by Mary and Herbert
Knapp. (117)

Rather than try to dissect it for admission to various parts of the dictionary, I instead present the
article here, under the singular heading/ 1 L [ 5 w9 BLQRHN @9 ewtirety. Elsewhere in this
novel you are reading can be found a retelling of the Three Little Pigs and a nursery song about
peanut butter and jelly.

5 For a full analysis of this alleged denial see ((164:alfredacted passages)).
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This small categoof jeers has been neglected by scholars. But there is every reason to
believe that rhymes and sayings related to flatulence go back a good many years. The fart
has been with us for some time, and it seems unlikely that children would let it pass
without comment. In this respect they differ from folklorists, even those who have
specialized in children’s | ore.

Sometimes, though, folklorists have recorded fartlore inadvertently. In 1889, the
Reverend Walter Gregor presented a collection of cowttinghymes from northeast
Scotland to the Buchan Field Club. Included in his collections is:

I think, I think,

I fin a stink,
It’s comin’ from y-o-ul!

The child upon whom t he u” fell was beate
rhyme may have been used to count out, but its primary purpose was to identify and
condemn the farter.

Though we can’t cite much fartlore from th
repertoire of codified expressions r-el ated
rai si ng” s ong $-grader wtote eut tsedfdtigwiagcsong forAiis teacher as

part of an assignment. Needless to say, she was expecting something else.

Wayr is the groom

hes in the dresen room
wy is he thar

he ript his unar wayir
how did he do it

he maed a fart and blue it.

The tune, of course, is the wedding march flashengrin Another verse goes:

Here comes the bride,
All dressed in pink.
Open the windows
To let out the stink.

“Stink,” by the way, doesn’t always refer
you,” or *“I1 disagree.” When the following
usedasacountngut r hyme, “stink” means merely *“yc«

Inka blinka, bottle of ink,
Cork fell out, and you stink.
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“ Ex ¢ u $ dziisidaid by a child who is butting into a kner by one who as just
farted. Other announcements are less ambiguous.

“Th

Going down the highway

A hundred and fifty-four.

I cut a super gas

That blew me out the door.
The wheel’s couldn’t take it,
The engine fell apart,

All because of my
Supersonic fart?

e Caisson Song”’

G. L Joe, G. I. Joe,
Accidently let one go
And he blew all

The Germans away!

Then there are:

At Christmas time, among the parodic versions of carols that are heard on the playground

IS:

Ten, twenty, thirty, forty, fifty, or more,
Snoopy let a fart in the grocery store,
And Lucy tried to hold her breath.
Snoopy let another one,

And killed all the rest.

Fat and skinny went to bed.

Fat let a fart and Skinny fell dead.

Fat called the doc; the doc said,

“Any more of this and we’ll all be dead.”

God rest you merry gentlemen,
And rest your merry heart,
Feen-a-mints are just the thing
They’ll surely make you fart.
(Rhode Island, 1964)

sur faces

The child who sings thisrhynse dar i ng
defied a mild verbal taboo, but defyingthe verbataboohe has reminded himself of
the more important taboo againattuallyfarting. A verse that is more widely known is

Thi

The Addams family started

When Uncle Fester (or “Henry”) farted.
I think they’re all retarded.

(“They all came out retarded,*)

The Addams fam-il-y. (Two farting noises follow.)

s is

sung to the

t

and

une

bol

of

television show. Sometimes it is followed by a second stanza:

The mother is a German,
The father is a spy,
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And I’m the little stinker
That called the F.B.1.
That’s the Addams fam-il-y. (Two farting noises follow.)

When a child “cuts one” or “lets one, " hi s

Suzie is a nut,

She has a rubber butt,

And every time she turns around
She goes putt-putt.

Linda is a dope,

She ate a bar of soap,
Bubbles here, bubbles there,
Bubbles in her underwear.

You look like a pig,

You smell like one, too.

My mommy told me not to play
With someone like you.

Or the farter’ selfimieegsds “RaynykPre@autnke r gesl” st

“Tweety on wood!” “You may think you’'re a
Some children, reflecting the current prob
pollution!?”

The farter maypologizeby making his offense into a joke. Raising his hands gspihgr
highhanl e bars, he turns his wrists and stamp
you doing?”

“Just starting my motorcycle.”

Only theuninitiatedf ai | t o f |l ee at once. From a safe
it, tell it, go downtown and sell [

On the other hand, some verses brazenly celebrateotteasion

Beans, beans are good for your heart.
The more you eat, the more you fart.
The more you fart, the better you feel,
So eat beans for every meal.

This has variants:

Beans, beans are a musical fruit,

The more you eat, the more you toot.
The more you toot, the better you feel,
So eat beans for every meal

Fartlore also includes superstitions and f
mat ch, quick!” wh e n thatlthe famewileurify thaairfOthers , b el
shout“Knock on wood!” t he eatthefdart. Whene personindao s o i
group announces, “Somebody |l et one,” and |

respond with the ol d sayi ndebelfevetbecausen e wh o
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everyone knows that the best wto keepfrom being accused of farting is to accuse
someoneelse first.

In the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, children shoutedaif@ving
rhyme, whosemeaningis not entirely clearto us:

Jane, Jane had a machine (pronounced “machane”)

Jo, Jo, made it go.

Frank, Frank, turned the crank,

His mother came out and gave him a spank,
And sent him over the garden bank.

This rhyme as a whole is apparently forgotten today, but we did pick uatvamtsin
the seventies:

Jean, Jean, had a machine,

Jo, Jo, made it go,

Art, Art, let a fart,

And blew the whole thing apart.

Mark, Mark, let a fart,
And his butt fell apart.

Thesesayigg r hymes, and jokes illustrate the wa
are not officially recognized by the school or by adult society. In our culture, farting is a
socialfaux pasof the highest orde+ so serious that when it occurs we have nothing to
say. For polite adults, it is beyond language, but what adults endure in silence, children
forcefully condemn.

Roses are red,

Violets are blue.

If skunks had a college,
They’d name it for you. P.U.

The child who farts is almost always the butt of a jeer; thus he is reminded of a cultural
prohibition. At the same time, the formulaic nature of these jeers testifies to the

frequency and the ordinariness of teiguation and thereby redces embarrassment to
manageabl e proportions. Moreover, the exis
areoften sung by several children in unison, acknowledges that the problem is

sometimes uncontrollabléndeed occasionaiass flatulence among sixgiaders is one

of the unheralded occupational hazards that their teachers must face.

Footnote: A little fartlore is scattered through the journals, but the genre is largely unexplored. The rhyme
collected by Water Gregor is in Counting-Out Rhymes of Children (1891: reprint ed., Darby, Pa.: Norwood
Editions, 1973), p. 32. The Feen-a-mint rhyme is in George Monteiro, “Parodies of Scripture, Prayer, &
Hymn,” p. 50. “Jane, Jane” is No. 792 in Bolton, The Counting Out Rhymes of Children.%®

8 That is one of the great footnotes. Worth rereading,
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CHURCH FARTING
Confucius (5517 - 479 BCE) say: “Man who farts in church sits in own pew.” ((62:223))

Found in the Indiana University Folklore Archive in Student Collections from Michigan
State and Indiana Universities. 19Gé&:226))

Farting in church has always been considered as something funny. Here is what Holden
Caulfield had to say about it while he was attending Pencey Prep School in Agerstown,
Pennsylvania:

he made a speech that | asted about ten h
jokes, just to show us what a regular guy he was. Very big deal, then he started telling us
how he was never ashamed, when he was in some kind of trouble or something, to get
right down on his knees and pray to God. He told us we should always pray-tta{Bod
to Him and alwherever we were. He told us we ought to think of Jesus as our buddy
and all. He saidetalked to Jesus all the time. Even when he was driving his car. That
killed me. | can just see the big phony bastard shifting into first gear and asking Jesus to
send him a few more stiffs. The only good part of his speech was right in the middle of it.
He was telling us all about what a swell guy he was, whatghbband all, then all of a
sudden this guy sitting in the row in front of me, Edgar Marsalla, laid this terrific fart. It
was a very crude thing to do, in chapel and all, but it was also quite amusing. Old
Marsalla. He damned near blew the roof off. Hardly anybody laughed out loud, and old
Ossenburger made out | i ke he didn’t even h
sitting right next to him on the rostrum and all, and you couldh#dtleard it.Boy was he
sor e. He didn’'t say anything then, but the
hall in the academic building and he came up and made a speech, he said that the boy

t hat had created the disturbance in chapel
Marsalla to rip off another one, right while old Thurmer was making his speech, but he
wasn’t in tduesr ght mood..

CLEMENS, SAMUEL

See TWAIN, MARK

COLORATION

Coloration and bottling of farts is in its very early stages. Information is hard to come by, yet if
one is truly interested, what little is known can be obtained at the Fart Formula Factory.®® I will,
though, allow one interesting story to slip by. It has come to my attention that quite recently a
famous New York City artist (whose name | will not mention) surreptitiously procured a small

66 More information can now be found here: ((156))
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vial containing “posterior flatus” from the late Marilyn Monroe. I understand an extremely high

price was paid for this precious jewel. (163:20; sce also Jim Dawson’s Who Cut the Cheese? Berkeley California:
Ten Speed Press, 1999. Pgs. 1 & 157)

CONCORDANCE ON FARTING WITHIN A CONCORDANCE ON FARTING
Another quirky scholar stalking the outer realms of far flung literature, James T. Henke has
provided us with a concordance within a concordance. From his Gutter Life and Language, |
provide to you just the entries having to do with the subject on hand:

Belch backwards. See Trumpeter

Cough in the breech. Here the ribald sense = both fart and diarrhea, based on the
analogy of a chronic cough which expels phlegm. “Breech = buttocks (OED¢7). In A
New Merry Ballad I Have Here [1629] appears this sarcasm directed at physicians:

They have a rare medicine,kidl all the Fleas,

Great skill also at parching of Pease,

My Breech hath caught the cough of them Ide faine know,
What's good for the whol esome, I

(Hyder E. Rollens, edhe Pepys Balladgol. Il, pg. 118)

The disgruntled speaker obviously has been given an overdose of laxative. This is
another instance of a commonplace equation, the anal orifice and its secretions =
imaginatively, the mouth and speech or at least vocal sounds of one sort or another.

Crack. A fart. This slang sense of the term “crack” apparently is quite rare. It does not
appear in B.E.68, Grose®? or PDS.7° B.E., however, does gloss “cracker” = “an Arse.” The
slang sense probably derives from the standard meaning of the word “a sudden and
loud noise” (OED) and possibly from the buttocks envisioned as forming a cleft or
crack. In the Mery Jests of the Widow Edyth [1573 ed.] the author recounts the
courting of the widow by an amorous youth:

And eke at supper he stoode ay at her back,
So neare that, and if she had let a crack
Never so styll, he must have had knowled§dB' 11l 77)

7 OED = The Oxford English Dictionary

% B.E. = E., B. Gent: A New Dictionary of the Terms Ancient and Modern of the Canting Crew.
89 See Grose at ((92))

0 PDS = Partridge at ((154))

1 5JB = Hazlitt, W. Carew, ed. Shakespeare Jest-Books.
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like a Fart after a good stoole. L.e. superfluous. In his work Have With You To Satfron-
Walden (1596), author Thomas Nashe pokes fun at the pedantic Gabriel Harvey’s habit
of appending numerous verse glosses and postscripts to his works. Such devices, says
Nashe, are “like a fart after a good stoole” (Wks 72111 133). Implied here, also, is Nashe’s
opinion of Harvey’s work, i.e., it is shit. ((100:94 & 146:147))

to let a Fart, or tell a tale. In 74e Wandering Whore (in five volumes) (1660-61) the old
bawd Magdalena, after listening to several other characters recounting ribald
anecdotes, interrupts: “Well, I am bound to tell a Tale or let a fart: (No. 5, Pg. 8) This is
yet another instance of “anal speech” that means lit. that the speaker is so excited she
cannot contain herself, for some other instances of “anal discourse,” see Speech of the
tail; Words as turds. ((100:94-5 & 84:133))

Farting~full. Le., exceedingly full. In the vitriolic broadside, 7/4e Character of an
Ignoramus Doctor (1681), the author accuses the target of his ire, an anonymous
divine, of creeping “into the King’s Chambers” and stuffing himself “Farting-full” on
his monarch’s bread.” ((100:95))

Fisled. “Fizzle, v.” = from the 16'" c. “the action of breaking wind silently” (OED). In
the 19 c. the term came to mean “hissing or sputtering” (OED) Finally, later in 19 c.
U.S. the term took on the fig. sense “to fail . . . come to a lame conclusion” (OED). In
Panche [15 7] — a piece that Bishop Percy calls “a Droll old Song, rather Vulgar” — a
glutton and his wife attend a relative’s wedding and as frequently was the custom, stay
the night. After everyone is asleep, the perpetually hungry fellow awakes and sneaks
down to the kitchen to the porridge pot, which he empties, except for one lade-full that
he carries back to his wife. However in the dark he enters the wrong bedroom:

The Bridegroomes ffather & mother both did at that time lye there;

the woman had tumbled the clothes soe that her buttockes lay bare,

which by a glimmering light that was in that same place,

Panche soon espied, & tooke the same to be his wives sweet face.

Then softly he sayed, “sweet wiff|, I ha

Apparently, Panche then holds up the ladle of “furmitee” (a sweet potage) to what he
believes are his wife’s lips, but

the woman ffisled: “nay, blow not,” quo
with that shee puffed againe, & made him angrye bee:
“1 tell thee, thou need not to blow the

The woman was windye, & fisled againe within a little space,

which made him to sweare, if she blew any more, to fling all in her face.

but shee, being fast asleepe, did ffisle without regard.

then flung he the furmitee in her tayle

72 Wks. = The Collected Works (e.g., Nicholas Breton, Thomas Brown, Thomas Dekker, etc.)
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With that the woman suddenly waked, & clapt bed behind;

“alas!” quoth shee, “how am | shamed,
“what ayles thee?” her husband sayd.
(LHS*64-65)

“Rayed” = “bewray,” here to beshit oneself. The lyric in interesting as an explicit
example of the implied equation upon which the folk motif of “anal speech” is based
(see, e.g., Belch backward; Speech of the tail; Words, as turds). Le., here anal orifice is
the mouth and the buttock-cleft the lips.

Fizgig.7* “A light, frivolous woman, fond of running or ‘g¢adding’ about” (OED), See
Gig. Quotation at Wicket.

Irishman’s hatred of a fart. In the 16t c. this trait was proverbial (see “Bum-cracks”
CQ). in Pierce Penilesse [1592] Nash, remarking on the nature of anger, notes: “The
causes conducting unto wrath are as divers as the actions of a mans life. Some will take
on like a mad man, if they see a pigge ome to the table . . . The Irishman, will drawe his
dagger, and be ready to kill and slay, if one breake winde in his company” (Wks I 188).
McKerrow comments: “References to this laudable peculiarity of the Irish are
numerous” (IV 116).

Prat whids. To fart. This is another instance of “anal discourse.” In Martin Markall
(1610) Samuel Rowlands gives an updated lexicon of vagabond cant that includes these
entries: “Prat, a buttock. Your prat whids romely, you fart lustily” (Judges 408).
“Whid” is usually glossed as “word” (PDS). Rowlands glosses “to whid” as to speak.
“Rome” = a word denoting excellence. Cf. Belch backwards, Speech of the tail.

Rain, after thunder comes the. The “rain” alluded to here is urine. In The Schole-House
of Women [1572 ed.] the author, to show the agonies (for the male) of marriage,
recounts this tale:

Of Socrates the pacient,

Example good of his wives twain,
Which on a time fel at dissent,

And unto him did them complain:
He laughed therat, and they again
Fel bothe on him, with evel date,

A p[i]sse ran down his cheeks twain:
Well wist | (said he) what is ment,
And true it is that all men fain,

8 LHS = Furnivall, Frederick J., ed. Loose and Humorous Songs.

"4 Listed here in response to the mention of fizgig under the heading PERD.
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That after thunder cometh rain.*
(EPPEIV 121)

This jest appears in Tales and Quick Answers [15357] (HMT76 280) and continues to
pop up countless times throughout the remainder of the 16t and 17 c. In addition to
its obvious excremental appeal, the story must owe some of its longevity to a perverse
relish for celebrating the “inherent” shrewishness of women, which not even the wisest
of philosophers could avoid.

a Rout. The OED glosses: “to belch, to bring up wind” (v4) and “a loud noise” (sb%)77.
Contextually, in combination with “letting,” the sense of “rout” = a loud fart? In 74e
Young Women’s Complaint [c. 1665] a young wife contemptuously describes her
ancient husband:

Hi s breast it sticks forth, even al most
He seldom goes far without letting a rout.
(Roxburgh& VIl 680)

Speech of the tail. Another instance of “anal discourse.” In Archie Armstrong’s A
Banquet of Jests [1640] appears this joke: “One Mr. Dumbelow died of the winde
Collicke, on whom was writ this Epitaph.”

Dead is Dicke Dum below,
Would you the reason know:
Could his taile have but spoken,

His stoutheart had not broken.
(6)79

In Wits Recreations [1640] in “the praises of a Fart” appears this analogy:
They are but Farts, the words we say,

Words are but wind and so are th&y.
(403)81

S EPPE = Hazlitt, W. Carew, ed. Remains of the Early Popular Poetry of England.

76 See Zall at ((226))

7| have no idea what v* and sbh® represent!

8 Roxburghe = Chappell, William and J. Woodfall Ebsworth, ed. The Roxburghe Ballads.
9 This represents the page number upon which the quote is found.

8 Hence this novel!

81 Ditto! [See footnote 79.]
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Cf. Belch backwards, Prat whids.

Trump. In general, the slang sense of this term was “to fart, C. 18-20” (PDS). In the
following passage, however, the precise reference is either to a young woman’s
breaking wind during sexual intercourse or, even more probable, to what one student
of folklore calls “cunt farts” (cited by Legman, Rationale3? 11 877-78). L.e. during coitus
air is forced into the woman’s vagina and when the air escapes it makes a sound similar
to that of a fart. Obviously, in this instance such “trumping”—whether anal or
vaginal—is taken as a sign of multiple orgasms. In 7he Wandering Whore [1660-61]
the Venetian whore Julietta recounts this anecdote: “Oh! how sweet would be the death,

as once a seeming-holy sister said when a long t-~~~~~~ (No. 3, 4). The “t-~~~~- ” alluded
to here is either a “tarse” = penis or a frap-stick = penis. For other “talking” vaginas,
see Twat.

Trumpeter. A drunk who farts and belches. In Wits Inferprefer [1656] appears a
drinking lexicon drawn from “Bacchus his Schoole.” One of the terms is “Trumpeter,”
i.e., “He that belcheth either backward or forward” (329). The first type, of course, is
another instance of “anal speech,” a common source of humor. Cf. Vice-Admiral.

Wind the horn. 1. e., to fart (PDS). This is another instance of “anal speech,” with the
anus once again equated with the mouth, here used to “toot” a horn. In any case, the
following story is a classic of sorts and was sufficiently popular in the 16t c. to warrant
appearance in book form. The motif of a woman’s embarrassment at her own farting,
what Legman calls perhaps “an evasive form of scatological abuse of women,” is quite
frequent in older folk literature (Rationale 11 858). Here the victim’s enforced “anal
chatter” is poetic justice for her shrewish scolding. In the song-story, The Fryer: and
Boye, a boy is cursed with a cruel stepmother. He is sent to tend the family’s herds and
there befriends an old man who grants him three magical wishes. One of these is for a
pipe to whose music no creature can refuse to dance. Another is that whenever his
vicious stepmother looks upon him “her tayle shall wind the horne / So Lowdlye, that
who should it heare” will be compelled to “laugh her unto scorne.” The pipe and the
compulsory farting combine to produce two ludicrous scenes. When Jack returns home,
his father learns of the pipe and askes the boy to play. He does so and, of course, sets the
entire household to dancing—even the hateful, glaring stepmother:

The goodman [father] made himself
good sportt to see them dance in this madd sort;
But as she dancet shee looket on Jack,
& fast her tayle did double each cracke,
lowd as a water Mill.

For this impertinence the wife causes Jack to be hailed before the ecclesiastical court on
charges of witchcraft. There, however, the presiding authority asks the boy to play the
pipe. Bedlam breaks out as all of those present fall to capering.

82 See Legman at ((128)).
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The register leapt from his pen,
& hopt into the throng of men,
his inkhorne in his hande,
with swinging round about his head,
some he struck blind, some almost dead,

The proctors flung their bills about,
The goodwives tayle gave many a shout,
Perfuming all the Mirthe . . .
(LHS 28}

Of course, the comic “deflation” of dignified court officials is a humorous bonus for
the reader or listener. ((100:23,66,69,94-5,97,98,132,197,209-10,216-7,243,267,272, & 291-2))

CONDITION OF EMPLOYMENT

A parish priest had discovered a devious way to have a personal servant and to
do so without having to pay her. He would hire for a single month, but only upon
a certain condition. This condition was that if at the end of the month the servant
proved more vigorous than he, in such ways as he would determine, she would
then receive very high wages and continue in his employment. But if instead the
servant at the end of that time was unable to exceed his stalwartness in this
particular manner, she would, as a result, no longer remain in his service. In
addition, she woultotb e pai d for her month’s hard worl
continuously drawn from all sides of his parish, but not one could beat our priest.
Thus, he was well cared for many, many yaar® cost of his owrThen a day
came when a young and powerful looking woman arrived at the rectory. She was
very pretty, too.

"What do you want?" the parish priest ask
She answered demurely, “The position of t
away. "’

He eyed her up and down and said, “That's
arecondi tions to be met .’ The girl answereo

8 The poem is more than 500 lines—all lines pertaining to flatulence are duly represented here. Most of the poem’s
comic scenes focus instead on the uncontrollable dancing caused by the boy’s piping. The version quoted above is
that of Furnivall’s ((82:9-28)) where he gallantly provides a footnote to ensure our understanding that cracke = fart.
There is another version ((98:51-81)) published two years earlier than Furnivall’s in 1866, but without such a
clarifying footnote. | am sure the story is much older. The earliest known version was printed in London 1585.
((98:54)) Edmund Dulac retells the story (1916) as a fairy tale for children ((61:19-28)) but he changes the farting to
laughing. So instead of laughing at the farting, the children can accidently fart while laughing at the laughing!
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have been told of them. And that is what' s
fart, isn't it? In that case | agree to your terms.”

The priest eyed her once again, steadily, peering wearyingly at the curve of her
buttocks Wi th a sigh he said, “In that case, W
on two plates and try at once.”

“So be it, Monsieur |l e Curé."

The plates were thus prepared. The priest placed himself before the plate
located on the left side andbrrrr —he blew half the flour from the surface of the
plate. The woman, situating her posterior into position before the plate on the
right, wriggled and bl ew. Not only did al/l
veneer, but she also shattered the plate into many, many pieces whose number
was too great to count.
Astonished the humbled priest asked if he could make a study of the woman's
ass. " No wo n dte mo.orie inlparticaliyoushavetwodales in
your bellows, wherealsonly have one!"

[In a variant of Lorraine, the plates of flour are replaced by plates of bran and the
tail endswith these word§romt he pri est, “This i s- not surp
S hot  «Basedfonl krgpihdiz 11884, pgs. 26-7 & 39:257))

COPROPHILIA

Coprophilia is a psychiatric term given to a person who has an extreme interest in feces. It is
logical to assume that such a person would be equally interested in the flatulating processes. In
fact, it is not an uncommon accusation against fartology and fartologists alike, especially if one
proclaims to be an authority on farts or farting and has the audacity to actually write a novel
based on a writer who writes exclusively upon this subject, that the logic be reversed and thus
any given fartologist must therefore be a coprophiliac too! Let me proclaim here and get it out
once and for all! I, E. SI6ve Promblés, am not and have never been a coprophiliac; | am not and
have never been a flatophile (see FLATOPHI)Eand furthermore, | am not and have never been a
Christian! (See OLD FART(177:323))%

COUNT OF TRUMPET?®5

See[ Q! w¢ 59 t9¢9wd

84 Mr. Parish Priest

85 | write novels.

8 Michel Déon’s Footnote #14 to Dali’s Diary tells us: Dali is very much attached to a precious long-playing
record of a session at a club of American petomanes, and he is always re-reading a precious little book The Art of
Farting by Count Trumpet. ((53:53))
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CREPITATION
To crepitate is to make a “crackling sound.” Seeing as a fart can loosely be heard as a “crackling

sound,” the term has become synonymous with the word “fart.” (See FARY
((1859editionOED @crepitate and crepitous))d?

CREPITATION CONTEST

“Your narrator — Sydney F. Brown” is the name of a Canadian sports-announcer whose voice is
mimicked to call the shots in a Crepitation Contest. It was recorded in Toronto, 1943, and
privately issued in both the United States and Canada on three 78 rpm records. More recently it
has been reissued on a single long-playing 33 rpm record with the abbreviated title, “The
Contest”. The recording is a “burlesque account, told in a breathless radio-announcer style, of the
prize competition between the British champion and the Australian contender, who wins with a
particularly rich and vibrating ‘flutterblast’, and the final catastrophe. This is one kind of folklore
that cannot be reproduced, even onomatopoetically in print.” ((128v2:873)) FOr more see BATTLE
OF THUNDERBLOW.

Salvador Dali tells about a record he once heard upon which a Club of American Windbreakers
performed. His aesthetic endorsement of it was succinctly described in a single word: “precious”.
Unfortunately, he neglected to say anymore. ((53:53))

CREPITUS

Crepitus was one of many Roman gods. In Latin his name means “a crackling sound” and is
intended to refer to flatulence. The ancient Romans worshipped the Fart, animating it into a god.
“T assert that they used to adore...stinking and filthy privies and water-closets; and what is viler
and yet more abominable, what is an occasion for our tears and not to be borne with so much as
mentioned by name, they adored the noise and wind of the stomach when it expels from itself
any cold or flatulence; and other things of the same which...it would be a shame to name or
describe,” so tells us Torquemada.

Capt. John G. Bourke traced the god Crepitus to Egyptian roots relating him to Bel-Phegor. “Le
Pet (fart)”, he tells us, “was an ancient Egyptian goddess; she was the personification of a natural
function.”

In the second century AD Minucius Felix wrote that “Crepitus...was perhaps only a caricature
conceived by the jesters of that time. Menage however affirms that the Pelusians (a people of
lower Egypt) worshipped le Pet.”

And much later Charles Percy, MD wrote in A View of the Levant (1743) that “the ancient
Pelusians...did (amongst other whimsical, chimerical objects of veneration and worship)

87 Note that “the rattle of the Crotalus cannot be distinguished from the crepitation of the large Western
grasshopper.” ((OED,1859%dition: 1164))
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venerate a Fart, which they worshipped under the symbol of a swelled paunch.” ((32:chz1 & 185:
Ch10))

CUNT FARTS

Happily, after reading the first edition ((71)) of the present work, many people inquired as to my
reasons for leaving out this or that term or phrase. In 85% of cases the reason was due to not
having previously known of its existence. The most frequently requested item, though, was that
of “cunt farts.” And indeed, it was not infrequent to hear the term altered by euphemistic
replacements of the word “cunt.” Continually surprised at the intimacies people — strangers!, no
less — exposed to me, | nevertheless listened to the numerous stories bestowed upon me
concerning these misplaced ventuosities.

I myself have never witnessed the phenomenon — perhaps | was just a bit too busy to notice! —
and can only testify to “breast-farts.” These are the audible forcing of air in and out of the
cleavage between the woman’s breasts (“Cupid’s Kettledrum”) during Christianlike love-
making. And though this has a tendency to dampen the romanticism, a slight repositioning — or
dairy re-arrangement — of the body parts involved is a sure-cure.

“Cunt farts,” in the literary sense only, were not unknown to me previous to the publication of
the first addition of Fee! Fie! Foe! Fum! Yet being the naif | often am they were omitted when
Grove Press responded with an “Absolutely No!” to my request to reprint the relevant
information thereof. Since then I have learned of Grove Press’s “pretense to own My Secret Life,
a book published without copyright notice in 1888-1894, and in the public domain. You can
reprint the whole ferquing book if you feel like it!” ((Legman:11-1-81)) Therefore, | now would like
to present the end of Volume 9, Chapter 1, of that outrageous erotic classic My Secret Life, where
the anonymous author shares with us, his knowledge of the flatulent vagina.

| " ve hear d fartmoe thanroncs, awindy exhalation which astonished me
at first. |l " ve heard women deny that a
escaped whilst | was gamahing her (one of the sweetest, cleanest and loveliest)

asserted it, and the abbess who was present at the interesting controversy, said that such

ventuosities were not UNCOMMOM12V9:Chl & 128:877))

An interesting footnote is that since the 19"-century the French have occasionally referred to the
vagina as le peteux (“the fart-hole”™). ((106:65)) Note also the peculiar English term “fart-daniel”
recorded in ((163:34)). See also ERRATUMresented anon.

In truth, “cunt farts™ per se don’t actually exist.

except i n t herectaléissula (notd meaning of that \gordn Bhe burblings
the vagina does engage in during coitus from behicoitus is my real specialty; farting

is just a sideéssue obacknumber you might say, with meare not farts in the literal
sense, but the merextrusionagain of the air one Isgpushed in, like your radio palm
farts (frauds obvi ous| Ylegmanmiwiky not f ool
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We end this illuminating section with a story recorded by Vance Randolph in 1958 and whose
informant first heard it before 1910 in Carrol County, Arkansas. Gershon Legman explains
((175:175)) that “The Walking Stick” contains

an ancient folklore motif, theagina loquen§ “ t al ki ng vagina”), of w
with farting will be seen at once, is that of the ensorcelled vagina which is required to

speak by the action of some magical object of charm, and usually to admit its own

unchastity.

Here is the story:

One time a fellow had a magic walking stick that would ask questions and get answers.

He pointed the stick at an oak tree and sa
answers, “Sure, |lots of ‘“em.” So the stick
answered, “Th"e hogs et ‘em up.

So there was three sisterdimingup there. The fellow pointed the stick at the oldest
one’s cunt, and the stick says, “Have you
it,” and so the man says, “you ain’t the o

Then he pointed the stick at the middl e si
in a whil e, "agaBjo “tYhoeu nmaainn 'staytshe one | want,

Finally he pointed thet stand Bhetbei ghusge
done any fucking?” The youngest sister’s ¢
was the truth. So he says, “You’'re the one

There waslsoan old girl diving there that heard about the magi@alking stickShe

wanted to try it. So she stuffed her cunt
done any fucking?” but the old girl’”s cunt
likewindwas& omi ng out. The stick asked the same
cunt just blowed soft and whistled | ow. So
and says, “ Wthiactu nst twioen 'rte assmosnwer me?” Asshol
says, “Cause it i ddgids scomiedl mack overthérleft shdulderd af g sl. ”
had known YOUwassoloes® ut hed, | ' d have fidrshes you u

Gershon Legman says of Molly Bloom’s final soliloquy: “This is certainly the longest and most
highly verbalized of all ‘cunt farts,” or vagina loquen, in all of literary history.” ((128v2:882))

CUT
A finger; a leg; one; one’s finger; the cheese. (See FAR)
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Thind Tnleuude
Things were tough for SI 6ve during certain points of his time inside th oseC 0 s .

was having trouble keeping up with himsel
himself, writing the entries or the person he attributed the writing to in the

bibliography. He could recall that some of the words and sentences, whole

paragraphs sometimes, were due to his own editing within the stolen excerpt. But

he kept forgetting which paragraphs were all his, partly his, or none of his at all. It

was making him dizzy. Disoriented, too! Then it spilled over into his real life where

he sometimes could not tell what was real and what parts were just him as an
protagonist in some scene in a really long novel. Being a fartologist is dangerous is

some ways, and this happens to be one of them.

e stepped back several centimeters from his word -teleportation devise. He

never knew where all the wor dsknowawherettiey o m.

all went. He just knew that for a while they all lined up before him on the screen.

Some orders seemed to make sense. Other arrangements were absurd and were
eliminated fi into the trash file, wherever that was. In the lab he had dissected one
of those garbage cans. Let me see if | can find one somewhere to put in here
somewhere so you can actually see a picture of what | mean. Just for verification
purposes, mind you . Then we can get back to Sléve and his problems. | found one fi
here itis: 33, two in fact. So we observe Sléve, always late into the night, after
working his two, fore -fingered, typing -fingers to the grind, from producing the
Concordance, day after day, Slove, if you recall, who was down in his laboratory,
deep in the bowels of his grimy, newt -ridden basement , is just sitting there. There is
a oNo Farting 6sign up on the workshop wall. The danger could be due to the

potential of unintended ignition of gases, never a good thing, or the

untrustworthiness of the table legs and basement walls. You might recall that

Slove, if your mind has not wandered, is hard at work dissecting his electronic trash
bin, looking for a lost file that somehow got erased without warning. He is digging
around in there and other than a n occasional lost asterisk, he finds nothing else but
pixels. Lots and lots of pixels. Pixels Galore , you might even say ! It took him until

the break-of-dawn to discover that his lost entry  is gone forever. He can make a new
one tomorrow, but really, it will never be the same . If someday he doesindeed find

it somewhere, amongst the dust bunnies hopping around his keyboard, bunnies that
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need cleaning, along with having to deal with their excrement and occasional
shedding, from that time on he will have two different stories about the same thing,
if, that is, they never get lost again. Although you might never know it, their being
so different and all.

Slsve drags himself away from his lab notes and steps away from his bench . The
rest can wait until evening when he finally finishes de  cipheringand editing t he Dd s .
He peaksaheadt o s e e wh and&eestlzeibigfaud: Dali and Dante, the
Dilberry Maker & Death. He has a long day ahead of him. Sadly, his last dr oops of
consciousness gets battered amongst his dreams, and his dreams turn upon the last
thing he perceived with his  very-own drooping eyes: Death.

Heress a picture of the @eallier te-keehanginggndhesi gn me
laboratory wall. Please note that the tape is beginning to dry up and soon the poster
will fall , sweepingly, to the newt -ridden floor where the carnivorous newts are
eatingtheir own and eagrime.ot her 0s

Chapter 4: “D” (24 Damned Entries)

Notg that “®” refers symbolically to a buttoek, sans podexr. P, and its lowercase gquivalgnt, d, oeeur in this novel on
average 24,547 times. | counted them three timegs and kept coming up with a different number, hgneg the “average.” The
difficulty, | beligve, was dug to theg missing anus. Other invgstigators have gncountered similar problgms.

DALI, SALVADOR (1904-1989)

Salvador Dali, perhaps not surprisingly, was the man who first made me aware of the need for an
exclusive and definitive study within the realm of the fartological concern. Somewhere amongst
his writings he tells us how Freud opened up the area of sexuality to free discussion but that
scatology, though extant, was still taboo. Indeed, he had his own style of transmitting that
message, but as already stated, the source is forgotten, so my own version will have to do.
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There are many fartistic statements that have been penned by Dali, and at one time they have
found a place in the present work. In fact it was then written that these statements “should be
included in any book upon fartology” (italics added presently). But you will not find them here
because | felt that the expense and extravagant terms associated with the permission to quote
them was out of my budget. I’m sorry, but the cost was too high considering that it extended to
only a small number of printed books...Georges Borchart, Incorporated — do you read me?

I can tell you where to look though. Go to your public library and ask for Salvador Dali’s Diary
of a Genius ((33)) and look at pages 34-5 and 59-60. You will be well rewarded.%®

My own retaliation was to peruse Dali’s other books hoping to find a book whose copyright was
controlled elsewhere. And this was the only thing I could find! He seems to have petered out.
[See PETERED OUT

‘O hardly fart aponahkening veyy meladieusly. ahis dnorming,ll y

dedicated my fart to St. Augustiri@ince ofPetomanes®for | am inmymy st i ¢ a | phas
((54:268))

DANTE (1265-1321)

Throughout all of Dante’s writing, I find it almost unbelievable that he only mentions farting
once. Canto xxi, lines 135-139 of Dante’s Inferno teaches us that:

“Devils stick their tongues out at their |
responds with a fart.”

DARTER FARTER

A “darter farter” is synonymous with a “quick moving wind breaker.” ((196:245)) (Never saw a
dart move so fast!) It is an item lifted from “Stink Pink,” a fun-time, party-rhyme game, upon
which when given a definition, one must search for a rhyming word, hurry-scurry, to match the

definition. A second example is: What is a flatulent Arthur? Why a Farty Arty, of course!
((218:66))

DAVIES, JOHN (1569-1626)

8 ook all around you. Make sure you are not being followed. If all is secure, go to Footnote 496, otherwise—don 't
chance it!

8 In a footnote to a similar comment in Dali’s Diary of a Genius—You can reproduce a footnote, can’t you?—the
following comment is made: “Because of a very long fart, really a very long and, let us be frank, melodious fart,
that | produced when | woke up, | was reminded of Michel de Montaigne. This author reports that Saint Augustine
was a famous farter who succeeded in playing entire scores.” ((Dali:59-60) We of course know that Dali has made
an error in his estimation of Saint Augustine’s abilities. For a more accurate accounting see SAINT AUGUSTINE
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Sir John Davies, a dead English poet and lawyer once living in Middleborough placed this short
epigram “In Leucam” in his Epigrammes and Elegies by J. D. and C. M. ((124:27))

“Leuca in presence once a fart dit | ett,
Some laught a little, she forsook the place,

And with mad shame, did eke her glove forget,

Which she returned to fetch with bashfull grace:

And when she would have said, this is my glove,

My fart (quoth she) which did more | aughte

DEATH

The editor of J. Walthoe’s A Collection of Epigrams (London, 1735) thought that “the coarseness
and indelicacy of [the following] epigram abundantly aton’d for by its poignancy of thought, and
pleasantness of conceit, justly entitles it to a place in this collection.” Now see if you don’t agree
with him!

“1f death must com, as oft as breath depar
Then he must often die, who often farts;
And i f to die be but to |l ose one’s breath,

The death’s a farteGguxidynd so a fart for deat

DE VERE, EDWARD (1550-1604)
Edward DeVere was the 17" Earl of Oxford. John Aubrey tells us that

“this Earl of Oxford, making his low obeisance to Queen Elizabeth, happened to let a Fart, at which he
was so abashed and ashamed that he went to Travell, seven years. On his returne the Queen welcomed
him home, and sayd, My lord, I had forgott the Fart.” ((20:16))

DEVIL HAUNTS A THIEF, The

Oneevengwhen |1 was young an’ l i ved up Shootin
bought a new pair of shoes thedst a dollar and a half. | paid a dollar, which was all |

had, and promised the other fifty cent. I
sleep in the big house; | slept out in the kitchen. Later on in the night | slippetibeuat,

and shelled a bushel of corn and carried it down to the storekeeper. $ia ed, but |

got him out and gave him the corn for the fifty cent I still owed hincoQrse, the corn

really belonged to pap, but | had been working pretty hard around the place, and |

figge'd t hat much bel ongs to me. | went back &
was acoming up to the kitchen, | heard something running down thephith, pum,

pum!/l't got c¢cl oser and cl oser; but | didn’” t s
hill: poop, poop, pooptj e s’ |l i ke someone having bowel t
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about si X month | ater [ tole maw about it
itwas the Devilimma ki n’  tduzed storyrm) S € .

DEVILS
In the dealings of fartology, it is not uncommon to come face to face with the undoubted creators
of the fart: devils and demons. Here is an example:

“A mil ker , believing that at the moment of
arranged that his wife and the priest pull him to the ends of the bed so as to witness the

event. The phenomenon of rectal flatulence is now observed, when suddenly, to the
consternation of the wife and the priest, a demon appears and placing a sack over the
dying man’s anus, catches the @®e®Seel gas a
alsoDANTE

DILBERRY MAKER

Whereas dilberries are small pieces of excrement adhering to the hairs near the fundament, the
dilberry maker, is the fundament itself. Dilberries are said to provide flatulence with an atonic
and melancholy aura otherwise unobtainable. ((92:70)

DISGUSTING MENUS

Although ‘4 La Farte Appetizers’ are fairly plentiful®, there is only one main dish worth the
preparation time of the practicing fartologist and that is Muffled Bean Soup.? Made from a
variety of beans in a thick bullock’s-heart® sauce, there is never a need to be concerned about
eating too much of this marvelous meal for it is guaranteed to be void of even a single
crepitation.* The embarrassment of carrying that pocket-thunder® behind you has been eliminated
completely. To prepare, just place all of the ingredients into a Scottish warming pan® and give it
a short blast.” In minutes you will be ready to eat. But please, leave some room for dessert! We
are offering our special Cherry Fartlettes® and there are still some of Grandmother’s raspberry
tarts® left over.

1. For alisting of these appetizers ddaledicta [Vpage 116((16:116)) (See also, for a full display of additional
unsavory treats, each alliteratively described by Thomas Pynchorgoatr15-7)).

2. Ibidem.

3. “bul heak'ts = fart, rhyming slang, ca. 1890

4, I n fact, the soug@bb¢taddverwtswbigshs9 oghn[ HS ,

5. “poetkheutnder ” = a br e a khithru@0Ohrcehturyw{iza:eé43)) obsol ete, 19

6. “Scottish warming pan”-19%0.@s54¢mB4)eaki ng of wind, ca. 1810

7. “shhlrast” = a (rs5eea8lgpoaqyy of wi nd.

8. “Cherry Fartl et t e s Nonrenfusavith a ohedrafilihggee NONNENFURZa | t o

9. “raspberry tart” = a breaking of windad4se)t o the r hymi

10. Not | i sted above is Pynchon’'s “Fart fondue (skillfull)
cheese vi s@eogieiwherdny utmé )&nri ch the original milk used t
farts at the milk pail, which echoes(esi7roe)Ancayearser y sl i gl
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later ((170:79)) we get:* ..he gr kml Wi at sacce of t-fateOvertheaourse gfitss mut t on

| ate owner’'s | ife, the Tail has grown not merely | ar g:¢
Fl atul ence ever blowing by, t cgnecerdtisoméwhereathodghwherienct Tas't
cannot readily be imagin’d."”

DOCTOR CROOKSHANK

Dr. F. G. Crookshank, MD is the author of the wonderfully named text Flatulence and Shock. 1
only quote a few lines from this all-knowing book. It consists of two papers, one upon our topic
of flatulence, of which the Eructologist will also find a wealth of pertinent effluvious material. It
was first presented to London’s Medical Society of St. Mary’s Hospital on the brisk and gusty
evening of October 23, 1912. | think it was raining, but just a tad, too. The fog was unforgettable,
though. I remember his sage-like voice climbing above the sibilant winds as he commenced to
blabber to the salivating crowd:

There is a line in Horace which has been translated, though with doubtful ac€liracy,
is difficult to speak with propriety of common thinds¢k Wilkes, as all who care for
Boswell know, illustrated this notion by referring to the embarrassment of a poet
laureate who should describe her most Gracious Majesty Queen Caroline as engaged in
washing teacups. Alike, too, was the difficulty which tradition in Mortlake tells us was felt
by a worthy local physician, called to attend that august lady, when in residence at Kew
and suffering from what charwomen call theindy spasms.How to devise a signature
to his prescription, at once respectful to his sovereign and yet likely to be understood by
the local apothecary, gave him pause. It is said that in the upshot the appropriate
carminative draught was ordered to be taken "quum Regina habet vefi(ihi& may
not be true; but | have some diffidence in commending the vulgar subject of flatulence to
you. Yet it is one of great practical importance and no little theoretical interest. Occasion
is not always adequately met by the perfunctory exhibition of Mist. Carmifatind,
though in Casualty one may be able successfully to fob off a vexatious patient, yet, in
private practice, one who is suffering torments has little satisfaction if his doctor deems
him a neurotic nuisance, and, like Dogberry, thanks God when rid of a pestilent knave.

And, oh, how he, like the wet flapping winds outside, does drone:

Should we ask poititlank whence comes the gas eructated in flatulence; or
distending the abdomen in cases of meteorism, the answer usuéfipiis,
fermentation.”

And we are now awaked, by what we do not know, just long enough to hear him say:

% |.e., “When the queen has the wind.”

91 Mist. is the abbreviation for the Latin Mistura = mixture.
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You will agree that when, to take an extreme case, a fasting person drinks a cup of tea,
and within a few minutes is in such distress from abdominal swelling that he loosens his
clothes and pants for breath, while eructation sets in and continues for hours, all notion
of microbic fermentation must be discarded. Nor can sudden fermentation explain the
belching of gas that may terminate a bout of angina pectoris. | do not say that mixed
cases never occur, but for the moment we must set the microbic fermentations on one
side. So, too, must we set on one side the dietetic flatulencies relieved by alkalis, in which
some chemical process may be at work. We must concentrate on those in which the so
called“nervous$ spasmodic, hysterical, paralytic, or emotional elenpeetdominates.

You discover yourself popping in and out from under your blubbering eyes...catching a phrase
here and there, completely loosing track of the thread of his verbal rumblings.

Trousseau adopted Graves's theory of pneumatosis. He saidh*that some gas is
always produced from the alimentary mass during digestion is, howevett wiféch is
certain; but the principal source of the gas is secretion from the alimentary canal. A proof
that this secretion is independent of the concoction of the elements is afforded by the
fact that a hysterical woman will sometimes become tympanitenminutes! Under
our very eyes and hands we see and feel the abdomen attain a great size. Consequently
the formation of gas is the result of disturbance of the nervous system, an increased
secretion taking place in exactly the same way that there is, under similar influence, an
increased secretion of tears, saliva, or urine."

And was that you snoring?

The doctrine of aerophagy lays it down that the distension is due to air that has been
swall owed, and is eructated on occasion
good many cases, actual pneumatosis, or secretion of gas from the stomach. That the
practice of aerophagy in some form or another exists is true, but sometimes it is a habit
induced by the presence of gas in the stomach, and sometimes it is purely mimetic. In
explaining this phenomenon of flatulence we have not to pin our faith to fermentation,
or to gas secretion, or to aerophagy as a sufficient explanation of all cases, but to
distinguish thelegrees n whi ch each of these processes

Your body suddenly jolts, sitting upright. You nod knowingly in the doctor’s direction. Yes, this
is when my interest, too, began. The nodding already beginning to taper.

My interest in the subject dates back to conversations of years ago with Dr. Muir
Evans, of Lowestoft, who used to express his disbelief that cases of sudden tympanitic
distension could be due to either fermentation or to air swallowing.

My eyes, perhaps like yours, my Attentive Reader, begin, once again, to narrow to a pinprick of
alertness, razor-sharp.

94



Sir Clifford goes on to say that "though the flatulence may have associated with it
disturbance of the heargventryingto follow this symptom beyond its mechanical
causes would lead us into a general discussion of hysteria and neurdStAemiast
pregnant suggestion, and for which | am thankful: but an odd exsusdy!

And now, we must all now pay close attention. For after all, this may be on the test, a test, |
realize, for which we are totally unprepared. Did we ever go to class? Are we even wearing
clothes? I think we all have been dreaming. ..%

The position, however, that | would take up, after some curious personal experiences
and the observation of a good many patients, is that in flatulency we may have to deal
with:

1. Bisgustind@isintegrating processes, due to mitioactivity.

2. Such cases as Trousseau thought due to excesspedastion during
coction, and which are perhaps dietetic, chemical, or enzymatic.

3. Gas " secretion " from the walls of the stomach or bowels.

4. Gas secretion to which air gulping is added, to overcome the spasm that
prevents eructation.

5. Cases in which air gulping occurs as a trick accidentally learned: as a form of
neuro-mimesis; or as a manifestation of hysteria, in association with globus
hystericus.

6. True air swallowing, in babies fed from a defective apparatus; and occasionally
in adults.

7. Air suction, analogous to the suction of air into the vagina or bladder, occurring
in persons with hypotonus of

And as | awaken, as you, too, should, my Sleepy Reader, once again, and just in time for the
knowledgeable doctor’s final jocular-closing statement, | hear:

In the complex group of flatulencies frdsecreted gas these measures will hardly
serve. It is obvious that an etiological, or rather a pathological, diagnosis is required. By
way of immediate treatment: remember Troussedatdd affusions and ether."

Prescribe local vasodilators, rubefacients, antispasmtilig: meals are best.

But, in strictest confidence, | will tell you this: should any of you, from overwork,
overmuch tea, overmuch tobacco, or whatnot, get a speieafoticflatulence, and
eructations with air gulping, nothing will give you so much relief as a bottle of the very

9 Lost in the dreams of a novel, the novel in which you 're presently immersed.
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bestCreme de Menthajpped slowly and steadily until you are bettap:7-22)) [See
also:PEPPERMINT WATER

We then, as a group, professors all, tumbled through the door of the lecture hall, and passed
eagerly down the empty hallway toward the solitary hospital exit and, and from there, out into
the breezy airs of London, now greatly curtailed from the raging storms, experienced both inside
and out of the lecture room. The fog had lifted and was wafting gently through his hair and his
nostrils. A crescent moon shone brightly above. The rain had temporarily stopped. Scribbled
notebook pages in hand, Slove’s lonely evening was over.

DOGS

The poor dog. It is the dog that always gets the blame. From John Selden’s Table Talk (ante

1654; ed. 1869, pg.27):
“The Bishops being put out of the House, w
the Dog is beat out of t he@Bos®aozzvher e wi l

And again, as noted in Ernst Riihl’s Grobianus® in England. (1904 Berlin: Mayer & Rihmkorf,
1904. pg. 120)

“1'n anot her i nci dent in the sixteenth cent

cry out, ‘Fie, what a stinke is this?’" and

t was he, and none but et hat did the aire
DOG’S FART

In Mandarin, the official language of China, to refer to someone as a “dog’s fart,” or gou-pi, Is to
judge them as worthless with worthless words and opinions. ((104:117))

DON JUAN, Alleged Yaqui Sorcerer
Don Juan, that mysterioso Mexican Indian sorcerer that become so famous through the books of
that mountebank mystic Carlos Castaneda, once, in Chapter Eleven of his A Separate Reality,*
truthfully declared:

“I'f a body fwamww s, it’'s alive."”

Francois Rabelais, who was not a fraud, said the same thing five hundred years earlier.

9 Need | say anything?

% Interestingly, this same phrase, a separate reality, is omnipresent throughout Christopher Flower’s commentaries
regarding his work entitled Quotations from the Mystical Writings of E. SIéve Promblés. | myself only use the
phrase occasionally in my Fourth-Dimensional Flatus: Discovering the Source of Space Visitors, Angels, and the
Truth about Swamp Gas. In all cases it refers to the spiritual existence of the fart, not unlike the Christian’s concept
of the insurrection, once it has left the body.
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Suddenly Epistemon began to breathe, then to open his eyes, then to yawn, then to
sneeze, and then he blew a great househol d
cert ai nlwyscoleesmednsend . ”

Salvador Dali, yes, he too, had something profound to say about life and death when he
explained:

Excrement is the thread of life and each interruption or fart is but a moment of life flying
away.((53:59)

DONLEAVY, JAMES PATRICK (1926-2017)

J. P. Donleavy the Brooklyn born American-Irish writer is most famous for his initially-banned
novel The Ginger Man. He also wrote a book entitled The Unexpurgated Code: A Complete
Manual of Survival & Manners which is exactly what it portends to be, but in ways that those
who consider themselves to be “proper” might question. An example of his advice is provided in
the lengthy excerpt provided here, emanating from the book’s third section entitled Vilenesses
Various under a heading tagged appropriately as Farting.

Farting

In ancient times this feature of personal metabolism was esteemed an expression of
the conscience of having just let off steam. And with so much artificial air around these
days one would have thought sending forth wind from the anus was at least a bolt of
something natural if not fresh. But this stinkingly difficult habit is sometimes a noisesome
one as well. And in most haughty circumstances it is not nice to be caught at. But
provided you keep it quiet one is not normally ostracized from good society.

There are however awkward environs for the sounding and the fuming of the fart.
Namely during lectures on art, largo passages in symphonies, high points of religious
ceremony, or when another is spiritually transported in the rapturous delirium of orgasm.
It is however a reprehensible act in airless conditions encountered on tightly crowded
public transport as well as stationary elevators. Not to mention saunas which can
occasion the dreadful stifling phenomenon of the Bkt In supersonic aircraft it may
be regarded as an extremely revolting and tiresome form of aggression, especially
coming from business men in a hurry who should know better. But emanating from a
breathtakingly beautiful woman you might, if so aromatically disposed, make no effort
whatever to stop breathing.

Never admit to farting even if there are only two of you. If this is going to really make
you look like a liar, a flustered pretense of searching for an imaginary gas seepage
between the floorboards with the attendant turning up your own nose in disbelief at that
horrid smell is a proper demonstration of innocence preventing blame and
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embarrassment. This ruse will of course be understood by other fair minded farters who
know what it feels like to be the object of unflattering attention.

TheSlently Emitted Fart has some advantage in that it gives no prior warning or
instant identification of the guilty party. But such meekly brought forth fumes are, in
some informed circles, held as being more odoriferous and can, as folk unmistakably
grimace, produce an atmosphere of greater inelegance than those which come out with
a bang. But it is never done to deliberately blast one with a window shivering report in
the hope of its being less ill fragrant or that the detonation will beguile folk intkirgin
SO.

Which brings one to those boorish and unscrupulous farters who plead that their rear
fanfares are a sign of welcome and friendship. Some even going so far as to imitate the
rare wailing love call of some musk secreting invertebrates. Of course in some primitive
climes this form of personal gas dispersal is indeed regarded as a demonstration inviting
of intimacy. But these are far off tropical places not subject to the tight squeeze of the
modern up to date world where it can result in a whole bunch of people crying out in
plain accent

& | SHBly cow | want pronto out of heité
Or in pukka
GL ales GKAa A& dzyO2YY2yfeé F2d# dé

For parlor games the fart may of course have a truly entertaining social use. There are
the few who through the fine adjustment of certain muscles can use the anus as a solo
instrument, even to rendering syncopated chords if you are gifted in this redfedat
certain that your audience is musically sophisticated enough to appreciate this rare form
of concert instrumentalization, otherwise you might be superficially regarded as being
merely a filthy disgusting person.

Those possessed of the singular ability to send messag@esliMorseCode™ should
in playing any guessing game devised to suit this kakekysavoid transmitting
anything which when decoded, is offensive. And there are still others, who can, by the
use of a match, create minor explosions with attendant flames whose colors can be
varied from blast to blast. Should this latter be your mgtiemplease temper the

di scharge in a manner so as not to trembl e
guests whoof course will be put to the temerity of having to explain the origin of the
hurt.

Upon initial intimacy with another, one naturally attempts a standard of fastidiousness
which upon prolonged and better acquaintanome may tend to relent of. However, in
the early stages one is frequently confronted with having to baetéed-up Fart.
Leading as these can, to an unconscious irritability, there is nothing worse than this kind
of discomfort. If unable to remove yourself from the company you are in, it is best to take

% AMC
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the bull by the horns and effuse a ceremoniously loud one with pride. If followed
immediately by the expletiveyHooPs:” which also smilingly should escape from your
lips, your personal audienogho hopefully will be cultivated and stylishll present you
with an appreciative response, and perhaps a little patter of clapping.

In times of social distress, especially occasioned during introductions, some persons of
extremely shy nature cannot for the life of them control emitting a wind upon the
mention of their surnames. This is a vkelbwn disability. And for those so stricken the
only defense is to continue looking pleased @mbrave your way through the agonizing
period during which everyone is wondering who the hell it was whthiatidne. Should
the latter gas disperse these tentative friends, you would be well advised to find yourself
a more socially confident crowd.

Farting upon meal completion in the confines of the dining room is another
unfortunate moment. Further fermented by previously consumed ingredients and
topped off with vintage port, brandy and cigars, which calorific, in concert, have a way of
adding not only impact to theoncussioary elements of the egresbut also to the
acerbic fustiness of its fume. Whjglut more forcefullymeans that from a full fed
gentleman of long term epicurean indulgence, you could be gassed stupid and reeling
before you got as far as the withdrawing room to join the fortunately absent ladies. The
host should brook no delay in opening a door or windsair conditioning systems
often abet the noxiousness. And as it’s da
nicety of sportingly tolerating the post prandial vapours may be understandably forgone.
Indeed chaps still with their wits about them, have been known to take to hand a
Meissen figurine to smash a pane or two. Menthol inhalation is suggested for those
already collapsed.

Deportment concerningo v e r sMaritadFarts will frequently depend upon their
place of emission and upon the degree of emotional harmony between the parties.
When an uncontrollable one threatens to let loose under the bedcoversgitrigueur
to turn immediately upon your side which allows your trumpet to face away from your
opponent. Gently lift the covers to make an opening to the outside air. Silence the fart by
pressing apart the cheeks with the longer index fingers. Then with these precautionary
dampers in force, let go as inaudibly as you can. Unless there is a breeze blowing, the
lukewarm fume will rise harmlessly to the bedroom ceiling idtethal enough, will
there usefully asphyxiate the mosquitoBst should you accidently let off an
uncontrolled bomb which awakens your sleeping opponent and they are maritally
abusive of you, openly referring to your filthy disgusting habits, it is permissible to
classically ripostét a @ a2dz &ALISI{1a 6KSYy Yeé Y2dziK (y2g¢a
g2NR& ¢

In mixed drawing room conversational company where candlelight helps incinerate
the fumes, the fart to be preferred is a ladylike fart known as The Nert or Chxaping
This backfiregéheep high pitched in frequency and resembling that of a small bird in
song, not only can be an endearing feminine feature, but should, like The Whispering or
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PurringFart, also practiced by welired ladies, be emulated by gentlemen who rbhey
in all their other activitiegobust but in these cases have a preference for a mefimed
indoordemeanour.

With the aut of doors, viherethe world abundance of leafage greeneapable of
absorbnghuman gasess shrinking, the fart is now a far more significant matter than
heretofore. On rural road®n windless daysvhen you know other walkers are
following, one should, on the pretext of examining a plant, release gas well off the road.
For this purpose an interest in botany should always be part of your pursuits. Farting is
fine while shooting but not while stalking. However fox hunting serves as an ideal milieu
for the release of almost any kind of fart you care to mention as most mounts galloping
across fields or jumping hedges bang out a barrage various during which ladies and
gentlemen alike may let go with abandon their own prized ones.

For your own safety if not edification it is best to have some idea of the various types
and brand names of wind releases which are, in circles of the most haughty particularity,
always referred to as personal breezes. The Percokmgs of little distinction except
that it should never be confused with The Stammefarg the former being popped
from folk who haven’t a clue to finer fart
whose personalities are predominantly amusing. The Stamntenitgill mostly be met
along with The Morse in diplomatic circles, but the latter is greeted with some suspicion
as it is often a method of communication between spies. It is most easily perfected by
those capable of The Stammeriragt.

Other farts, whose names speak for themselves are The King, The Blaster, The Flash,
The Fake, and The Farewell. Except for The Fake these are all fulsome without being
overly frouzy and are normally met with at weekend country house parties. Especially
where an interesting cross section of people are gathered from the more rakish walks of
life. Takenote that the high pitched Bedfart denotes someone extremely fit.

The farts to be avoided are The Foghorn, perpetrated by the boorish, and The French,
this latter being only exceeded in objectionability by The Swiss and Austrian which farts
are individually extremely soul corroding fetid depth bombs. The Sleeper, so called
because of its slow permeating somewhat suffocating quality, is also a rough one. But
nothing anywhere matches The Requiem, or The Royal, which usually silently creep out
upon the atmosphere with such immense lurking lethality that one should instantly seek
egress from the area and not return until someone in gear suitably protective has given
the all clear especially where there has been the copious eating of sauerkraut, onions,
garlic or aromatic meats and care needs to be taken to protect the eyes from smarting.
Needless to say the perpetrators of this,
social calibre and you may find yourself in protocol difficulties when trying to withdraw
from them but i f you don’t you may be faci

Among the upper echelons of rank where haughty particularity is often times utterly
dehumanizing, farting can bring to relationships a heartening reassurance of some basic
equalities shared by the most privileged down to that of the most humble. But again
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even in this eruptive capacity, an inequality exists. For should it be a contest of gaseous
lethality opposing that of mere rear obstreperousndise upper classes can, with their
caviar fed pungencies, knock hell out of the cabbage stuffed commonexerok-12)

DOWNSIDE OF BEING DEBT-FREE

“Buti $¢hat what bothers me, that isn’t
now on | ' mbuhotvwiblfmandgedTthe first months are bound to be
awkward, for | wasn’t brought up this way,
with fear.

“And consider, too, that every fart bl

will be aimed directly at my nose, since all the farters in the Waldays say, as they

fart, ‘Now we're even!’ lt°s going to shor
write my epitaph: |l " m going to die pickled
windy colic need to be ableto fakfty R @Qley Q> i f ordinary medi
enough for the doctors, all they’ Il I- need
out befarted body, and everything wil |

less than prescribedand t hey’' I I fart more fr°ely than
And that’'s why | beg yobt, ollkwusdered oorl esao.

((173Raffel : Bk3Ch5))

DRAW-FART

Usually preceded by “Doctor” and often, albeit disrespectfully tagged upon yours truly as I tour
across American lecturing to the flocking fartologists everywhere. The “Doctor Draw-Fart” label
((154:241)) Was given to itinerant quacks of the eighteenth century. Since | am a member of the
20"- and 21%-centuries, | am quite obviously not a “draw-fart”!

DREAMS OF A SPIRIT-SEER.

% That is, “all the back-cracking fellows of the world, in discharging of their postern petarades” or all those who
have “pooped a zephyr in this zephyr-pooping universe.” (173 Urquhart and LeClercq, respectively:Bk3Ch5))

9 Or, better yet ((173LeClercq : Bk3Ch5)), “let them take but a sniffle, they will blast like a hurricane!” And, perhaps,
even better than that ((173 Urquhaart : Bk3Ch5)): “It will incontinently for their ease afford them a rattle of bumshot,
like a sal of muskets,” whatever that means.

98 “A fart for your money,” he replied. “I shall have only too much one day. For I have a philosopher’s stone that
draws me money out of purses as the magnet attract iron.” ((173 Cohen : Bk2Ch17))
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The great German philosopher Immanuel Kant (1724-1804) thought that “wind storms in the
bowels” can go either downwards to produce a piddling fart or heavenwards yielding holy
visions and sainted inspiration. He did not make clear his preference or what would happen if
one happens to be standing upon his head.

In his 1899 translation of Kant’s Dreams of a Spirit-Seer, Emanuel F. Goerwitz interpreted the
relevant passage, more or less, as

.for hunting up secrets in the deluded br a
have solved for us the riddle, for he thinks that visions and holy inspirations are simply
caused by a disordered stomackis:84))

The asterisk leads us to Goerwitz’s enlightening footnote:

* This sentence is a free rendering of the German, the outspokenness of which is hardly
bearable in English. The original reads as follows: "Der scharfsichtige Hudibras hatte uns
allein das Raetsel auflésen kdnnen, denn nach seiner Meinung: wenn ein

hypochondrischer Wind in den Eingeweiden tobet, so kommt es darauf an, welche

Richtung er nimmt, geht er abwaérts, so wird daraus emndteigt er aber aufwarts, so ist

es eine Erscheinung auses eine heilige Eing

Note that the F--- stands for exactly what you think it stands for: the vulgar German Furz. Alan
Dundes provides a less expurgated version:

Only shrewd Hudibras could have solved the riddle because in his opinion: If a
hypochondriacal wind storms in your bowels, it all depends which direction it takes.
Should it go downwards, so a fart comes therefrom, but should it climb upwards, so itis a
vision or holy inspirationes:151))

DRUMHEAD CABBAGE

Rudy Rucker says that whoever farts “drumhead cabbage” has indeed farted “a fine fusion of
sound and smell.” Recalled from a story read in Evergreen Review sometime during the late 50’s
or early 60’s, this is Rudy’s favorite fartological phrase. (See also BEEFFARTCONSUMERINY et,
let it be known that Rudy’s opinion of fartology, as a whole, was succinctly summarized in a
single word: “Ugh!” Thus spake Rudy Rucker. ®ucker : Letter dated 8-18-82)

DRUNK AS A ROLLING FART

“Rolling farts” no doubt stumble about and have very little control — much the same as the reader
who often has a bit too much to drink. I surmise, therefore, that that’s how drunk you are. The
term arose around 1860, either in the winter or late fall. Since that time an accumulation of
technological caused tensions has tended to make such rolling drunkenness obsolescent. The
contemporary preference is a more controlled, mechanistic state of inebriation: thus, in 1925 and
since, the uptight “tight as a [squeaky] fart” has replace the previous phrase. This
transmogrification gives insight into the now, overall, prevalent denial of flatulence, and thus
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acts as a meter of our death. “In my old days,” wrote Frank Richards in his book Old-Soldier
Sahib (1936), “it was a common sight to stop-tap to see every man in the Canteen as drunk as
rolling farts.”% ((154:1073))

DRY AS A POPCORN FART

If you are really, really thirsty and in dire need of a bit of liquid refreshment, as a consequence,
your oral cavity is no doubt “as dry as a popcorn fart.” This implies that Popcorn Farts are
probably opposite in quality to Fizzles or Brewer’s Farts. A bit of experimentation should be
done in this area for clarification. (personal communication)

DRY FART

| do not know exactly what a dry fart is, but I am told that Boswell’s cubby Dr. Johnson (1709-
1784) was not one, but Noah Webster (1758-1843), of New Haven, Connecticut, was.'®
((128v1:720)) In France they say, instead, “pet sec.”

DUMB INSOLENCE

To be insolent is to be boldly rude and disrespectful, the way many soldiers dream of acting
before their commanding superiors. Therefore, in order to pursue such a dream, many a soldier
will act in such a way, but covertly. And in 1916, what a better way to create such insolence than
to fart while on parade. The “dumb” refers to “silence” for such a fart, amongst all the
excitement of the parade, will most likely “pass” undetected. ((154:248))

DYER-BENNETT, RICHARD (1913-1991)—September 1962
Richard Dyer-Bennett was a minstrel who studied the folksongs from as long back as the
thirteenth century. Many favorite songs were from the Time of the Tutors, the same era in which
Mark Twain placed his naughty masterpiece “7601.” Richard fell in love with the work and was
brave enough to record it onto an acetate disk, to be revolved along a needle at thirty-three and
one-third rotations per minute. He did not do so without warning:
PLEASE READ THE FOLLOWING BEFORE PURCHASING
If there are any words in the English language which you can under no circumstances
tolerate, this record will prove intolerable to you.
| would not readt m ¢ framéthe stage. It would offend many ears and | have no wish
to offend. To me it is not offensive butas the contrarya small comic masterpiece.
Skillfully conceived and designed to amuse and insttacs  wi t h al | of Mar k
work. A recording is just the place for it. The language sounds better to the ear than it
looks to the eye. And since | have clearly indicated the contents, you may listen or not, as
you choose. This is not the concert hall. You are not a captive audience.

% Richards needs to get with the times!

100 A fine topic, I think, for a PhD dissertation lies here, wherein is explored the why’s and who-said-so’s.
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-Richard DyeBennett, September 1962

You can listen to the entire rendition of “/601” as well as a few related bawdy songs here: Mark
Twain's 1601 : Richard Dyer-Bennet : Free Download, Borrow, and Streaming : Internet Archive

Alas, none of the songs are of fartological interest. But | agree with Richard, “7601 ” is best
when read and listened to at the same time.

A NOTE ON LANGUAGE

Unlike the Romance languages, which match it in subtlety of expression and beauty of
sound, the English tongue can strike with the blunt force of a blackjack. I delight in this
richness and variety, and believe appropriate use can be found for any word ever coined.
By appropriate | mean simply that the word shall particularly serve its purpose whether
this be to release anger, to provoke laughter, or to state the facts.

No word is inherently choice or common, chaste of unchaste, sacred or profane, good
or bad. A great writer gives words a minutely particular meaning and flavor, and justifies
his language by the clarity of his intension and the skill of his usage. Thus D. H. Lawrence
communicates warmth and tenderness by use of words generally considered coarse and
ugly. Thus the tortured honesty of James J8ycequired unconventional language to
express the thoughts of his characters.

Mark Twain also had occasion to use unfashionable language. In at least one piece
from his pen he juxtaposes Anglican nicety and Saxon brevity with hilarious result. In his
sketcha m ¢ rheniished to assume, to instruct, and to puncture hypocrisy. Here his use
of language is in turn elegant and course. Both qualities are true to life and, by contrast,
wonderfully comic.

Many unknown folk artists have used language freely and well. The color and life of
distant times still live in their songs, and the language of their greatest songs is invariably
as subtle, or as direct, as the theme requires.

Each of us has his prejudices and inhibitions, but so far as language is concerned | will
say with Tereng®?“ 1| regard nothingRrDBUmMan as alien

101 For much more “tortured honesty” see JOYCE.

102 pyblius Terentius Afer (195/185 BCE- 159? BCH, better known in English as Terence, was a slave, albeit a
brilliant slave, acquired by Terentius Lucanus, a Roman Senator and brought home to help around the house. The
Senator eventually took the young boy under his wing and educated him. Amazed by his slave’s abilities, and fearful
for his life, he soon gave the Publius his freedom. Taking the name of his slave master, Terentius, or Terence, went
onto become a famous comedic playwright.
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Upon completion of this warning, though, Richard Dyer-Bennett went on to say the word “fart,”
or described the nature of the expressed farting, at least forty-fivel® times.

James Joyce, the above-mentioning of his name brings it to mind, has this to say in his
Finnigan’s Wake. | do not know which of the several interpretations he means and I don’t even
know why | am propounding it here.

Fouwth, Tntenlude

’Fqufie,SIt')ve(“)s young daughter ¢ omarsow daorosthei ng t hr a

| abor at o mgking f@timgsowds with her  spittle -covered tongue. dThose are

technically called raspberries,6he explains to her. The need for such categorization

is so important to Sldve but she could care less for such labelling and does not

respond at all when he insi sts obaspbertydfirso And i n
get coined?06 he call s af tShre dhse rp raest etimbdgenbgr eteoz eb
of a jet bomber and is bombing the gnat-farts out of the insect population below her

with lethal kernels of popcorn. Fluffie lovesto hear S| ° vswries about the old -

days when he and Palo, the famous popcornologist, were roommates at the Mad

Scientist Institute of Quackery (MSIQ), their alma mater .

Whoa! Why is Fluffie here so early? Sléve looks at where his popcorn watch
used to lay across his wrist , a gift from Palo from longer ago than th at watch has
kept time. It ha d always been accurate , though. Not like his present watch, his
watch in the here and now, his 1976 Patek Philippe Nautilus watch, which does not
keep good time. He must remember to switch back to his old watch. H e had been
occupied so intensely focused on his writing , a trait unique to the creative work ing
habit s of Slove, that he had once again lost all track of time, and, at some deeper
perspective of Sloved,50u could even say that time had stopped! He looks under the
lab table and finds her therefi hiding playing with the discarded Indian rubber poo -
poo cushions. 0 H i Fdiwfifi What brings you here to the |
pretending to be an invisible gas -passing elephant named Onara, ONVooommb,
wombr! Ble had taught her well, he thought to himself as she  stood up and
continued flying across the room knocking over abandoned experiments and a
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bucket of nose & ear plugs, necessities of the fartological trade. Then, rocketing

back through the sunlit entrance of the lab, 0 F | -Gifl ©all puffed out, articulated

the reason for her expedition: 0 Di nnerMotm meaade somet hing new an
eat it. o

The girl certainly had good diction, though. He had heard her practicing , just that

morning in fact, the evocative two-word, six -syllabled lexeme:0i nt er gl ult e al cl e
just slid out of her, clearasa pinched Nun & s d s hebpariing words slowly

started to infiltrate  his absentmindedness, Sléved polarization increased

arithmetically in direct proportion to the level of his coalescing sensibilities . He was

also start ing to become apprehensive. Hewasnot quite done wi th the D3&s ar
still had to wake up his sleeping writing partner . He has to resuscitate the guy who

proofreads all the Interludes and most of the  Footnotes. Indeed, he must get this

snippety old man up and out of his stupor , no ordinary task, and put him to work.

Sometimes this takestime i mor e t i me likehitaotakd Skide d owasitn 0 t

to do any of the editing. S1 °ve woul dab@t oedeni bthat Ieldfs no't
creator. And it would be ghastly, infinitely so, as Sléve has told himself many times

before, infinitely many times, if someone tried to force him to even attempt to edit

one of those Interludes or Footnotes, whyhe 6 d p r e fbyg Pink ®ead gum

erasurel He 8 s al r e a thyread antictpatienn his own epitaph : Diéd pickled

in his own farts!6 But he knows those interlude s are absolutely necessary if Fizzles

Galore! is ever going to be a proper novel. He sighs and looks down at the work laid

out in front of him. He has just about finished up with that |-0-n-g one mostly

written by DONLEAVY , just before Fluffie interrupted him by breaching his airspace,

a heading which needed some major editing to make it remotely witty . Although

Donl eavy 0 svasavitty m annresH sort of way , it was not sufficiently so. Not

the proper kind of wit for a novel such as his. A nd now there were only eight or nine

more headings to write, and then, D is for done! Fortunately, m ost of the remaining

entries are short ones, though. Maybe he wil | make it home on this particular night

before his Patek Philippe strikes midnight. Heck, does SalvadorDalid s scat ol ogi cal
horrified aunt fart? No, she doesnot! Hence, perhaps, as per usual, dinner will have

to wait.
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73 ma)
Chapter 5: E (12 Entertaining Entries)

The threg-pronged “E” represents angthing you’d like to it represent, symbolically, that is. It presents itself, in both
upper and lower forms, a total of 95,336 times. There happens to be 3,009 apostrophgs within the novel as well.*
Without them Professor Promblgs is surg the novel would fail. The number of periods arg way too mang to innumerate
here, bat it is beligved by somg to approgimate the number of sgntgnees which are gasier to count.

EABOS, EDWARD R. (1854-1945)

As painters can detect hundreds of variations of colors, and musicians can differentiate between
many, many sounds, Professor Eabos began to build his sense of smell. He entered into the world
of smell at a very early age due to his multi-chambered schnozzle. Not until later did he find that
his life’s work as an artist was to make him an outcaste in all areas of society; sneered at by all
those who would not and could not accept a snot-nosed Artist of Smell. Few people have ever
and will ever enjoy or realize the true genius of the professor’s life’s work of putting together
variant smells to produce transformational ones unknown to any man alive. And those who are
dead have no need for smells, either good ones or bad. He told us, just before his second passing,
for the first one was faked, that the only person that understood was Erik Satie (the early
contemporary composer) who took what inspiration he could to write his Trois Gnossienne. But
upon being introduced to the great Debussy, Prof. Eabos was once again outcasted, now even
from the world of art. His collection of true fart smells was only a small portion of his “smell
cosmology,” but nevertheless his work was extremely important in opening up this new area of
Fartology. ((167:alh)

EDISON, THOMAS (1847-1931)

An early and individual explorer of fartology was America’s Thomas A. Edison. He was greatly
intrigued by the motor force that can be accumulated in our lower areas. He explored and
experimented with the possibilities of aviation for light weight men and young boys. For his
experiment he used a boykin in his family’s employ. Inducing him to swallow a large quantity of
Seidlitz powders, a great amount of gases were generated.

Records show that he blamed the boy rather than the motive power involved for the failure of the
experiment. No further studies of this sort have been attempted since. ((112:23))

EMAIL FARTING

104 |_etters are not the only symbols that hold up a novel. These others necessary symbols should be honored as well.
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Like Xerox-lore [see FARTING STYL#®B GASTRONOMICAL BEAN SjthRre was a time when office
workers would distract themselves from work by sending and receiving stupid, yet sometimes
clever, email-lore. Sometimes it had to do with farts. Here is a short sampling of such things that
sometimes showed up:

The first example:

Subject: A Little Fart Poem

A Little Fart Poem

A fart.. it is gleasant thing,
It gives the belly ease,

It warms the bed in winter,
And suffocates the fleas.
A fart can be quiet,

A fart can be loud,

Some leave a powerful,
Poisonous cloud

A fart can be short,

Or a fart can béong,

Some farts havbeen known

To sound like &ong.......

A fart can create

A mast rapt medley,

A fart can besoundess,

Orquaint, but most are quiteleadly

A fart might not smell,

While others are vile,

A fartmay passjuickly,

Or linger a while.

A fart can occur

In a number of places,

And leave everyonihere,

With strange looks ortheir faces.

Fromthe wide-open prairies,
To smalteilingedelevators,
A fart will findall of

Us sooner or later.

But that farts are all bad,
Is simply not true

We must neveforget........
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X ®weet old farts like you!

At this time the receiver of the email is asked to scroll down, and at the bottom of a long scroll
he/she eventually finds:

“Kinda brings a tear to your eyelon't it?’
The second example:

Subject: A Cow an Ant and an Old Fart
A Cow, an Ant and an (Hdrt are debating on who is the greatest of the three of
them.

The cow says' | fity liters of milk every day and that's why | am the
greatest! !”

The ant challengeswithl wor k day and night, summer
52'%t i mes my own weight and that's why I

Again what follows now is blank, empty space, challenging the email reader to begin searching
for more, finally discovering, somewhere far below, the following:

“Why are you scrolling down?
Itsyourturntos ay somet hi ng. ”

Very funny in their day ... for sure!

EMPEROR CLAUDIUS (10 BC - 54 AD)

In Michel de Montaigne’s Autobiography it is told that some Emperor of the past decreed that
anyone may “let fly as we will” —anywhere. Well, actually Emperor Claudius only contemplated
such a decree as this. What led Claudius into such contemplations was the death of one of his
subjects whose demise was due to gastric disturbances caused by the said subject inhibiting the
letting of a fart in the presence of the Emperor. The facts about Emperor Claudius were first
reported by Roman biographer and antiquarian Suetonius. (See also MONTAIGNE((140:71-3))

Note well that Rabelais did not fail to mention, too, this moment in history. See for yourself @
((173Rabelais,all: Bk4Ch17)).

Regardless of any politician’s law, I’d like to pass on this bit of advice: (Learmont®®, Poeme
1791, Scott, Antiquary, 1816 EDD).

105 Just fifty-two—not fifty-two to the hundred-and-fifth power. That would be really amazing!

106 John Learmont (1765-1818), the Scottish gardener who also wrote poetry. Now he lives as a sub-character in a
novel.
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“To piss and fart,
|l s good for the heart.

END PRODUCT: THE FIRST TABOO

Dan Sabbath, allegedly with some help from Mandel Hall, both pseudonyms most likely for
sociologist Clifton D. Bryant, has written perhaps the first book in English devoted entirely to a
more solid excrement than our own. It was titled End Product: The First Taboo. Yet farts and
farting often protruded themselves upon his subject matter. This can be observed from the
following quotations:

If you pass gas while driving two colleagues to work, you will roll down the window, light

a cigarette, and chat rapidly about that ridiculous song on the radio, but if you are driving
alone, your only concern wil/ be to fart
used to say, “wsmver smell so bad.”

Early in my research | discovered a tradition of the Chagga in Africa that struck me as
wholly preposterous: Chagga men do not defecate at all. At the age of initiation a male
youth is taken from home by the adult males. He is forced to sit repeatedly on a bed of
thorns while he is told never to pass wind or defecate in the presence of women. When
he returns home his bloody bottom is said to be the result of having his anus plugged and
sewn up. Henceforth, so far as women and children are concerned, he has no need to
defecate. If he needs a nurse, old women who are party to the ruse will care for him. A
young girl who suggests that a man can shit is beaten or, if she is old enough, castigated
by her peers and elders until she takes it back. It a man farts, a child or woman must
graciously accept responsibility3s:96))

ENGLISH-ARISTOCRATIC FARTING BEHAVIOR—Late 1800’s.
Frank Harris, Irish-born American writer (1856-1931), privately published (1921-27) a five-
volumed graphic account of his sexual exploits, with lots of gossip between exploits. In Volume
Two, Harris eludes to the piggishness of the English aristocrats of the late 1800’s, which due to
their gluttony, flatulence was an inevitable outcome, to which the following alludes. ((136:58-9))
It is difficult to talk of English customs in the last quarter of the
nineteenth century without comparing them with the morals and modes of
life of their ancestors in the last quarter of the eighteenth. In his history of the
Early Life of FO%/ Sir George Trevelyan paints an astonishing picture of the
immoralities of the earlier aristocratic regime. Not only were the leaders of
society and parliamentary governors corrupt in a pecuniary sense; not only
did they drink to such excess that they were old at foiviy and
permanently invalid with gout before midelige: they gambled like

107 Yes, he is referring to Charles James Fox here.
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madmen and some sought deliberately to turn their young sons into finished
rakes.((95:358))

One evening latet left the hall before the speeahaking had begun, and
as luck would have it, | met George Wyndham at the door. "You here!" he
cried. "What do you think of English conviviality?"

"English bestiality, you mean," | retorted.

"Bestiality?" he repeated. "I've seen none; what do you mean?"

"Come outside," | said and drew him outside the door into the pure air for a
minute or so. "Now," | went on, "put your head in when | open the door and
you'll understand what | mean!"

As | opened the door the stench was insupportable. "Good God!" cried
Wyndham, "Why didn't | notice it before?

"You're on the right side of the top table," | explained, "and therefore you
suffered less than we did."

"Good God!" he repeated. "What a revelatio@:364-5))

Suddenlythe illustriousSir RoberFowler 15t Baronet,came in, a largdattish man who
must have been five feet taat leastin height—and muchmorein girth

We were soon at dinner and the way the guests ate and drank and
commented on all the edibles and appraised all the wines was a sort of
education. One guest held forth on the comparative merits of woodcock and
partridge and amused me finally by declaring that a poet had settled the
guestion. "What poet do you mean?" | laughed, for poetry and guzzling were
poles apart, | thought.

| had just taken a spoonful of clear soup when my nostrils were assailed by a

pungent, unmistakable odour. | looked at the rubicund little man next to me,
but he went on drinking glass after glass of champagne, as if for a wager.

| was on Lady Matrriott's left hand, opposite to Sir Robert Fowler, who was of
course on her right. By the time we had enjoyed the roast and come to the
game, the atmosphere in the room was quite appalling; the partridges, too,
were so high that they fell apart when touched. | had never cultivated a taste
for rotting meat and so | trifled with my bread and watched the convives.
On first sitting down, Sir Robert Fowler had talked a little to Lady Marriott
and myself, but after the roast beef had been served he never spoketmusbut
ate—like an ogre. Never have | seen a man stuff with such avidity. First he
had a helping of beef, then Yorkshire pudding and beef again. After the first
mouthful he cried out to his host, "Excellent Scotch beef, my dear Marriott.
Where do you get it and how is it kept so perfectly?"

“Secrets of the prison house," replied Marriott, smiling. He knew that once the
dinner was finished, the Mayowvho oversaw the borstakould forget the whole incident.
When lturned to eat | found my huge wasvis smacking his lips and hurrying again
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to his plate, intent on cutting and swallowing huge gobbets of meat while the
veins of his forehead stood out like knotted cords and the beads of sweat
poured down his great red face!

| looked at Lady Marriott and saw a shrinking in her face corresponding to
the disgust | felt. | looked away again to spare her, when suddenly there
came a loud unmistakable noise and then an overpowering odour. | stared at
the big glutton opposite me, but he had already finished a third plateful of
the exquisite Scotch beef and was wiping his forehead in serene
unconsciousness of having done anything out of the common. | stole a glance
at Lady Marriott; she was as white as a ghost and her first helping of meat still
lay untouched upon her plate. The quiet lady avoided my eyes and had
evidently made up her mind to endure to the end.

But the atmosphere got worse and worse, the smells stronger and stronger, till
| rejoiced every time a servant opened the door, whether to go out or come in.
All the guests were eating as if their lives depended on their appetites and
Marriott's butler and four men servants were plainly insufficient to supply
the imperious desires of his half dozen guests.

| have never in my life seen mgarmandizeo be compared with those men.
And the curious thing was that as course followed course their appetite
seemed to increase. Certainly the smell got worse and worse, and when the
savoury of soft herring roes on toast came on the board, the orgy degenerated
into a frenzy.

Another unmistakable explosion and | could not but look again at my
hostess. She was as pale as death, and this time her eyes met mine in
despairing appeal.

"I'm not very well," she said in a low tone. "I don't think | can see it through!"
"Why should you?" | responded, getting up. "Come upstairs; we'll never be
missed!" We got up quietly and left the room and in fact were not missed by
anyone. As soon as Lady Matrriott breathed the pure air of the hall and
stairway she began to revive, while the change taught me how terrible the
putrid atmosphere of the diningbom had become. "That's my first City
dinner," said Lady Marriott, drawing a long breath as we sat down in the
drawingroom, "and | hope devoutly it may be my last. How perfectly awful
men can be!"

"Sothat's Sir Robert Fowler," | said. "TiwestLord Mayor, thenlyscholarly
Lord Mayor London has ever hadbb:365-7))

There ionemore story aboutSir RoberEowlerthat mustbe inserted herealthough
the incident tookplacesometime later. The Honourable Fingtatton°®a son of Lord

198 The Honourable Denys George Finch Hatton (1887-1931): Aristocrat, slaughterer of big-game, and lover of the
writer Isak Dinesen, an obvious pen name for a Danish Noblewoman, who wrote about George in her famous book
Out of Africa, published in 1937, and played by Robert Redford, in the 1985 film bearing the same name.
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Winchelsea, had beaeturned to Parliament as a Conservative. On one of
his first nights in the House of Commons he happened to be sitting beside
Fowler, who made a long speech in favour of London governmeritrend
great institutions of the greatest City in the worlst'the end he said he
would not conclude with any proposal till he heard what his opponents had
to say in answer to him; he could hardly believe that they had any
reasonable reply.

While Fowler was speakirthe Honourablé=inchHatton had shown signs of
restlessnesgdpwards the end of the speech he had moved some three yards away from
where Sir Fowlenad been seatedAs soon as Fowler sat down, Fiffdtton sprang up
holding hishandkerchief to his nose.

"Mr. Speaker," he began, and was at once acknowledged by the Speaker, for
it was a maiden speech, and as such entitled to precedence by the courteous
custom of the House. "I know why the Right Honourable Member for the City
did not conclude his speech with a proposal; the only way to conclude such a
speech appropriately would be with a motion!"

And FinckHatton sat down amid the wild cheers and laughter of the whole
House after making the wittiest maiden speech on record. The success of the
mot was so extraordinary that | believe he never again ventured to address
the House.

FinchHatton had spent half a dozen years as a squatter in QueetSland
was said to be the only white man that ever lived who could throw a
boomerang as well as a Queensland aborigine. It is certain that no one ever
threw a boomerang with such success in the House of Commons, for with one
winged word he destroyed the influence of Sir Robert Fowler. As soon as
Fowler's name came up afterwards the story of Fidation's maiden speech
was told, too, and wild laughter submerged Fowler's reputatigsser-g))

Buthavingset down these examples of English gluttony and, if you will, of
English bestiality, | must also say tiha onlyin the bestEnglisthouseghat you canfind
the bestfoodin the world perfectly servegdand enjoyed witttharmingdecorum.(9s:368))

ERRATUM

Elsewhere in this work, and left unchanged, a blatant error has been discovered,*° this only
being by a mere two or three inches (“I’ll measure tonight!” he exclaimed nefariously with a
wriggle in his heart...), where it is claimed a “farting-clapper” to be euphemistic with the vagina.

109 Northeast Australia during British colonialism.

110 See if you can find it!
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Not true! Instead a “farting-clapper,” the fugo of Spice Island, is identical to the podex, i.e., the
anus. ((154:306,807,1084 & 163:43)) Perhaps, though, upon reflection, it might be-both.
ERUCTATION

Eructation, the act upon which all of the eructologist’s concerns lay, is the ejection of wind, or
gas, spasmodically, from anywhere within the body, yet exclusively out through the mouth! This
includes both belching (from whence the air or gas is from the stomach) and burping
(esophageal). Being the absolute opposite of flatulation it becomes immediately important for the
practicing fartologist. (153:36-45 & 185:?) (See also BELCH, BURP

ESSAY UPON WIND

The book entitled An Essay Upon Wind; With Curious Anecdotes of Eminent Peteurs was listed

in the Bibliotheca Scatologica as Entry #91.! It was written by the celebrated English orator

Charles James Fox and published anonymously. At the time only fifty copies were printed. Fox

was hairy and corpulent. He was known for his rakish behavior that included drinking too much,

womanizing and gambling, of which he said winning was his greatest pleasure. His second

greatest pleasure, he said, was losing! Fox was a prominent Whig serving in the English

Parliament for thirty-eight years during the second half of the eighteenth-century. He supported

the American Patriots in their fight against King Charles 111 and developed a friendship with

Benjamin Franklin who he had met in Paris. The Lord Chancellor, to whom Fox mockingly

dedicates his work, was the Tory advisory Edward Thurlow. The book has no bibliographical

data included in it and consists of fifty-six pages. Its imprint states: “Printed on Superfine Pot-

Paper, at the Office of Peter Puffendorf, Potsdam.” Eventually the book was “printed and sold

by all the booksellers in town and country, ” in London, in 1787. Fox explains, near the start of

his work, how he came to author an essay upon the topic of farting:
“1t may be so, gentle reader, but | am so
rush for thy opinion, but, before we part, | will tell thee a see#¢how then, that the
following singular essay was written, and published, for a considerable wager; so | value
not thy criticismH have wonR?”? my wager . "’

He may have won this wager, but as most gamblers learn, over time he ultimately lost. Upon his
death, as often he found himself in life, he was in dept with nothing but a hardened liver, thirty-
five gallstones, and seven pints of clear fluid swishing around his abdomen with which to make
restitution.

Here | present to you this famous fartological jewel in its entirety and you will learn why
fartologists everywhere consider Charles James Fox as the Father of Experimental Fartology.

111 Note that 91 is divisible by neither 3 nor 17. But it is divisible by both 7 and 13. | find the symmetry displayed
here fascinating! -EsP

112 Could the wager have been with the nemesis himself—Edward Thurlow?
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An FEgsap upon Jrarting,

IN A LETTER

To the Secretary of the Agricultural and Philosophical

Soceetres an

—

Montrewil, Dec. 22, 1783.
MY DEAR SECRETARY,

“Perhaps such writing ought to be confin’d
In meer good breeding, like unsav’ry wind
Were reading forc’d, I should be apt to think,
Men might no more write scurvily than stink
But ‘tis your choice whether you’ll read or no,
If, likewise of your smelling, it were so,
I’d fart, just as I write, for my own ease,
Nor should you be concern’d, unless you please.”
—Wilmot!13

“Creditur ex medio quia res,
Arcessit habere sudoris minimum.”114
TO THE

LORD CHANCELLOR.

| take the liberty of dedicating the following eccentric work to your lordship, as a
man eminently superior to the prejudices of the world. As you are one of the first
subjects in his Majesty’s dominions, so0o yo
your fellow subjects.

113 John Wilmot (1647-1680), otherwise known as the 2™ Earl of Rochester. He was an English poet and aristocratic
sycophant to King Charles Il. His poems were a reaction against the spiritual authoritarianism of the Puritans. He,
too, was known for his rakish lifestyle for which he died young due to the syphilis.

114 Quoting from John Dryden’s 1668 “Essay of Dramatick Poesy” we have: And this excellent contrivance is still the

more to be admired because 'tis comedy, where the persons are only of common rank, and their business private, not elevated
by passions or high concernments as in serious plays. Here every one is a proper judge of all he sees; nothing is reptesented
that with which he daily converses: so that by consequence all faults lie open to discovery, and few are pardonabge. 'Tis thi
which Horace has judiciously observeteditur, ex medio quia res arcessit, habere sudoris minimum; sed habet Comedia tanto
plus oneris, quantavenizeminfis 2 YSR&Y 0680l dza8S A G &dzYY2y &hakdjisbelevbt@t8k® i Y I G G SNJ -
YAYAYLFE &a6SIHGX o0dziz w02 YLI NB Ritisdesdiessilylikedga SuR@oét, vhoiwashét ighoda®d K Y 2 NB
of these difficulties, had prevailed himself of all advantages; as he who designs a large leap takes his rise from the highes

ground.

115



| have heard, from several of your brother peers, that your lordship farts, without
reserve, when seated upon the woolsatkn a full assembly of nobles. This is honest
and impatrtial in your lordship, and you merit the thanks of the nation at large, especially
the republican party, for making no more distinction between the proud body of
hereditary representatives, than your lordship formerly did before the plebeians in a full
court of judicature at a country assize. Now this is reahsdmire great Nature in all her
operations and detest the wretched affected being who would check or counteract her,
in any of her subline and beautiful works. Fame, my lord, with her shrill loud trumpet,
reports that yousTRANGMdASAUNDRS ysur argamettsas ar e a s
VIGOROUSS your intellects-asFORCIBL&S your languageasBRILLIANAS your wit—and
assoONORoumndmusicaas your | ordship’s voice.

May your lordship continue to fart like
an antient Grecian for many years, is the

smcere wish of
your lordship’s
very devoted
humble servant,
THE AUTHOR.
THE AUTHOR’S
@Anticipation.

———

| think | hear theUrRloUBIB F RSNJ SEOf I AYZ al S @Sy Qa GKI
work upon such cursed nonsensedzOK Rl YY QR f 2 g ghtiodz@ F Fa CI N
ashamed of straining his dull faculties to such a nasty, absurd subjectPBINTdS

THOUGHTSpon Farting, and to dedicate his dirty lucubratfitfte the Lord Chancellor, is

0KS KSAIKG 2F Ff Rdryaybe soygeddeRé&geBut llanfsd T2
KFNRSYSR YR AYO2NNAIAOGESSES GKIGO L R2y Qi OF
will tell thee a secretKnow then, that the following singular essay was written, and

published, for a considerable wager; so | value not thy critidisiave won my wager.

115 Woolsack = the Lord Chancellor's wool-stuffed seat in the House of Lords. It is said to have been adopted in
Edward Il1's reign as a reminder to the Lords of the importance to England of the wool trade.

116 |_ucubrations = studies or meditations.

171 totally relate to these sentiments in regards to the present novel. -ESP
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An Fsesay upon FFarting,

IN A LETTER

To the Secretary of the Agricultural and Phalosophical

Soceeties an

e

Montrewl, Dee. 22, 1783.
MY DEAR SECRETARY,

This is in compliance with your request of the fourteenstant—"that, if | met with
anythingf ngeni ous or phil osophi c-alfyoushoulavthinkl d c or
the following subject worth your attention and that you can improve and confirm it by
philosophical experiments, | shall be happy in thinking my time extremely well bestowed,
in thus furnishing you with my thougtdn a subject useful and entertaininga subject,
my worthy Secretary, of great consequence and importance to all mankind, and which |
am sorry to say hath hitherto been considered in a too general, loose, and light a
manner— was fortunately léto these useful reflections, upon reading a certain author,
who, in the most positive style, asserted, with much pompous gravity, that a Fart
weighed a gram and a quarter exactly; but what intelligent man will be led away by such
impertinent, arbitrary, and false conclusions. For myself, | am determined not to be
guided by the conjectures and loose opinions of such vain writers, who, by their shallow
and trite remarks, greatly degrade the true depth and dignity of writiNgthing surely
is so unfair and uncandid in any writer, as to endeavor to mislead our judgement; and |
think it is the duty of every honest man, to detect and expose the fallacies of such
pretenders to wit and learning. | have therefore taken the liberty (as a man honestly
zealous to detect error, and, at the same time, professedly open to conviction) to
consider and judgef this subject in the following manner

| take it, there are five or six different species of Farts, and which are perfectly distinct
from each other, both in weight and smell

First,the sonorous and fulbned, or rousing Fart,
Secondthe double Fart;

Third,the soft fizzing Fart;

Fourth,the wet Fart;

And, Fifththe sullen winébound Fart.

Now, nothing can be plainer, to the most common understanding, than that the exact
weight of all these distinct nature of Farts must necessarily vary from each other, as
much as the different weights of air which issue from diverse instruments by different
performers, from various causes of repletion.
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This | take to be fundamentally true, therefore to judge so hastily upon such a nice and
delicate point is arrogance itself, and an insult to our understandings, as it tends to
confound and lump in one general mass, all species of Farts whatsoever, without in the
least considering the nature, texture, formation, and feature, and the various causes
operating upon the said Farts, therefore, | say, this positive author betrays a very nasty
disposition; it is, indeed, replete with sound, but then it is mere wind, and by no means a
sound and fultoned argument, it lays down one general rule, liable to no exceptions,
neither as to the age, strengtbr food, of such Farters: for example, suppose an
experiment was methodically tried to produce the different Farts as | have classed them
| am not infallible, but I humbly propose the following efforts to produce them, and have
little doubt but that they maye happily and satisfactorily procured.

For Fart No. 3 et a person of a sound, strong, and healthy constitution, eat one
pound of cowheel, a pound and a half of tripe, and two pounds of {s¢gfes, and let
the Farterelect[to]*!8 quietly await the digestion, and you will find Himmake a pretty
vigorous exertion of his noble farting faculties; and, in all probability, he will produce the
good, sonorous, futbned Fart; and, if it is of the true kind, without any offensive smell,
except indeed to those who have not been much used to farting, or who have an
extreme nervous irritability upon the nasal faculties.

Now for the experiment upon Fart, Not*2—Let a healthy person, after much
exercise, eat one quart of strong psaup, one pound of fried onions, and two pounds of
fried beef and cabbage, and, most probably, he will soon entertain you with the double
Fart in rapid successions.

For Fart, No. 3-Let a person of rather a relaxed constitution eat about nine dozen of
boiled onions, and drink three quarts of strong, thick, new ale, and he will delight you
with plenty of soft fizzing Farts:This Fart hath the advantage of stinking better than any
other, or, as some authors have it, of stinking intolerably and confoundedly.

Fart, No. 4-Commonly called thevet Fart is very easily procured. Let any person, fond
of overeating, cram himself with pies, custards, wiytlabub?° prunes, &c. &c. and he
will do his business with effectual dispatch, so as to need an immediate washing. Ladies

18 T am guessing here regarding Fox’s intended phrase.

119 1t should be mentioned here that Mr. Fox was also friends with the English scientist Joseph Priestly, who is
famous for the discovery of several “airs” (i.e., gases), and taught Lavoisier how to isolate oxygen.

120 «A forgotten classic English dessert, syllabub dates from the 16" Century! It’s made by simply whipping cream
and adding sugar, lemon, and wine. Spooned into glasses - the result is a tangy, light and luscious pot of boozy
lemony goodness.” -Author unknown. COPYRIGHT © 202HE FAMILY FOOD KITCHKMy emphasis. -ESP)
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produce this species of Fart better than gentlemen, so that it is advisable to try this
experiment upon a strong healthy young lady, of about eighteen, and who is very apt to
be hungry.

As to Fart, No. 5:Which | have emphatically denominated the sullen vinadnd Fart,
it is the most uncomfortable, unhealthy, and troublesome of all Farts whatever that have
been yet discovered, as it comes slowly forth, with a painful sensation and sudden
rumbling, likeedto pentup air in a volcano, which sometimes produces earthquakes
and horrible shakes of the earth, from not having a freeqgahpassage for the gas, or
phlogistick ait?'to escape. Those who are so unhappy dssiwancesf such Farts from
their unwholesome premises, are really patiefasthey cannot be well with such a
plenitude of impure and foul air, pent up in every cavity of their voleadowever this
does efficientlyproduce the sullen Fart, issuing slowly and mournfulymuring at long
and stated intervaldMedicinal assistance is here necessany unavoidableAs | have
often suffered in this case mysgiarticularly last week, when, in a sleepless night, |
thought of penning this useful Essay, | think | may, with some confidence, take the liberty
of saying, to what | attribute the farting malady, and, as a benevolent man, always ready
to assist my fellow creatures, and being a sincere friend tq aadéo liberty as wel] |
shall, at the same time, point otlte cause.

Thesullen wineboundFartarises from various causes of repletion, indigestions from
over eating and drinking, a sedentary manner of life, a serious turn of-aidsorder |
am much troubled withflatulent food, &c.: these cause a partial stoppage of the general
circulation of the blood, and a pressure on some of the vessels of the stomach. The cure
must be effected b line of conduct totally opposite to the cause of the disease, which
should be opposed by temperance and moderate exereiséher on foot or horseback,
relaxation from all business, cheerful company, and, above all, plenty of carminatives and
peppermintwater should be used to make the patient fart stoutly, which, when at length
effected, hath a mighty agreealded pretty effect; indeed, not at all unlike a smart
engagement with small arms; and with the assistance of a certain portion of active fancy
and bright imagination, yomay naturally suppose that you hear the great guns roar
their dreadful thunders, and now the small arms rattling their brisk vollies, whilst the
patient is left in direful suspense, till the carminatives and peppermint act in friendly
conjunction; they search every cavity in the volcano, and, at length, entirely rout out the
troublesome and tempestuous enemy, and thendreshe with immense force,
produces thénappy Fartswhich I most humbly think may, with great delicacy and
propriety, be fairly called sixth speciesf Farts. Thus, the farting and relieved patient

121 Priestley’s terminology.
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claims a welfought victory, only at the trifling expense and inconvenience of getting a
new coating??to the field of battle.

As to the weight of that species of Fart, No. 4, omieeFart, it may be doubled,
whether it is fair or candid to oppose it against the others, from this principle only, as
what is left behind will be found to weigh more than the Fart itself, attended, in the
explosion, with a highcented and rarefied air. It may be argued, on the other hand, that
it cannot, without manifest injustice to the said Fart, be considered and understood as
totally inseparable from the said Fart, as it is actually nourished, and forced in
consequence of the real nature of this Fart; but this nice and very refined point should be
maturely and deliberately debated upon, before it is either rejeotedlowed. If it
should be so determined, that its double effects ought to be allowed, then this species of
Farts will undoubtedly have the highestjminence and superiority over all Farts, of
whatever degree and quality they may be hereafter numberexdljusted; andt will
then carry the prize as to weight, strength, and odor. Upon this subject, No. 4, | have my
own opinion, but it would be both indelicate and dogmaticaine, to deliver that
opinion till its nature and effects shall be accurately examined and publicly declared by
the Philosophical Society: here will be, also, a very curious and delicate distinction for the
society to adjust, and which may cause some warm disputes, relative to the granting full
allowance and scope to Fart Noa8ppposed to Fart No. 1. | know some very ingenious
philosophical Farters, who are notorious for the frequent use of the Fart No. 2,
appropriately labelethe doubleFart; yet they are candid and honest enough to declare,
that, in their consciences and opinions, it is neithemfairhonest to oppose a double to
asingle Fart, for, say thay,i g2 G2 2y S Atdlo i Reply,lwiih alCdueNIi A y 3 & ¢
submission and modesty to the worthy and ingenious Farters, whether learned in theory
or in practice, that it should be considered that the subject from whence the Fart
proceedscan no more avoid it, than he can help breathing for the preservation of his
life. The double effectsinvoluntary, and proceeds from unknown causes: so that this
Fartof-Farts ought not to be paralleled (which | have heard is unworthily and unfairly
done) to a double barreled gun; for, though that is upon one stock, yet we know there
are two distinct bodies belonging to it, a
or both. But not so with the double Farfor there are two distinct and actual sounds
proceeding from one body and one passage.didyever, before this is fully admitted,
it certainly should, from the vast importance of the subject, be carefully and critically
examined into by a select and chosen committee of philosophical men of experience,
who have a thorough knowledge of the subject. But, after all, | am inclined tdHse of
personalopinion, that No. 1, called tleonorous fultonedFart, will generally be found
to weigh more that Fart No. 2, @he double because it arrives with a due and

122 A new lining to a pair of breeches. -cJF
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emphatic deliberationyhile, at the same time, with steadiness, strength, and vigor, that
is to say, if it be of the right seft hath, at the same time, this advantage, that it may be
considerably lengthened and improved, according to the knowledge, abilities, and
strength, of the Farting subject; whereas the double Fart arrives quick and impetuous,
and cannot be impeded or improvesljenby all the art and cunning of the ablest and
purestof Farters: and, moreover, it may be observed, and hath been remapcathy
many curious investigators, that the double Fart more frequently issues from the weak
and relaxed, than from the strong and vigorous.

| have the pleasure of being acquainted with one very ingenious gentleman, (now a
worthy member of thedcadémie Francoisestablished by Louis the®3who has been
at very uncommon pains, and has gone far beyond any of his predecessors, in making
experiments and profoundly investigating the nature of various Farts, and in&dlearn
work, dedicated to his present majesty, Louis th&, 16Section theFifth, page 163, he
hath these remarkable word§,/ S |jdzA Said 2NRAYIFANBYSyYyld y2vYYy
STFFSGX ljdzQdzy aAYLE S OSyid Rdz RSNNRASMBE> S f
RS I LINBYANRBBNGt ,SERLdH valVA2ry dfar ti al | may be t
researches in natural philosophy, | cannot, in this instance, entirely agree with him in so
singular an hypothesis; but this, as well as other affairs relative to Farting, | shall leave to
be ultimately decided by the impartial and learned philosophers of your society, not in
the least doubting but they will carry on their investigations as usual, with seriousness,
temper, and moderation

Iam,
my worthy Secretary,

with great esteem,

yow sincere friend,

Van Trump.

POSTSCRIPT.

—
D

To enable you to get the best machine for the more accurately measuring the length,
breadth, and weight, of a Farsuppose you propose, at your next general meeting, a
handsome premium to be given for it, by your liberal society. | think, an improvement
upon the air pump, with a proper receiver,
backside, would answer the purpose; besides, it will have this advantage; the curious
investigator, if he uses the best glasses, may seeltble working operations of a Fart,

123 Close attention made to the French words, of which many of the important ones bear a close match to their
English counterparts, will provide you with the general meaning of this sentence.
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and even perceive its shape and color. Glasshbess have been long inventeavhy

may not farting glasses also? As we know, from experience, there is no limit to the
ingenuityofmardon’t you think that some pretty e
Farting air, which is two and twenty times lighter than common air? | have no doubt, but

that great improvements might be made upon balloons by the use of it.

If I was in England | would try the experiment, by training about three of four scores of
notorious Farters for the purpose, but this cannot be done in France, for the rogues live
upon such farinaceous food, that two score of their nasty Farts have not altogether as
much strength in them, as one honest sound English Fart, No. 1. These fellows are always
either eating or shitting, and it is not possible to walk the streets or ramparts, without
bringing home a nasty evidence of French perfidy. Before | conclude, | must inform you,
that in Paristhe English turd, fothe manuringof land, is most exorbitantly dear
Servants will not ask wages of a good English family if they are allowed to sell the family
turds, into whichis droppeda mixture of bad Parisian tug;dy whichthey cheat their
countrymenby calling itd éritableTurd Anglois& &nd hawking it about the streets in
stronghandsome cases, as though each of them contained a bulse of diamonds.

The following fact will serve to shew you how highly they estimate the EnglisArturd:
English groom, belonging to tlamedeBngloised’ Or | e
in the Rue St. Honoré, when a warkssed Frenchman came shyly behind him, and
caught the precious manure in his hat, and ran off withfiellow directly followed him,
and snatched it from him. This theft caused a battle between them; but the
maréchaussé@* passing by at that moment, took both of the ttgtdalers to prisorithe
injured groom was bound over to prosecute théime dirty business was tried by the
parl i ament, who condemned them in a fine o
imprisonment: the money was given to the groom, as a compensation for having his
property taken away in the streets of Paris in open day.

| do assure you, my amiable Secretary, that | have not seen one turd of any magnitude,
shape, or color, since | have been in France. The whole French nation seem to be in a
dysentery; and what with their frequent bleedings and lavem®&atshink they will all
soon be in a declin&®

124 Maréchaussée = alternate French word for gendarmerie. In the French historical context, "Maréchaussée" had
been the force's name under the Royal Ancien Regime, while the term "gendarmerie™ had been adopted by the
French Revolution - making the Royalist term preferable for the Dutch King.

125 | avement = a washing or bathing.

126 At this time we take leave from the Curious Imaginings of Charles James Fox (CICJF). After-Thoughts upon
Farting; Shewing Its Great Utility with Curious Anecdotes of Eminent Farters will be displayed elsewhere.
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EUPHEMISMS 1

As with most things considered obscene, farts are part of our daily human life. As much as the
civilized sector of mankind would like to abolish their existences, the rest of us, yearning to keep
in touch with our humanity, have created an underground language so as to be able to talk about
“it,” anytime and anyplace, without the fear of Big Brother Morality*?’ digging his or her claws
into our flesh to press the Button of Guilt. Furthermore, whereas farts and farting, along with
other “soft” and “hard” obscenities, are essential to be talked and taught about, more often than
not, each family in the Western World has created its own “outlaw language” for the continuance
of this secret learning within each family. Clearly, one can see that a definitive listing of all the
fart’s euphemisms is quite impossible. Yet there does exist a secondary system of euphemisms
that are used as a means of discussing this subject betwixt various families. These families are
clearly taking a chance, but aren’t the rewards well worth it?

Here is a short sampling from the secondary system of euphemisms:

=

Bottom burp
Breaking wind
Crepitate
Cut a finger (ca.1909)
Cut a leg (ca. 1909)
Cut one
Cut one’ s finger (ca. 1909)
Cut the cheese
Fartkin

. Fartnic

. Flatuate

. Flatus

. Gas

. Lay one

. Lay a stinker

. Let fly

. Let loose

. Making wind

. Passing wind

. Posterior flatus

. Wind
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EUPHEMISMS 2 (AN ERUDITE ADDENDUM)

All of the following words refer to “an old word of wide vogue” ((180:50)), one that is perhaps
“the lowest of all human expressions” ((128v1:681)) — that’s right! I'm talking about “an anal
escape of wind, especially if audible.” ((154:taroughont))

No one likes to say “fart” if they really don’t have to. So hopefully this short list of fartistical
euphemisms will be gratefully received. Others should be looked for throughout the present
novel. Finders keepers!

1.

10.

11.
12.
13.
14.
15.

blow off ((154:1004): 20"-century euphemism employed by sailors (?), and women,
allegedly

buff (noun) ((154:1018)): 20™-century — echoic

blurt (154:71)): “To let or cause (!) an escape of anal wind.” 20"-century, low
colloquialism

lift a gam ((154:313): Mid 19" — 20"-centuries
gastric lapse ((128v1:18g)): = accidental fart

POOt ((Legman:11-1-81)) Note also: Frank Zappa’s song Let’s Make the Water Turn
Black, released on March 4, 1968, which contains the lyrics

Whizzing & pasting & pooting through the day . . .
(Ronnie helping Kenny helping burn his poots away!)

call for a damper ((154:1026)): Naval — 20™"-century
drop one’s guts (154:1073): Mid 19" — 20"-centuries
fluff 128((154:1098)): Australian — since ca. 1919

make a noise ((154:1199)): If audible. Euphemistic colloquialism, 19™" — 20%-
centuries

puff ((154:1235)): Late 19" — 20™"-centuries

rasper (noun) ((154:1243): If very noisy. 20"-century

wet one (noun) ((154:1346)): If loose. Proletarian, Late 19" — 20"-centuries
toot (Informant:Rev.NormaDrosky): As in “Who tooted?”’

er hat einen toten Vogel in der Tasche, which is German for “he has a dead bird in
his pocket.” It means that he farted. ((5:225))

128 That’s right!! This is how Fluffie got her name! -ESP & Wonder
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EXPERIMENTS ON THE RETENTION OF EXCRETA
We shall disencumber the mad and melting Doctor Ferenczi for a moment from of his padded
cell to allow for his insightful indulgences:

“My Experiments on the Retention of Excpgtaved, moreover, profitable in an
unexpected direction, by bringing confirma
function as set forth in myersuch einer Genitaltheat#® In some instances my
attention was drawn to the fact that a urethral prohibition affected anal function in a
guite unmistakable way; it was as if the tendency to evacuation had undergone
displacement backwards, so to say. Patients would exhibit increased frequency in
evacuation, increase in flatulence, and would pass wind copiously.

“We find on analysis in innumerable cases that the neurotic from whom a prize or
something of worth has been taken against his will, piles up a possession in his bowel for
a considerable period as a substitute; that he announces his intention of communicating
longwithheld confessions by an unusually copious stool; that he is annoyed for days with
suppressedwind’ that can only be passed after the resistance to the analyst has been
given up, when there is no longer anything standing in the way of the intention to make
him a present. Such symptoms of anal inhibjtayriooseness by preferencaccompany
the conflicts that are aroused by the necessity of paying a fee to the analyst, who is in
other respects regarded as quite a friendly person.

And with this, the good doctor then frenetically looks around with eyes aglint, before racing,
pell-mell, back to his cell to reimprison himself before a prize or something of worth is taken,
from him, against his will. Young Sléve is left standing there with a newly acquired awe and a
rousing determination to penetrate, evermore deeply, into the fartological realms! ((72:95 & 264))

Figtw Tnteuude

“@eep into the realms of the fartological, whencel go! 6 he said al oud
his quill deep into the fleshy back of his right hand. 01 6ve bisfraghyy swabb
entrance! 6 And for this |l ack of penetdveati on i

berated himself daily. He is , once again, having doubts . 6Should I readthe E&6s over

one more time? ®&le already ha s done soand right -away started it on a second

reading -and-editing session. He knows that he will edit something no matter how

many times he re -readsasection. That 6s why he has such an avet
process. Eventually he gets into what he calls 0 t o g aprreetions, where he

129 e., “An Attempt at a Genital Theory”
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discovers that he is merely changing things back to the way it was before the
correction he made the last time. Sometimest h at danly kind ef changes h e 6 s
making but he is stuck in a perpetual loop doing so because he wants to get it

perfect, 0 ] u st Irtookgaldat df Opersonal effort to shut down his reading of the

E 6 sthird time all -the-way-through looking for possible adjustments. A nd hsaré s
to triumph in his efforts to ward off even the  start of a fourth reading.

él(‘jve,finally,ishomeandhaving dinner with thetd amily.

same day the garbage goes out onto the edge of the driveway to be transported from

here to where only the Grot Gods know it to be. So w h a tfod dinner at the Prombles
house on a garbage night ? And who is in attendance? Well, Wonder is there, his

beautiful wi f e. But dondt gé&tpah&«r ec didaimmafeyttiegii t h
he used to fantasize about. They are two different Wonders , yet they are both

wonderful i a nd t twa facksonly, of which there will soon be more! Oh, and here
comes,w h a thér-smame? il that little jet -haired pilot, Fluffie! So t lwato@s i n
attendance, as long as you are not counting Sléve, himself. But the fact that Sléve

was in attendance should have been clear as a pimple; for you were told  that, that

he was there, at the very start at the beginning of this paragraph.

Sl °veds Won drerespomse t© Qid s=xually walloping her whooping
Widowerd s Wal r us Wi Wompderéstawgddly as she generallyis when sheds
having sex with Slbve . Sheds ,dao0b!/Bug midloem®t t ouch her or
Shed like a robot in that way , but not a very expensive one, and when she fades out,
well, pieces of her break off and tumble off into th e fourth dimension, and some of
the other dimensions, too. And he, Slove, is just a character in his very own novel, a
novel heds payi ngedisforiienii excdptdar thegfartglogitab
concordance. Those letters, A through Z, are all his. So to reiterate: Sl dve is a
fictional characterin a fictional novel, and pretty Wonder, S| ° W\odsr, that is,
is a tawdry robot abouttoimplode due t o S Hrenziedd@vallops.e And Fluff ie?
Well, Fluffie is the only real person in this whole -entire fantasy. S laledgedly real
at any rate .

s h

130 The definition of a widow’s walrus wimpleton can be inferred from a rotation of the letter W until it most
represents the pointy orbs surrounding both Wonders’ tottering buttocks, tottering astride all sides of her tittering
anus. Perhaps the use of the descriptive B would have been kinder and more seductive. The author’s capitalization of
the leading W’s was to emphasize the size and proportions of Wonder’s widower’s whomping walrus wimpletons.
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((Q D).
Chapter 6: S U (58 Fun Entries)

Notg that “F,” which appgears precisgly 19,637 times, is gractly 0.8 the sizg of “E,” yet it occurs at only 0.2059 the rate of
E. This newly discovered disparity dgsegrvgs much morg seruting than can bg given here within this short introductory
notg and may provide insight into the psychological ngegssity for producing such a novel. Sldve is preparing a paper
on this very subjeet, to be presented at the next fartological conferegneg.

FART

A fart is a fart is a fart is an anal escape of wind. Dr. Johnson defined it as “wind from behind.”
Audible or silent, odoriferous or scentless, as a verb or as a houn, rancid or the fragrant smell of
lilacs in the springtime: a fart is a fart is a fart. Generally thought to be onomatopoetic, it comes
from the Old English foertan, which has the same meaning, also signifying to explode, it became
“soft” obscenity (that is, taboo) around 1750 when it also came to be used as a term of contempt
for a worthless person — or even someone you didn’t quite like. It has also come to mean not to
care as in “I don’t give a fart for...” or “it’s not worth a fart”. ((139 & 154 & 222)) “But the form
foertan is hypothetical, there being no instance prior to Middle English” Mr. Geoffrey Hughes
informs us twenty-five years later, after the first edition (1981) of the present work. ((105:159-60)
He further shares with us this most remarkable tale:

The first quotation in th©EDs from the charming thirteenth ent ury | yri c “ S|

icumen in” (“Summer has arrived.”) t

he con

line that has caused some academic embarrassment, since the most obvious literal

interpretation, namely “the bull ock
Consequently, some scholars have preferred to inteyggetha s “t o cav
gamble,” even though there is no oth
((105:159))

We further learn, from Erikson (1938) that

cavort
ort” o
er con

Editorial prudishness has kept that fine little Middle English poem, the Cuckoo Song, out

of many a schodbook, all because the old poet was familiar with Englishyenas and

meadows and in his poem recalled those sights and sounds. He knew that bullocks and

bucks feel so good in the springtime that they can hardly contain themselves, and
down what he saw and heard, leaving it to squeamish editors to distort one of his
innocent folkwords into a meaning that he would rmeicognize One suspects that
scholarly ingenuity has been overworked [...] to save the children of England from
indecency (ee:112-3))

And we further-further learn, this time from A. Keister Moore (1951) (that can 't really be his
name, can it?):
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The older anthologists sometimes made ludicrous attempts to gloss ‘bucke verteth' in a
way tolerable to Victorian sensibilities. Most recent editors hewegnized what every

farm boy knows-that quadrupeds disport themselves in the spring precisely as the poet
has said. To the fourteenth century, the idea was probably inoffengisez23))

Apparently the twenty-first century’s Oxford English Dictionary (OED) goes etymologically
further in its exploration of the word’s origins. For in a very recent comment (recent in regards to

the typing of these lines, today being the 14™") made in the NY Times Magazine (12-8-22, John
Hodgman), if accurate, teaches us:

lt’s true that farts have many tones and s
just ask the (presumably smelly) ghost of the famous French stage flatulist Le Pétomane. |
handed over almost my full fee for this co
Dictionary. It dates at least to the 14th century, a cognate of the Old DiafishaéhdNIi €

the Middle Low Germah @ 2 WHicE kioth sound pretty farty. As does the Middle
Englistda F ¥t Ni§é&6se double fs really sing it. 1In
“probably wultimately of imitative origin.”’”

The 1895, 1933 and 1970 multi-volumed editions of the OED say only this about the fart:

Notnowin decent use. Alsert, fartt, farte.[f. the vb., Old High Germére, furz;
Middle Germariars; Old Norse (or old Icelandfcgtr] Oftenina f SG ¥4 SS I TSN

Under the entry of Captain Grose’s Dictionary of the Vulgar Tongue we find no concrete
definition of the fart, just innuendos and dirt.

“He has | et a brewer’'s fart, grains and al
Piss and fart. Sound at heavtingere cum bumbis, Res saluberrima est lifunating

noisily is the soundest thing for the kidneys] | dare not trust my arse with a fart; said by
person troubled with loosenes$s(92:81))

On July 2", in the year of 1982, a question was bluntly posed: “What exactly is a fart?”” Chester
Lemon had a ready answer to this question, which he passed along to readers of his weekly
column, The Straight Dope, appearing in the Baltimore, Maryland’s City Paper. Here is the
unabridged question, the all-encompassing answer, and a potentially witty response.

Alimentary, Dr. Watson

Q: With all your scatological insight what exactly is a fart? Is it, as some surmise, a burp
gone wrong? Is it a relative of the hiccup? The sneeze? Is it not healthier to vent oneself
than to squelch?

-Peter Norducci, Baltimore

128



A: Your letter comes at an opportune moment, Peter, because it happens | have just
been reading up on the subject in tHarvard Medical School Health Lettéarvard is a
veritable gold mine when it comes to flatulence. Intestinal gas, we learn, is made up
mostly of five gases: nitrogen, oxygen, carbon dioxide, hydrogen, and methane. The first
two you get from swallowing air during eating, while the last three are generated in the
large intestine. From this we may deduce that burps and belches, which emanate from
the stomach, consist mostly of air. Hiccups ad sneezes, of course, are wholly unrelated.

Hydrogen and carbon dioxide are produced by bacteria nibbling on undigested food in
the colon. The noble bean, for instance, contains various complex sugars that cannot be
broken down by the body’'s digestive juices
set upon vigorously by the resident microbes, and the resultant fermentation produces
the cheerful calliope effect celebrated in such cinematic masterwolRgaisg Saddles.
Methane, another digestive kyroduct, is responsible for the unique blue flame that has
absorbed the attentions of college freshmen for generations. It is recommended,
incidentally, that persons contemplating experiments in this line wear fireproof undies
when doing so. Your Uncle Chester speaks from experience. | might further mention that
friend of mine who has reason to worry has inquired whether there are any cases on
record of persons who have exploded as a result of smoking in bed after a hearty bean
barbecue. To date | have not been able to find any. However internal detonations
supposedly have resulted from the incautious use of an etenitery device inside the
bowel. The eating of beans before surgery, therefore, is definitely contraindicated.

Regarding your | ast question, Pedr o, | per
bodily urges; it ruins the dispositiQu¥rom Baltimore’s City Paper; Vol. 6, No. 138; July 2, 1982))

In response to that column we get this: ((from Baltimore’s City Paper; Vol. 6, No. 138; July 16, 1982))

A Total Crotch

Mr . Lemontshiehnl explanation of a human f ar
excellent wrapup of what the medical profession even today is not all that sure about.

The mostly methane gas our stomach flatus produces and exhausts via rectum, besides
being obnoxiously odorous to those about, can be set on fires and will burn. When | was
Uncl e Chester’s age, us kids would strike
cause a momentary ball of fire, the size depending on the amount and type of beans we
consumed the day before. The trick was to turn around as quickly as possible and see the
flash. I would not recommend doing this inside a house. The point Uncle Chester failed to
mention was that a good fart goes a long way and one ought not hold it back wherever

she or he may be. President Roosevelt used to fart openly and no one thought much

about it. Of all the pleasurable body experiences, such as urinating, defecating and
copulating, farting ranks pretty higimd strangelyall emanate atr around the good

old-dirt road. -Frank Novak, Baltimore
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FARTA, G. HOWIE (1971 - ?)
Howie is the only extant member of my fan club (what happened to all the others?), applications
of which are available upon request. Just sent your queries to:

G. Howie Farta

89 Rectum Road

Whistle Britches, PA 66A60

Or you can write to me, Sléve Promblés c/o Melodious Publications. Our relevant questionnaire
will be forwarded to you at once. Don 't hesitate, just flatulate!

“Send for yours today.”

FART ABOUT (or “around”)
Wasting time, playing around or just plain dawdling are all ways to “fart about”. ((154:267))

FART-AND-DODGE-IT

There appears to be some people who live in Fort Dodge, lowa who have some due cause to
inform visitors to stay away, and if anyone approaches they suggest instead, to “fart-and-dodge-
it!” ((182:319)) At the source leading this sentence, and at this one too: ((172:286)), there are listed
many other terms of abuse used to nickname the towns, cities, institutions and so forth into
which fate frequently freezes our footloose frenzy. I myself live just outside of “Rotten’chester,
New York. (informant:PhilFerrara) and | studied Mathematics at a university usually acronymized as
SUCAS. (1187:8)) But the only other two recorded and documented “Ridiculing Place Names”
that directly concern us here are Fort Lauderdale and Fort Worth: both places contain inhabitants
who prefer to change the O in Fort to an A.

FARTANDO, DON

Don Fartando, also known as Don Fart in Hando ((154:267@7art)), is the pseudonym for the
Spanish author of The Benefit of Farting Explained. It was “wrote in Spanish by a Prof. of
Bumbast in the University of Craccow”. The fourth edition was revised by a “College of Fizz-
icians”. It was translated into English by Obadiah Fizle.((154:267@ar1)) Eric Partridge saw a tenth
edition listed in a 1933’s bookseller’s catalogue. Perhaps someday this work will find a place in
the present anthology.*3!

FART-ARSED MECHANIC

If you happened to be walking down a London Street in the year 1925 and you also happened to
be dropping things and occasionally stumbling or tripping, someone would have undoubtedly
noticed that you were a very “fart-arsed mechanic” or clumsy person. ((154:1084))

131 And it has! See BENEFIT OF FARTING ExPLasV@mof that it does.
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FARTARSING ABOUT (or “around)
During World War Il when for a lark a soldier hopped into a motored vehicle and began driving

about with no exact destination in mind, he was merely “fartarsing around”. ((154:@fartarsingin
the1970 edition))

FART BATTLE, The— Scroll painting completed in 1449.

Instructions: The following sixteen frames, when assembled into a scroll, reading, top to bottom

here, into right to left upon completion, tells the story in which Buddhist monks are fiercely

competing in a farting battle. When finally constructed, linearly, it should have a ratio of 31.0 by

706.5. It’s a battle worthy of both wits and brawn. Can you find Takamuko’s daughter?
It is believed that the Prince Sadafusa of Fushimi (13%8) had this copy made of
caricatures painted in the Heian period. The star performer in the final battle is a nun
who is targeting a vermilion fan. According to the notes in the picture, she is the
daughter of Takamuko no Hidetake, a centr a
Tale of Fukutomi, famed for his success in the art of farting. The dialog is also in the hand
of the Prince Sadafusa. Interestingly, a new farting narrative may have improvised based
on old caricatureS(suntary Museum of Art))
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FART-CATCHER

This catchy phrase was a slang term for a footman or a valet (he walks behind). It was used when
footmen or valets were popular, 1750-1900. ((154:267)) Seen elsewhere ((92:81)) as the reverse or
CATCHFART

Seeing such a phrase fall by the wayside seemed such a pity that around 1930 it was revised to
the angry protests of male homosexuals (i.e., those who “... navigate the windward passage”)
everywhere, upon whose description it was placed. ((154:960 & 92@windward passage))

FART CATCHING FOR NICKELS

There was once was a city gentleman who wanted to make fun of a little boy.

"Hey | ittle guy? Are you as fine a runner
"Yes, sir.’”

"Well, if you are able to fetch for me what will soon burst forth from my

pants and bring it back to me, | will give you a nickel." The gentleman then made
a big fart.

"See if you carun afterthat one and return it to me in time for me to give
you your reward."
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The little boy immedia&ly started, running like the wind using all his strength.
Ten minutes later, he returned to find the surprised gentleman, and said to him,
"Sir! Hold up your hat! I'll give it back to you. | had a hard time catching it."

At the same time, the boy himself farted into the hat. The gentleman,
astonished, and believing that the little boy's fart was his brought back, gave him
five nickels insteadxmyptadia I, 1884, pg. 83 & 103:257))

“Collected in Upper Brittany in 1880.”

FART CLUBS

Slove generally didn’t join anything. But for the sake of research, he did join two clubs in the
early 1980’s. One was called “F. A. R. T. International” out of Punta Gorda, Florida, of which he
was apparently a charter member.*? In essence, if that is the proper word, the whole organization
appeared to be something of a scam. | am not sure how much Sl6ve paid to be a member, but
here is what he got for my efforts:

Dear Crepitator,
Welcome to the new world of F.A.R.T. International.

We hope you will enjoy our fraternity as much as we will enjoy
hearing from you. Please feel free to write us any time and enclose your
ideas as there will be prizes for suggestions used by F.A.R.T.

Thanks for your output!

Flatulently yours,
Norman Randolph
Chnaman of the Board of Directals.

I never met Norman, nor his wife (?) Barbara, who incorporated their new endeavor on
November 8, 1982. It lasted barely three years before going defunct, having run out of gas, on
November 1, 1985, when it was “involuntarily dissolved.” | wonder what reactive agent might
have caused the business to blow up. Charter Members received one of each of the following,
aside from the letter:

1. Numbered membership card. crf can find
2. T-shirt with logo and charter member printed on shirt.
3.50 sheets of F.A.R.T. stationary (6" x 97

132 And perhaps the only member.
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4. A charter member button.

5. F.A.R.T. International, Inc. charter member certifiecateni s i s to oeerti fy
Promblés has achieved the honor of charter membership in F. A. R. T. International, Inc. and is entitled to all
rights and privileges of membership. In witness where of, we hereby subscribe our signatures: A Smel & N.
Randol f o

6. Here are theprivileges Charter members will receive discounts on all future products

such as:
a. Sweat shirts
FART for women perfume
FART for men aftershave and cologne
Crepitation contests with trips and prizes for the winners
License plates
Hats and caps
Drinking glasses and mugs
Records and tapes of advanced crepitators
Underwear and shorts
And much, much more!

Se@ "0 ao0oT

— —

Oh, | remember now. It cost Slove $10.95 for the first five items; and he never heard from them
again.

The second club to which he belonged was so private that even he, E. Sléve Prombles, knew
nothing of it!

FART-DANIEL

A “fart-daniel” is, in an attempt towards morality, usually defined as “the pudendum muliebre”
or “the women’s plindéndim ”, both being obscure euphemisms for the woman’s vagina. Its
semantic derivation is obscure yet an heroic attempt was made by Eric Partridge in his
Dictionary of Slang.

t hat

“1 surmise that fart=fart HanielaCflAtanepmg t o = a
is the youngest pig (see E.D.Ddatiel & farth), hence that this strange term is orig. dial.
(not in E.D.D.); it may, -Haweeki ,bdi mereFp

pig that is theuageppungest of a |itter.”

And how Partridge got from pigs to vaginas, Sléve’ll never know. Sometimes the vagina is
called the “farting-clapper” by workmen. ((154:1084))

FARTER

See PETOMANIAC
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FART-FACE

“Fart-face” is used exclusively as an insult, as in, “You fart-face, you!” A variant of “fart-head”.
((222:111-2))

FARTHINGALE

A “farthingale” is a 16"-century style of woman’s fashion. Dictionaries give the etymology of
the word as follows: From the Middle French verdugale which comes from the Spanish
verdugado; verdugo = “a young shoot of a tree,” also a “rod” or “hoop.” A “farthingale,”
consisting of “hoops,” usually of turgid whalebone, was used to swell-out a lady’s petticoat or
skirt.

This sounds logical and proper, but I say, “Hey, how come?” Isn’t it obvious? Look at the
picture®®® of this kind of fashion:

Now consider the following riddle:

QUES: How do you know if a woman wearing panty hose has farted?
ANS: Her panty hose puff out.

And so it is with a farthingale. Although further evidence is unneeded, it does exist. Breaking
“farthingale” into components we get fart-in-gale (gale = a strong wind). The French have a
similar term, pet-en-/’air (“fart in the air”’) which is politely used to refer to another type of
garment — a short jacket, i.e., one not covering the buttocks and therefor no obstacle to an
occasional letting of wind, French wind in this case.

I surmise that the “hoop: theory is merely a bowdlerization of the more direct, albeit ‘vulgar,’
etumoogy via the farting propensities of Elizabethian ladies.” (Author unknown.)

Further, a “farthingale chair,” also evolved for easy expulsion, can be used by both sexes and is
really, quite relaxing. It is a broad-seated chair without arms.

There is another reason for the fartingale fashion that has nothing to do with farting at all.
Apparently, “throughout history it has been found that fashions often originate amongst
courtesans and prostitutes,” so tells us E. J. Burford in his Bawds and Lodgings: A History of the
London Bankside Brothels, Centuries 100 - 1675. (London: Owen, 1976). We see evidence of
this today in the late twentieth century, see for example any female popstar. We further learn in
Bansley’s The Pryde and Abuse of Women (1550) that

133 Drawing copyrighted by © Kathy Robertson
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For a stewde strumpet caronso soone

Gette up a lyght lewde fashyon,

But everye wanton Jelot wyll lyke it well,

And catch it up annon . . .

Thys from the devyl and the stewes

Commeth your tricksynesse that you lyke so well
To tricke up your carkas to the sayle,

And to trappe youre soule to hell.

So why did these stewde strumpet’s choose to trap their souls in hell over such a fashion as
farthingales? It is suggested in Stephen Gosson’s Pleasant Quippes for Upstart Newfangled
Gentlewomen (1595) that such fashions served well to hide a pregnancy. For “when paunch of
whore grow out, these hoopes did helpe to hide their sinne.” ((100: 287-8))

FARTING-CRACKERS
In the cant and language of the underworld of the late 17" and 18" centuries, “farting-crackers”
were identical to breeches, male breeches, that is. ((154:267))

FARTICIAN
Any person who is interested and/or who studies farts and farting. Also known as a fartologist or
fartist. ((168:3-7) No education required.

FARTICK

Diminutive of fart. (See rx) ((154:267))

FART IN ABOTTLE, LIKE A

If you are flustered, agitated and jumpy; if you find yourself running around in small circles;
your friends and relatives would surely liken you to a “fart in a bottle”, for you’d be “rushing
about not knowing which hole to come out”. Also described as “like a fart in a colander”, it is
believed to have been around since mid-19"" century. That’s one old fart! ((154:1084))

FART IN A GALE, LIKE A

Being in Western Canada without any money and absolutely nowhere to go, you would be “like
a fart in a gale”; that is, utterly helpless.

A “fart in a galewind” however describes a meaningless speech made by a politician, teacher, or
other in authority, such as a novelist. ((154:1084 & 46:111-2))
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FART IN A WIND STORM, AS MUCH CHANCE AS

In Canada having “as much chance as a fart in a wind storm” is as good as having no chance at
all, whereas in England you can become a “fart in a wind storm” if you happened to be puny and
ineffective. SIGve was neither. ((154:1084))

FARTING FANNY

The shell of a heavy German gun operated in the Arras sector during World War 1. It was the
jargon of artillery men and is now considered historical. “The War was trundling on quite
peacefully as they walked and jogged eastwards towards it, with the occasional clang of Farting
Fanny’s arrival in cavernous Arras.” — Blaker®* ((154:1084))

FARTING SHOT

You’ve just had an amazing quarrel — there’s no way to win and you are sick of it. Still angry
you leave the room and just as you exit you “let loose a rouzer”. (Farting shot = parting shot.)
I’ve also heard of this vulgar comment used upon exiting an elevator where the “butt” of the
joke is left entrapped.

The term “farting shot” originated around 1940 when elevators were in high esteem. ((154:1084))

FARTING STYLES

| have come across two means of categorizing people by their farting styles. The first one, “Fart
Calendars, ” relates to the pseudoscientific guessing-game of astrology. “Man’s destiny is in the
stars. Likewise, his characteristics are in his farts. Check the day of the month on which you
were born and from this you can determine the kind of ‘fart’ you are.” ((151:115)) The second
comes closer to the traditional psychology of the ordinary fartician. Two examples of this type
are: (1) “How to judge people’s character by their farting styles,” ((109:73)) and the reverse, (2)
“Do not turn the page until you have decided which kind of person you really are!” ((163:109)) In
the latter, the psychological evaluator chooses from a list of possible attributes (vain, shy,
nervous, etc.,) and then refers to his diagnostic manual to reveal your personalized farting style,
and thus your “unique” psychological makeup. So we see that indeed, fartology encompasses
many realms of science and delves into all areas of human experience.

This specific kind of Xerox-lore has proved useful in yet another kind of psychological testing.
Reinhold Aman, once an allegedly-mild mannered scholar before being jailed for epistolatory
abuse, used “Farting Styles” ((109:73-4)) as a tool to weed out the “wo/men from the twits” in his
germinal volume of Maledicta: The International Journal of Verbal Aggression for which he
will forever be known. Here is an analysis of this unique experiment:

134 Major Frank Gerald Blaker, the recipient of the Victoria Cross who "took ... an hour and a half to reach the foot

of his ridge. Nearly five hours to climb up it.” This may or may not be the same author, as he of the quote above.
((Wikipedia))
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Not bad for a publication that features such belbw-b e |l t st uff as “ Fart.

one man’s fart is another man’s nightingal
out to be the most discussed contribution in MALEDICTA. While it was also responsible
for turning off cacademics en masses, our

scholarly and popular reviewers, not to mention our readers. | had hesitated long on
whether | should include that piece, knowing that it would upset many otherwise
reasonable peopldt served as a test of our readership, separating the wo/men from the
twits: those offended by it are too removed from real life and real people, and should
continue reading genteel journafsl others who enjoyed it, or at least tolerated it, will

be ready for anything, including upcoming studies on nasal mucus;bsttgrand

coprolites, (Italics addedy (3:9))

Fee! Fie! Foe! Fum! unexpectedly proved to be a similar type tool.

Due to s E. Slove Prombles’ scientific training as a fartologist (with extensive background in
erotology), he is unable to accept such unverifiable meanderings as “Fart Calendars.” Yet,
although not as precise as he really feels comfortable with, he presents to you here a

psychological testing tool greatly improved from that presented in d-ee! Fie! Foeb&uim!7/e

Maledicta ((163:110-11 & 109:73-4)).

1. Ambitious- Always ready to fart. [3]

2. Amicable-Love the smell of other people’s far
3. Antisocial- Excuses himself and then leaves the room to fart. [5,7,8]

4. Athletic—Farts at the slightest exertion. [5,6,7,8]

5. Bewildered-Can’t tell his own fart from anot he
6. Big Bully- Farts louder than anyone else. [3,4]

7. Bubbly-Farts in the bathtub. [8]

8. Careless Farts in church. [3,4]

9. CautioussrLet s them out gently so his shorts w

10.Clever- Coughs and farts at the same time. [3,4]
11.Conceitedi- Thinks he can fart the loudest. [3]
12.Conceitedl— SeeVain [4]

135 Whose italics, though, has been forgotten and is now unknown.
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13.ConfusedOne whose face i s so munowwhithiweydo hi s a
go. [3]
14. Crafty— Cuts one and then looks around as if somebody else had done it. [1]

15. Curious- When cutting a fart in a cadsottomed chair, squats down to see which
hole it came out. [1]

16. Cuté — Seelntellectua(if precocious). [4,6]

17.Cute—SeeWise( i f -g‘uwi”s)e. [ 3]

18.Damn Mean- SeeSadistic[3,4,6]

19.Deluded- SeeDumh [3,4,6]

20.Disappointe&cOne whose farts don’t smell

21.Dishonest Farts and then blames it on the dog. [5,6,7,8]

22.Dumb-Enj oys smelling other people’s farts
23.Echoie SeeRepetitive[9]

24.Eloguent- The person whose farts make people gather round and listen. [1]

25.Exper-Can t el | his own fart from somebody e
same time. [1]

26.Foolish—Farts and laughs. [?]

27.FoolisA—One who suppresses a fart for hours and hours. [6,7,8]
28.Fresh-Jumps in front of you to fart. [3,4]

29.Good BusinessmaOne who lets farts in monthly installments. [1]
30.Grouchy—Grumbles when a lady farts. [3]
31.Grouchy—Grumbles when he farts. [4]

32.Honest — Admits that it was the hostess that farted. [3]
33.Honest — A square shooter. [4]

34.Honest — Admits he farted but offers a good medical reason. [5,7,8]
35.Honest — One who farts fair. [6]

36.Honest — Farts loudly and honestly. [1]

37.Hunter— Farts and then blames it on the ducks. [8]
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38.Impudent-Boldly farts out loud and then laughs. [5,6,7,8]

39. Intellectual- Can determine from the smell of a fart what one had for dinner. [5,7,8]
40.Joker-One who lifts his butt so he can cut one at will. [1]

41.Lazy-Doesn’t fart, just fizzles. [ 3, 4]

42.Lively-Jumps in the air, farts three times and kicks his heel simultaneously before
coming down. [3,4]

43.LovesickDel i ght s i n breathing their | over’' s f

44 Miserable-Woul d truly |l ove to but can’t fart a

45.Musica“ Tenor or bass, clear as a bell
Smells |Iike shit and sounds | i ke hel

46.Musically Inclined Can perform ascending and descending scales. [1]
47.Nervous- Stops in the middle of a fart. [3,4,5,6,7,8]
48.0Ild Fart- Pope Paul. [7]

49. Perspicacious Can tell by the smell what the perpetrator has eatadthe name of
the restaurant! [1]

50. Pretty— SeeConfusedif meantsarcastically. [4]

51. Prompt—Always ready with a fart. [4,6]

52.Proud —Thinks he can let loud ones. [4]

53.Proud —Thinks his farts are exceptionally fine. [5,7,8]
54.Repetitive- SeeEchoic|[9]

55. Sadistic- Farts in bed and then fluffs up the covers. [3,7,8]
56. Scientific- Bottles his farts. [3,4]

57. Scientific- Farts regularly but is truly concerned about pollution. [5,7,8]
58. Selfish- Only enjoys smelling his own farts. [3]

59. Sensitive- Farts and then starts crying. [5,7,8]

60. Shy— Releases silent farts and then blushes. [3,4,5,6,7,8]

61. Silly— Cuts farts while sleeping attten gets up to see who knocked at the door. [1]
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62. Simpleton- Cuts farts in the bathtub and gets a big charge out of the bubbles they

make. [1]

63. Smart Alee- Farts in the presence of ladies. [3,4]

64.Sneak- Farts silently while pissing, acts very innolgekriowing that the person in

the next stall will get blamed. [2]

65. Sneaky- SeeDishonest[3,4]

66. Stingy — Belches instead of farting to sawe longevityhis assholé3[3]

67.Stingy — Never farts for fear of losing his smell. [4]

68. Strategic- SeeCleverKnows how to disguise a fart by sneezing or making some

other opportune noise. [1,5,6,7]

69. Surprised- Somebody who thought he was letting one out silently but it came out

thunderingdy. [1]
70.Swinging-Farts in a pool and keeps moviig[6]
71. Thrifty— Always has several farts to spare. [5,7,8]
72.Timid—Jumps when he farfs$®[3,4]
73.Unfortunate— Tries awfully hard to fart but shits instead. [5,6,7,8]
74.Unlucky — SeeUnfortunate [3,4]
75.Unlucky — The individual who lets rparing big farts. [1]
76.Unsociable- Farts in private. [6]
77.Vain—Loves the smell of his own farts. [5,6,7,8]

78.Weltbred—Hol ds a fart even though
himself. [1]

79.Wisé — Seelntellectual(if precocious). [3]
80.Wisé—Fartsandaské, 2 K2 Ay [KGff &aKAUGKE

Conclusion: Farts are here to stay!!! [5]

136 A typical eructological attitude. -ESP
137 Trait number 70 has left me pondering, “What can he mean?”

138 Perhaps the author really means, “Starts when he farts.”
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Fart Styles Bibliography

1. (109:73-4) 5. ((151:116))

2. ((151:111-2)) 6. ((151:117)

3. ((151:114)) 7. ((163:109-10))

4. ((151:115)) 8. A bit of Xerox-lore. (Informant:KathyRobertson)
“John Coul thard, the greatest bppeedy | i mer.
((127vz:350)], who was a commercial artist by prof.

in the powder room’ typol ogy -prbdaat(tan wi t h p

t hat be right?) of farting while urinating
(Legman, in a letter dated 11-1-81, which was on a Sunday. I remember it was raining. —ESp)

Here are two of Comrade Coulthard’s representations, two pertinent to our present discussion,
thus adding two more to our long list of typologies. Coulthard’s short “party book™ was printed
and sold anonymously, while being held together by two titanium staples. The term “highhat”
represents seriousness, thought, intuition, intent and wisdom.

8l.BashfulGirLoo ks wunder “private doors” to see
—if not alone, sits down, holds handle on the toilet seat, flushes for constant flow of
water, pees quietly, coughs, hums, and ends up with a loudftartwater has
ceased flushing, she walks out blushing.

82.t NBaARSYy (-®as{it2@N8BGdloN®wn private thecan. ” W:
G K A 3 KTKid typedfégirlfarts louder than a firecracker and stinks worse thahea
goat.
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And here, a different party book, no doubt, by a different artist, this one unknown, are two
depictions of males at the urinal. This brings the total up to eighty-four.

83.Personality Mar-Tells dirty jokes while pissingadfpronounced control over his
farts. Farts at will. Has fellows in stichEsey might need a doctor.

84.Sneaky Mar Farts silently while leaking, looks innocent, figures it will be blamed on
fellow next to himnunlessheisaloret hen he’ s not as sneaky a

FARTING-TRAP
In the early days of automobiles, the English and the Irish would often be seen on sunny summer
days out for a leisurely ride in their “farting-traps” or cars. The term is now obsolete. ((154:267))

FARTKIN

Diminutive of fart. (See ex)'% ((154:267))

FARTLEBERRIES
“Fartleberries” was once a rather colorful**’ way of describing any excrement that happened to
cling to the anal hair. It has not been in use since 1900. ((154:267))

FARTLET

Yet another diminutive of fart.'*! ((154:267))

139 Was this funny the second time? Maybe it wasn’t the first time, either.
140 Mostly brown (that is, around 680 nm).

141 And please note that here the joke regarding the tiny «« is avoided altogether!
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FARTLICKERS
“Fartlickers” was a term of abuse used to attack the late 16"-century feminists of Germany.
Martin Luther was one of those who could not tolerate the German woman’s attempt to “usurp”
the divine rights of men. Flabbergasted, he one day exclaimed:
The fartlickers want to rule and we suffer for it. They should be making cheese and
milking the cows ((188:206; & Grisar: Martin Luther, Volume 3, page 233))

You give it to ‘em, Marty!

FART-LORE OF CHILDREN
“Fart-lore” is a term coined by Mary and Herbert Knapp. You should know this by now if you
have been paying attention to the novel.

FART LOVER

To call someone a “fart lover” is most likely intended to insult by implying that one is a
flatophile or petomaniac. In some cases, where no insult is intended, it can be used as a statement
of fact; one who indeed has an affection, or love affair, for flatulence.

FARTOLOGICAL ARCHIVES, The
The arcane and magical “fartological archives” is in actuality not very large. Alas, it all fits
neatly into a shoe box that I have stashed away in the bottom drawer of my file cabinet. Within
that box | have itemized and catalogued the following:

1. whoopee cushion and its original packaging

razzer and packaging
. empty container of Muyicon-80®

. record entitled “The Longest Fart in the World”

2

3

4

5. three or four different versions of “The Great Crepitation Contest”

6. small vial containing the posterior flatus of the late Marilyn Monroe

7. two “Odorama” cards from the John Water film Polyester

8. flyer from the E.A.B.O.S. Discount Record Store

9. historical documents from Melodious Publications including fan letters
10. one Pet Fart

11. two copies of Le Petomane (Nohain & Caradec, 1967 & a Barnes-&-Noble
reprint)
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12. several publications of Twain’s 1601 (Hackensack, NJ: 1968 and [Note to self:
where are those other copies? They are not in the archives anymore!])

13. one mail-order copy of Ben Franklin’s essay on paper stained with tea
14. one Wind Breaker® natural gas lighter—still working. ..

15. one goob tube “sounds like fun” stick (rooky model) 1997 (dried up and now
incapable of producing a single fart sound)

16. one electronic Gassss™ Ball...

“Let ‘em have it in a crowded elevator with the new Gassss Ball,™ the phart of the future!
‘Cause this is no cowboy bean fest, this is no primal toot. And this isn’t Dad at dinner either!
No, this is technology proudly passing gas! So let one rip!” (Hyman Products. Made in
Taiwan.)

Excuses to remembéL) he who smelled it dealt it (2) he who denies it supplies it (3) he who blamed
the dog left the fog (4) he who wheezed cut the cheese

Recommended usag€g) in crowded elevators (2) before, during and after meals (3) to butt ahead in
lines (4) at any and all formal engagements (5) in business meetings (6) when asked for your esteemed
opinion (7) to clear the room (8ponintroducingyourself.

Donated additions to this collection will be greatly appreciated. Plans for the museum are already
underway. I used to have two board games called “The Fart Game,” one new and one used. The
new one | sent, in a moment of weakness, to one of my colleagues, Jim Dawson.'*? The other,
well-used game, is in a shed, out back, covered and inside a lead-protected unit.

FARTOLOGICAL MOTIF-INDEX
Many stories are indexed within the Fartological Motif-Index ((164:92-102)) Here is a sampling of
some of the stories residing there.

F1068.1 “Mad scientist attempt systergofedistescebyv er t he
means of studying farts and farting. Alchemically he is transformed into his topic
and miraculously floats through thkeyholeo f He aven’ ThisoBeac kdoor .
happens t o b &izzles Gadov@edrriloeEssduiree(tss:aif)

G269.21.2 “Henni e Garner jibed at oltdJdypltihe guiss def or
on Hennieof always breaking wind. So ttoevn children coined a very cruel joke
in the form of a name for Hennie.She | et a Henni e” and “ He
heard everywhereAunt Judy took ill before sheas able tdakeit off, the curse,

142 Of whose books, Sléve once confessed, he never read, other than giving a rattling perfunctory flip-through. He
stated at the time, “l only read and write novels,” before tossing it into the fire. Being a book about farts, it ignited
instantly and expired within seconds.
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J1116.1

J1738.9.2

J1809 .2

J1809.3

J1811.5

J1812.4.2

J2311.1

K1984.6

N611

that is,and when Hennie moved North she was still disgracing hesbelf.
c o0 ul d n 7 tgar Wwia4lpgos; 1930))!

Clevermadmart: Scur ri | ous palldovemisentéartologigtb us es t o
guote from various booksf which they have the right&artologist seeks
damning vendetta; pokes fun at publishere3:44-6))

Guiltyof everything“Girl assumes as her responsibility and(4iydeath of her
mother (in childbirth)(2) poisoning of her father (when she farte(®) giving her
body to boys (wrestling in play)4) other things are innocent or over which she
has no c¢ onKryp@adia llB8f. (Fos:zeem C € :

“C 0 y nistakes his farting for gunshoBang! BangHe thinks someone is
trying to kill him’ ((132:31-2))

“A drunk man mi st akes Hontusatelyiti$ dark,soshee hi nd
under stands t he miSketerrderlyfarta when he kissesher ns ul t
there. He commentapon her bad breath. This eses her laughtemwhereupon

she lets out suchahoopingfart that W 3 NJeiwildlyaBout hidovelornF | OS ® Q

He complains of her spittirigbacco ((z09:284))

“A very tiny boy hides wi wamstnh et hweo Irfe cst u
prey by c¢crying, ‘“Wol f, wol f 1!’ The wol f

stomach. After several attempts, he finally succeeds in farting the boylopk
((38:334-7))

“@irl is very beautiful, but cannot control flatulenéeromantic young maasks

her to dance. Shganticallyl ook s f or plug and unwitting
whisteWh o woul dn’ t undeAssoanasshemedinato dasce,t uat i
the whistle blows. Everybody looks for the fire. Girl laughisof nervousness,

and the harder she laughtie more nervous she becomes, hertlce more

alarmed people becom&.ou canmaginet he may hem ¢Ahdeatle, ensues

Manual J.Folklore from the Dominican Repubh&y 1930; #29®R0El pito del

bombero Pg. 325 (in Spanisi)UBLISHED BY THE AMERICAN-BREKSOCIEGY E. STECHERT AND
CO.

“Numbskul I is told that he is to die wh
this happens he lies down for de&dtlhat a numbskull!

“Prostitute |l ets a foreigner believe th
fragrances whenever she surreptitiously breadkiclesof perfume beneath the
sheets. Accidently she really farts. She tells him it was only to remind him of the

girls | ivingdsaszhzsvessgnati ve | and.”
“Boy follows girl, she does ncoepitusk now an
ventriss he excl aims, ‘Chestnuts!’ When she
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followed her since theeryfirst chestnut.They marry and have four kidls.
((Andrade, Manual J.: Folk-lore from the Dominican Republic, NY 1930; #7))

X716.7.6 “Kung Fu experts use a nietherrartefesdini que of
defense. Student | eaves monastery after
Parthenon, a toilet built for the horse

((156:50~53 & 163:97-100))

X716.10.1 “ Take which half you thimdredkrownseaadthalfaFar mer
fart, but landlord is not satisfieslith the paid halart. Farmer’'s wife hj
placeknifeat her backside, breaks wirahd orders him to cut and divide the fart
as heseefitandtotakkei s C «kOpide IE31£f. & 103:256))

X716.10.2 “ Pri est hires servants on oghoftheyicani on t ha
break wind more strongly than he. Woman does so, and he claims that she has
the unfair advantage diavingtwo h o | @x8psadia 11, 126f. & 103:257))

X716.10.3 Breaking wind returnedMan teases boy by offering him money if he can run fast
enough to catcla let fart Boy runs off, and returns, asking man to holdtigatly
with both his handsinto whichthe boybreaks wingdthunderouslyMan pays him
more than it is worth {(&kryptadia I, 83¢. & 103:256))

X1866 “ A wWilelieees that if a violinist fathers his son, the son will grow up to be a
violinist. He objects when the violinis
wife, farts. *‘Hey, |  suasviaina vi ol inist,

FARTOLOGY

A SCIENTIFIC INQUIRY INTO THE NATURE OF FARTS AND FARTING AND THE EXPLORATION INTO THE
DEVELOPMENT OF BETTER FARTS IN DEDICATION TO TOEARGIHST AND RELIGIOUS ENDEAVORS:

Instructions for recording evidence for quantitative analysis and observational data.

1. Keep arecord of food eaten and the time and day wheasdevoured.
2. Always record the time and day when each fart is discharged.
3. Specify the physical attributes connected with each disturbance:
91 Duration = a) too quick b) noticeable c) healthy d) long e) amazed
1 Amplitude = a) silent b) barely audible c) healthy d) lodéa&ening
1 Smelt= a) none b) faintly c) smelled d) smelly e) had to leave the room (or highly
acute perversion)
1 SmeH= descriptiei.e. dog dung, hard boiled eggs, pansies, etc. Try to be
accurate and always strive for new and exciting nasal environments.

143 A wittol is a man who knows and still allows his wife to cheat on him. Henceforth he is known as an
“acquiescent cuckold.” A dwarf wittol is otherwise known as a little wittol.
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4. Try to state conditions, emotions, sensations, etc. if eroticism or perversion becomes
connected with the oublow.

5. If a bowel movement is associated with emission state condition of turd (or turd
particles).

Obtain a notebook and immediately begin to keep clear and articulate data of your daily intake
and output. Strive for imaginative and beautiful results. Comments are always welcome as is
individuality. Offspring experiments such as ignitional effects, coloration and bottling are
interesting areas open for individual investigations. All information dealing with the subject of
farts is welcomed. | assure you, you will be rewarded not only intellectually but also spiritually
and emotionally. ((168:3-7))

The answer my friend,
Is blowing in thevind.
- Bob Dylan

FART-SACKS

Once upon a time when man’s pants were for some reason considered an impolite thing to
discuss openly, there evolved such euphemisms as “ineffables,” “unwhisperables” and “crurum
non enarrablile tegmen” (= “that leg covering which cannot be told”). Today, “pants” being no
longer obscene, the term “fart-sacks” has been developed for the bawdy wit’s favored use. The
term denotes the most convenient container in which to keep a fart until one’s unusual method of
preservation can be employed. Rhyming with slacks it was used excessively by stolid and
upright family men throughout the 1960’s. The term continues to the present day. Example:
“Betty, would you please take those fart-sacks to the cleaners!” (informant:MaryBoatfield)

Note also the devil’s use of a sack to capture the flatus ( = soul) of a dying man in the story
related under the heading DEVILS

A second employment of the term “fart-sacks” is as Navy slang for the cotton sheets used as
mattress covers. It was also utilized in such sleepy exclamations as: “I’m going to hit the fart-
sack,” meaning that he’s going to go to sleep. It was thus used in the 1950’s. (Informant:LeeHenderson)
This use of the term is especially appropriate when one considers the nude sleeper, for in this
case there is nothing else to do the catching.

FARTS FROM A DEAD MAN

This phrase should probably have come under the nefarious heading of “Corpse Farts” yet the
chances of getting Grove Press to allow me to quote the relevant portions related to this matter
would be like “getting farts from a dead man.” That phrase, frequently used between 1540-1720,
and appropriately revived just now, was applied to anything one considered extremely
improbable or, at most, unlikely. ((154:210))
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Yet because | enjoyed writing the section regarding “corpse farts” so much, I am going to
present what | can of it anyway, right here (perhaps, and in all likelihood, no one will ever
notice):

In poet Ed Sander’s The Shards of God we come across a description of “corpse farts.” Until I
read that book | never dreamed that such things existed. It brought back the eerie experience of
reading Sander’s earlier book written about the frightening madman Charles Manson (The
Family: E.P. Dutton, 1971) during the writing of which Sanders found himself in a lot of places
and situations he reportedly regretted. | wonder if it was during that ominous journey into
hellishness that he first became acquainted with the “report” that follows:

Look It Up!*#* ((192:31-2))14°

Interestingly, | made several attempts to look up the word “pyrogenic” in various dictionaries. |
now believe it to be one of Sanders’ creation. I was, however, able to find out that pyg = “rump”
or “buttocks” and that gen is derived from the French word gignesthai = “to be born” and has
come to mean “one that generates” or “one that’s produced.” ((217) A colorful and interesting
word, Ed! (So much more interesting than the definition found in larger dictionaries @

pyrogenic.)

We end with a few lines from Ben Jonson’s satire The Staple of News, Act iii, Scene 1: ((See Yale’s
Studies in English, edited by Albert S. Cook, Vol. 28, with Introduction, Notes, and Glossary by Dr. De Winter,
New York, Henry Holt and Company, 1905, lines 98~102, pages 63&178))

They write fromLibtzig(reverence to your ears)

TheArt of drawing fartsrom out of dead bodi€s [extraction of farts -Dr.DW
Is by theBrotherhood of the Rosie Cross

Produced unto perfection, in so sweet

And rich dincture 146

FART-SUCKER

The term “fart-sucker” is now obsolete — but not yet the fart-sucker, for a fart-sucker is identical
to a human parasite. Then again, I would not doubt the term’s occasional accuracy when
considered literally. [See SADF What a dreadful species you are.!*’ ((154:267)

144 |_IU Quote Services Unlimited would be a good place to start.

145 Almost fifty years later 1 no longer have any recollection regarding the content of this quote. I hope it’s a good
one for it is not easy finding a copy of this book anymore and I’d hate to put you through all that work for nothing
more than a mere fizzle. -EspP

146 A jibe at the users of perfume. This art is mentioned Jonson’s Devil is an Ass also. For the 'Brotherhood of the
Rosie-Crosse,' see note located in a castle upon wheels. -Dr.Dw See ROSIE.

147 Whereas I, Sléve Prombles, as you’ve been told innumerable times now, am fictional and, as such, incapable of
sucking.
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“FEE, FIE, FOE, FUM”

The Apache Indians of Western North America have applied this native chant to the name of a
myth, one analogous to the story of Jack and the Beanstalk. Yet the Apache’s giant was inclined
to follow the niff of a somewhat stronger scent, one closer aligned to the story in which you are
presently immersed. Hence, this became the rationale for the title of Professor Promblés’ 1981
nonfictional work of the same name. ((32:269 & 185:? & 163:38))

FEIST-HOUND (or FICEHOUND

To fist, pronounced “f-eye-st,” is an archaic verb meaning to “break wind.” It is derived from the
Middle English fisten which referred to the flatus or gas therewith. Related are the Middle High
German word vist and the Old Norse word fisa, both meaning “to emit gas from the colon” and
that, | dare say, is the same as farting. Fist (or fice) soon became feist and was used exclusively
as an adjective referring to one’s propensity for breaking wind. It was commonly used in such
expressions as “what a feisting dog” or “feisting hound.” Although a “feist” nowadays denotes a
small mongrel-type dog, a person of little worth, or someone with a bad temper, as a slang word
“feist: is synonymous with a wet fart. Thus a “feist-hound” usually describes a small sloppy lap
dog noted for its sloppy-farting habits. ((127:410; 217:@feist))

FERRULE WHISTLE-FARTS

The Pearl: A Magazine of Facetiae and Voluptuous Reading was a high-priced and cherished
monthly, published from July 1879 until December 1880 by the London publisher of
pornography, William Lazenby. Only eighteen issues, plus two Christmas supplements, of the
Pearl were printed, each limited to 150 copies each. Gershon Legman first tells us his version of
the story. Following that, is the original tale found within a longer story entitled, “How He Lost
His Whiskers: An Episode in the Life of Steve Broad.” It was printed in the final issue, Volume
18, in December of 1880. It happened to be sleeting that day.

Legman’s version:

A respectable old gentleman is brought before the magistrate, charged with stealing or

rather enticing |l adies’” dogs to follow him
is a long story in which he explains that
their tripe,” and went wi tihveighedntoatgameaf whor e
blindman’s bl u¥as Wel be iasdgfthd girlda madewatiuege ato n e

him with an umbrella, the ferrule entered his anus and was left behind when the

umbrell a was withdrawn. “And t he+’ “IiBvedrsy n

ti me you what?” asks t hEARTfyayiiks,the fertule .
whistles and the dogs tswedrd)ow me and

1481 e, naked. -GL
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And now, the original from the Pearl, December 1880:

You didn't know Steve Broad? More's the pity! A jollier, bétdard and manlier fellow
never pissed against a wall.

He was my constant chum from the time we occupied some diggings in Camden Town.
Till he went to Australia we weasdwayst o get her ..

[Anyway we would go in for a game of blindman's buff, all being stripped naked and
armed with birch; we would scamper about the room, cutting right and left, and
endeavoringo land some smart blows on each other's glowing posteriors, until
thoroughly exhaustedinally it would be time thave would sit down on our smarting
arses for a exemplary taler song.

Apropos of our game of blindman's buff, Alf toldhesfollowinggood story.

A respectabléooking old buck was brought before Mr. Norton, the magistrate, charged
with dog stealing or rather enticing ladies' dogs to follow him with the intention of
stealing them.

"Well, sir," said Mr. Norton, "what have you to say to this charge?"

"If yourhonorwill allow me to explain it in my own way and give you a little bit of my
history I think | can prove it is all a mistake."

"Well," said the magistrate, "go on."

"Well, yourhonor, a year or two ago | had a little money and wishing to see life | took a
walk late at night in thaeighborhoodf Haymarket, and got into the company of one of
those girls."

"One of what girls?" said Norton.
"A whore."
"Well, sir, your expression is far from elegant, but | understand you."

"Well, yourhonor, this girl enticed me home and there | found a lot of her companions
and a nice little spree we had. At last we proposed a game of blindman's buff, and as |
was the only male present it was proposed that we should all strip and then the ladies
should be blindfolded and a prize given to the lady that caught me. Oh, it was jolly fun to
see the girls running about naked and catching hold of each other and their slipping their
hands down to the proper place to feel if it was the m#rey beheld; but they kept

giving me such jolly slaps on my bottom that I tried to run out of the door when one of
the girls picked up my umbrella which stood in the corner and made a lunge #&tene

devil must havéeen watching, for all of a sudd#re tip of the umbrellasearchingly

entered my fundament as it was turned to her and as she withdrew it the ferule was left
behind, and there it is now, and every time | sigh

"Every time you what?" asked Mr. Norton.
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"Well, every time fart, if you like, the ferule whistles and the dogs follow me and | can't
help it."

Mr. Norton laughed heartily at this explanation, told him not to diet windily, and let him
go.

Note, also, the exclamatory phrase “touch bone and whistle! ” whereby “anyone having broken
wind backwards, according vulgar law, may be pinched by any of the company till he has
touched bone (i.e., his teeth) and whistled.” ((92:229))

FFF — THE SEMIBIOGRAPHICAL SKETCHES OF Professor E. Sléve Pramhies

It wasn’t a great deal of time before my introduction into the world that my mother became
nervously concerned about a pooting problem — a moot dysfunction in the art of her farting.
She’s related the story a number of times and it seems as though at every telling I have been
prominent among her audience. It appears that her farts did not smell and this she said was like
having a marriage without love. Her only recourse was to make an appointment with one of the
metropolitan doctors over at the big, fancy health clinic twenty miles or so east of where she was
born and raised.

To travel that distance meant getting up early in the morning and packing a lunch, and maybe
even a peach or two for a late afternoon snack. She’d have to take the bus and that old tank
couldn’t go more than fifteen or twenty miles an hour. But then again, it was the only available
transportation this poor crazy county had to get the country folk into the city whenever they were
force into goin’. The doctor’s office was located smack in the middle of the city so she’d have to
ride it the entire length and endure every solitary stop the ancient vehicle would have to make. It
would be a long trip.

Before leaving, she had had to find out from her aging aunt what exactly was the polite word
for farting. “Committing adultery,” was the reply she received. So as she was walking on up the
road to the bus depot on the morning of her appointment, she kept repeating the words
“committing adultery, committing adultery” over and over in her mind, making sure that the
phrase would get stuck in her memory so it would be there when she needed it.

She kept this up for a little bit but then, uncontrollably, her mind began to wander. She
thought of the time when she was young, maybe thirteen-years-old or so, when she was first
forced to feel guilty about her farting. A religious woman had told her it was a mortal sin to fart
like that and she had better stop her evil ways and confess up to God and the Holy Ghost and all
the other angels and saints. You’ve got to remember — my mother was young and she didn’t have
much sophistication having lived down on the farm and all. So she was kind of impressionable
and talk like that kind of talk made her rather uneasy. She said to the lady, “Praise the Lord, and
let my soul be washed in the blood of Jesus — tell me the polite way to say “fart” and I’ll find me
a priest and confess to him on the spot.” The old Christian lady, flustered by the power of her
evangelizing, blurted out the only word that was constant on her mind: “Fornicate!”

Moments later my mother could not contain the smile that was crawling across her face. Was
it astonishment that swept the Priest’s entire being when this overly skinny twelve-year-old
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informed him how she daily took her pleasure in fornication? It wasn’t funny, though, at the
time.

“Where?” he asked, the orgone rattling inside his blood.

“Oh, in bed, in the garden, in the greenhouse, oh most anywhere the desire creeps up on me!”
my mother had answered easily.'*° It had taken her a long, long time to finally decipher why
anger had splattered so hastily across the man’s furious face.

Suddenly her thoughts snapped back to the trip that still lay ahead of her. “Committing um,
committing what? A-adultery, committing adultery — that’s right!” She hummed it gaily, “T will
not be embarrassed today,” she thought, locking the correct words into her brain, “throw away
the key.”

Arriving at the bus depot she glanced at her watch. Either her watch was fast or the depot’s
big old clock was slow again. She couldn’t make up her mind which. In any case the bus had not
yet arrived so she dragged her feet to the back of the waiting room. The old decaying bench sat
unsurely, leaning against a crumbling stone wall. As she balanced her bag on top of the bench
she noticed one of those new “talking” scales standing off in the corner. It was all shiny against
the mildewy walls and it had red and green lights illuminating the place where you were
supposed to put the money in. It cost only a penny, but a half-penny would do, so she thought
that she’d give the electric fortune teller a spin.

She jumped up onto the scale and, giving her body a little childlike bounce, she reached up
and inserted into the highlighted slot a 1947 wheat penny. Lincoln plunged into a chamber-of-
horrors, the green and red lights began to blink and the scale pronounced: “Madam, your weight
is 118 pounds and your bus leaves in three minutes — but you are full of water.”

My mother was a practical young woman. She entered the woman’s room and faster than you
can shake a lily, she was emptied of her water and already inserting, while smiling broadly,
another penny into the scale.

“Madam, you are still 118 pounds and your bus leaves in two minutes — but you are now full
of gas.”

Being very pragmatic, my mother thought to herself, “Oh, my! I really must skip to the loo
and relieve myself of this wind!”

And so she did. And again, before you could lift a gam, she was back out and listening
ominously to what the oracle scale was revealing to her now.

It said, “Madam, you are still 118 pounds but with all of your pissin’ and farting about,
you’ve missed your bus!”**

What to do now? My mother would just have to sit there and wait for the late bus. “It’s a good
thing I packed my lunch,” the words were leading up to some profound realization she just had
about her life, “You just don’t know what might happen...” She thought about that for a long,
long time. Not much else happened.

Finally, the late bus did arrive. She stood up immediately, glanced at the machine, nodded a
cautious good-bye to it, and then quickly gathered up her purse and boarded the bus before she

149 See Fun Upon Fun or The Jolly Fellow’s Budget Fell Open Being a Choice Collection of Monstrous Good Jests,
London, 1797. Pg. 45. Also ((128V1:136))

150 ((128v2:877))
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could notice if it would indeed nod back. The bus was crowded and she took refuge from all of
the varied strangers between two clean-cut businessmen. They barely moved, they only stared
straight ahead, their briefcases draped neatly across their laps, each case angled thirty or so
degrees creating perfect symmetry as well as an imaginary funnel leading straight into my
mother’s vagina and therefore straight at me! Secretly and unconsciously they were aware of me
splashing about in there, even though the man on her right thought he was thinking about the
defrosted meat he had placed in the refrigerator just before leaving the house that morning and
the other man was wondering how the salt-cellar he had bought for his siter-in-law would look,
filled with salt, next to the pepper grinder sitting on top of her new dining room table. From the
look of those two you’d swear they hadn’t a thought in their heads — none at all! Both were off to
their jobs in the city. Across from them and my mother sat an old-looking Italian woman who
was probably as young as my mother. The woman looked old and tired, though, sitting there with
her two active children, each pulling on the fat that hung down over the elastic of her slacks. One
of the little girls lifted a dirty little hand and pulled out a wad of gum.

“Mama! What smell is that coming off of the rich waspy woman before us?”

“Hush, my little cockroach,” the woman answered affectionately. “We do not speak ill of
strangers. But ah, such a smell. It is like the anointed feet of Saints!”

My mother, hearing this dialogue between mother and child could not contain her pride. She
spoke right up. “Why, the smell you so admire is my expensive perfume, Channel #5.” She was
proud to speak of such things aloud. Perhaps one of the young men on either side of her will
hear. Maybe he’ll be impressed. But both seemed to be deep, oh, so very deep, into their private
and no doubt, very important thoughts. “Ninety-nine dollars an ounce,” she finished. The one-
sixteenth of an ounce that she owned was a gift from her aunt.

The poor, fat Italian lady gasped. “Such a price!” and such a gasp! For, as she spontaneously
sucked in that astonished breath, the force of her inhaling pushed an equal amount of air out
another opening which happened to not be in use at that necessary moment. The woman had
accidently allowed a not so very tiny fart to slip through. If was definitely more than a freep.

My mother’s delicate nose gave an involuntary little twitch. “And pray tell me, what is the
fragrance you are wearing?”’

The sagging woman looked my mother straight in the eye and defiantly answered, “Spinach
greens, thirty-nine cents a pound!”*°!

The constant rocking of the rambling bus began to take its toll on my mother, too. The
rumbling of her stomach could easily be felt as small pockets of air traveled the hidden labyrinth
of her intestines. She noted the pathway of one particular bubble as it wound its way around her
navel, drifted close by her lower left hip, rose some and then shot straight across her belly,
bouncing off the corner pocket formed by her bottommost right rib, just missing me, before
ricocheting back towards her bladder where it hit a gall stone, or something mineral at least,
hence sending it directly out her back entrance. Unwittingly a fart was let and she became
appalled to discover that the closed tiny bus was without ventilation. She squirmed in her seat,
considered her fart, and finally concluded that no one would be perceptive enough to become
perturbed over a fart that did not smell. Calming herself she asked the man on her left if he

151 (Informant: PatGreco)
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happened to have the morning paper. He looked at her, smiled broadly, and replied, “No, but the
next tree we pass, I’1l pull off a leaf for you!”*>?

My mother had absolutely no idea of what the man was referring to. An odorless emission did
not warrant such a remark. It is a strange group of people that ride the public transportation.
Inevitably you’re bound to run into at least one nutcase. She turned instead to the man on her
right.

“Pardon me, sir, do you have a newspaper that I may use?”

“Sorry, lady, I haven’t got no paper,” he answered forthrightly. “But soon as the train stops
I’1l get you a handful of cobs!”!>

At this, both men broke into rivers of laughter. “Oh my God!” screamed inside my mother’s
brain. Her body went rigid and her eyes twitched noticeably as they tried to look straight ahead
into the eyes of her smirking Italian neighbor. She had absolutely no idea what either of those
horrible men wanted, she was anxious for her bus ride to come to a quick end!

Just at that moment a disabled person boarded the bus. It was a young woman who appeared
to be unable to speak or hear. She began to gesture wildly in a noiseless conversation with the
bus driver. The girl first thumbed her nose at the busman and he responded by double-thumbing
his own nose. He then pointed a bony finger at her breast and then lowered it to point at her
genitals. The lady gave a look of, what was it, irritation? Shaking her head she pointed at her
buttocks and sat down. Very strange doings indeed. The weirdos were sure out today. Thank
goodness they had now entered the city.

She didn’t wait until the bus ended its route. My mother instead got off the ancient rattling
vehicle as soon as she felt safe enough to find her own way on foot. Stepping down upon the
pavement she calculated the distance to the doctor’s building. She was about fifteen blocks away.

She heard behind her the bus driver speaking to another passenger as he sped by. He was
explaining his conversation with the deaf girl. “She asked me if the fare was five cents,” he said
in a high, irritating voice. My mother liked his pointing better but her curiosity forced her to
continue to listen. “I said, no, it’s ten. Then I asked her if she wanted to get off at the dairy or the
ballpark, and she said that she wanted to get off at the gas works.”*** The guy he was talking to
was sitting right next to the girl but I guess it didn’t matter. She couldn’t hear them talking
anyway and they were being careful not to point while they were talking.

At long last my mother found herself walking along the neatly cobbled pathway leading to the
main door of the professional building. Dr. Rabelais and two of his colleagues observed her as
she did this. Her posture was odd. Her body was bent somewhat forward, her legs were astraddle.
She looked as if she might be in some kind of pain. The alarmed doctors decided to try their
diagnostic skills and immediately attempts were made to identify her affliction. The first doctor
suggested paralysis. The second thought it looked more like locomotor ataxia. Dr. Rabelais was
certain that her posture was due to a pelvic fracture. Unable to decide, they interrogated her as

152 ((128v2:837))
153 ((128v2:867))
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soon as she stepped foot into the building She replied, “Oh, | went to let a little wind, and | guess
| went a little too far.”!®

Once alone in Dr. Rabelais’s office, my mother began to tell him the real reason for her visit.
Remembering the polite term for her affliction she began explaining to him that she avidly
committed adultery on a daily basis. She had recently become saddened upon discovering that
she was now unable to obtain pleasure from it.

Somewhat shocked the doctor asked her, “How often do you do this?”

“About a hundred time a day,” she replied.'®

The doctor was aghast! “A hundred times a day! And what does your husband say?”

“He says, ‘More power to your fat ass!” 1%’

Flummoxed again! It took a while but my mother and the doctor soon got their confusions
ironed out. (It’s indeed a shame that the present work, you remember, the novel, could not have
been written forty years ago. The knowledge contained within could have helped my dear mother
avoid a great many of the embarrassments that were strewn like land mines throughout her
lifetime).

She confided to the doctor that her recent disenchantment with her “crapitation — or is it
crepitations? Oh, I’ll never get it right” was that no longer did they smell. He eyed her furtively
and suggested a thorough examination — would she please remove her clothes. But as she lifted
her leg to the chair to unhitch her garter, the urge came upon her and she gallantly gave the
doctor a sample of her affliction, right then and there. The doctor took two dizzying steps
backwards. He began to fan himself frantically. “Phew!” he said, “put your clothes back on,
madam. It isn’t your ass that needs examining — it’s your nose! ">

My mother then and there began to cry. Now she understood the strange responses of the men
on the bus. But her tears did not stem from this momentary embarrassment. It was a sadness
from deep inside her that came fumbling forth. “But if I can’t ... can’t smell them, what good can
come from all of my crapitating?”

“Crepitating,” corrected the doctor. And without uttering another sound he began to scribble
out a long prescription for numerous suppositories.

“And will all this have the required, er, carminative effect, doctor?” she asked as she
simultaneously blew her nose, weeded the garden and tossed a winkle fish bouncing onto the
floor.

“No, madam,” he confessed, “these will instead plug you up completely. The result will be
that you will fart louder. That way at least you’ll hear them!”**

155 ((128v2:862))

16 One hundred farts per day, over a twenty-four hour day, assuming the young woman farts in her sleep, comes to
one fart every 14 minutes and 24 seconds, which is just about average and within normal range.

157 ((128V1:136 & 128V2:867)) Editor’s Note: The frequency of my mother’s farting at this time was only one fart
every 14.4 minutes. Compare this figure with Samuel Beckett’s farting propensities discussed @ FREQUEN@YESP
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As my mother left the doctor’s office she noticed a young man sitting in the waiting room
reading the January 1943 copy of the then popular medical magazine Hygeia. The young man
was picking his nose — just as she had been doing moments before. She stood fixedly in the
doorway, watching transfixed waiting to see what he would do next. “He stuck in a thumb and
pulled out a plum” tintinnabulated through her mind as he wiped his finger in the crease of his
magazine. He then scraped the fur off his tongue and deposited that beneath his seat. His hand
now clean, he unzipped his fly, inserted the clean hand and began to elaborately adjust what
seemed to be in need of some adjusting. He cleaned out his ears with the tail of his shirt. He
picked a scab and licked greedily at the bubbles of blood. Suddenly he looked up, a crimson
color spread from a lingering drop of blood that hung from the corner of one tooth and soon
encompassed his entire face, Caught! My mother smiled and said:

“Hey, old chap, do you suppose that you could conclude the entertainment with a rousing
good fart?”160

And with that she swept herself across the lobby, through the door, and out onto the street. It
was time to go home.

FICE, or FOYCE

“A small windy escape backmathegas,; frequentye o b v i
by old ladies charged on their ldpgs. Se€IzzLE ((92:85))

We are told this by the dog-fancier Francis Grose, author of 1811 Dictionary of the Vulgar
Tongue. When you finally search out “fizzle,” Grosse does exactly that, fizzles that is, and
merely gives us “an escape backward.” ((92@rizzie))

FIRST INTERVIEW BETWEEN A LOVER AND HIS LASS, (The) [Bawdy Russian
Folktale #2]

An old man had a son who had come to full age; and another old man had a daughter

of nubile years. They thought of marrying them togetherpo o k her e, | vanouct
the father of the young man. “I wish to ma
her, accost her politely, and come to an u
The other old man said to his daughter, *
marriage to my neighbor’s son. When you me
friendly relations with him”

The two young people metinthe streeth d wi shed each other gooc

has ordered me, l vanouchka, to make your a
“And mine has | aid the same command upon
“How shall we begin? Where do you sl eep,

“I'n the vestibul e.

160 ((128V1:170))
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“And | sl eep in the store room. Come and
Ivanouchka kept the appointment, and, lay down by the side of Machourka.
“Did you passgobnymat”h es hsei daes koefd thhiem.

“Yes .7

“Well, did you see a heap of dung?”
“Yes .7

“1 shit all that.?”

“1t i s aWhgtotleerdgook thiags have you gdiet mesee if you have a
good tool .7

“Look here,” said he, unbuttoning his tro
“But it i dlotoko hlwiwg nfacmr ome | am. ”
“Let toseeitfry t will fit."”

The act suited the words. At first the gi
me. How it bites'

“Don’ t .Thereisarotrraom e@noughforithat 1 s why it 1S so0 &
“Seel I  was itrwastpbltig Wwhen | sai d

“Wait a bit, just now it will be more at

When she began to enjoy it, Machour ka cri
could gain much money. "’

At |l ast they fell asleep. She woke up in

thinking it was his face. The young man, who had supped well, broke wind.

ahKZX 4slayi{id 2?Machour ka, “ yolu@wsrér eath i s cont

FIZLE, OBADIAH
See FARTANDO, DON.

FIZZLE

“Fizzles” may be low pitched or even silent. They are characterized by dampness, strong odor,
and often visible stains. ((163:39) They can often develop into a “brewer’s fart." Thus, a fizzle
well emphasizes that “a fart is the cry of an imprisoned turd,” a phrase that was poetically
derived in the 1930’s. Fizzle has been around a long, long time. ((128v2:864,935 & OED @/fizzlc))
Also derived from the Middle English feisten (see FEISHOUNDabove), the “en”” became
transformed into “/e” to produce ‘fistle.” This does not differ a great deal from “fizzle.”
Webster’s 3" International Dictionary (217@sizzi9) gives the definition “to break wind quietly”
to the term “fizzle,” but prudishly leaves it at that!

FLATUS AS AN ADULT PREROGATIVE

Being the titular rubric given to a short paragraph penned in 1913 by the pioneering
psychoanalyst Sandor Ferenczi, the piece became Chapter 48 in the English translation of his
Further Contributions to Psycho-analysis (1926).
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It sometimes occurs that analysané., patients being analyzed] have to resist the
inclination to pass a clearly audible and also noticeable amount of flatus in the course of
the hour; this usually happens when they are being refractory with the doctor. This
symptom, however, is intended not only to insult the doctor but to intimate that the
patient intends to allow himself things that his father forbade him, but permitted himself.
The license referred to here represents all the prerogatives which parents arrogate to
themselves but strictly deny to their children, and which the patient now wishes to
appropriate for himself(71:325-6 & 128v1:111-2))

FLATOPHILE
“Flatophile” is the psychological term given to the more literal “fart-lover.” Let us quote from
the case history of a chronic flatophile found in the writings of Sandor Ferenczi.

A young homosexual who without much ado made use of even the vulgar designations
for the sexual parts and their functions, refused for two hours long to utter aloud the
commoner expression for the word *“fl atus
avoid it by all possible circumlocutions, foreign words, euphemisms, etc. After the
resistance against the word was overcome, however, he was able to penetrate much
deeper into the previously barren analysis of his-anaticism.((72:114))

The young homosexual who had displayed such strong opposition to uttering the

obscene word for “flatus” developed in inf
coprophilia, and his over lenient father did not prevent him from indulging these
inclinations even on his own body (the fat

time forward of the idea of unusually strong repression of the pleasure of dirt and smell;

hence also the great unpleasantness in mentioning such matters. That it was the obscene
term for intestinal gas which was so much more intolerable to him than any
circumlocution had its reason in childhood
and the parental complex was thus the strongest repressing ¥'rce.

The infantile interest for the sound accompanying the emission of intestinal gas was not
without influence on his choice of profession. He became a musiciaunzi))

Farting and homosexuality are often related. Consider the following joke as an example.

“Nancy boy in shoe shop -hopfarts.Otheraahad/bayat r eac
foot of step sighs: *“Why speackzvesin | ove whe

161 The explorations of this last statement will be explored in a future book.
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FLATULENCE

The accumulation of gas in the stomach and lower intestines and the resulting escapes of the gas
therewith. Sounds like farting to me!

But let’s rely on Caroline, a seventh-grader who is practicing her “zingers” (sarcastic putdowns)
for a more proper definition:

“I'n school today .. | |l earnedwuidsbpat fl atul en

FLATUS

Usually considered as a synonym to the noun fart, “flatus” is actually everything a fart is —
except the sound. As a Latin word for gas or air, it implies neither location nor direction, but
everyone knows better. ((185:165))

FLATUS AND AGGRESSION

More great insights gleaned from The International Journal of Psycho-Analysis, Vol. 11, 1930:
An OveiDetermined Remark Concerning FlatusAggressionA female patient of mine
recently afforded me some interesting examples of the narcissistic evaluation of flatus. In
the course of her analysis she said to me

to bed I break wind and say to myself: *“Th
further examples of this type of behavior,
intercourse with my husband, I |l i ke to pas

bl own hi m--Owen Berkedegdid, Ranthf, India Vol. 1P ((29:345)) [See also
AGGRESSION AND FLATUS]

FLOATING STOOLS

Supported by a grant (5 RO1 AM13309-04) from the U. S. Public Health Service, your tax

dollars have helped doctors to learn why an occasional “stool” might float.
Analysis of the stool can be painstaking and often requires not only a sound scientific
met hod, but good luck. Consider the effort
whether the common belief was correct, that undigested fat causes shit to float. Having
found that a scalpel squeezes gasafuthe stool, they hit upon the idea of a cheese
slicer to cut cubes in distilled water. By applying positive pressure to a flask containing a
fl oater they determined “critical sinking
sinkers, they measured “critical floating
stools float((185:34))

The possibility that colonic methane @Cproduction would influence the density of
stools wasnvestigated because one of us (W.C.D.), who consistently had floating stools,
was fortuitously noted to have @Eixcretion rate of near record proportionsso:973))
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Think of it. You and | would not know today that our own floaters are simply caused by
gas were it not for the happy chance that one determined physician, working lonely
hours at a job shunned by so many of his colleagues, farted@skot4))

I highly recommend your reading of the original article. It can be found in the ((New England
Journal of Medicine, Volume 286, #18, pages 973-5: “Floating Stools: Fatus Versus Fat” by
Michael D. Levitt & William C. Duane.))

FLOWER-BLOOMING MAN

An artist’s rendition of a famous fart artist who found
booming success amongst his fellow showmen (circa. 1773).
The scene, in which he is portrayed displaying his singular
talents, is that of his theater’s entrance, in Tokyo’s Asakua
district. There, above the crowded entranceway, drawn upon
a huge bellowing-banner, hanging above, is an announcement
pinpointing the fartician’s thunderous talents, all depicted in
pictorial wonderment. To locate this banner, you need to go
“to the entertainment district at the west end of Ryogoku Bridge {#
[where] just before [you get] to the bridge, [you] turn right and |

couldn’t miss: ‘Old Tale Comes True — Man Makes Blossoms

Bloom.” ” ((Shirane: 514-5)1%% This phrase (I am referring to the Sy 2 o P
Blossoms Bloom here) »’ki.ga Ve !,-A. ]
in ot
- S\ Ll K IV &

=7\

=
J

.efers to the folktale “The Ol d Man Who Ma
man is helped by the gods and all his acts have good results; even ashes sprinkled on a

tree turn to blossom in front of a lord, and he is rewarded. However, when his neighbor
imitates him, hoping for the same rewards, the neigtbds. Similarly, in the

Muromachiperiod otogiz 0 s h i p ol pelidleafrFukutanithe protagonist,

Fukutomi, has an almost divine ability to fart artistically, and he is rewarded by a lord.
However, when his covetous neighbor asks for instruction, receives pills, and performs
before the |l ord, his farting d@shitaiens t o di ar
514,fint.84)) [SEETALE OF FUKUTOMI]

The “Flower-Blooming” drawing, which resides within Tokyo’s Metropolitan Chuo Library, is
an illustration for the essay “On Farting” written by Hiraga Gennai [see GENNAI] who was
inspired by a real-life fart artist. The drawing dates no later than 1780. Endo anthologist Sumie
Jones explains:

162 Shirane, Haruo (Editor with Introductions and Commentary): Early Modern Japanese Literature. New York:
Columbia University Press, 2008.
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Here is another work by satirist Hiraga Gennai, alias Banjin (1728779). Just as his

RootlessGraisso ok advantage of tdeahsnhisesapaf popul a

Farting( H érdnj part I, one volume, 1774) cashes in on the fame of an actual showman

who had recently become a populathin t he Ry o0ogoki showbiz di

The fart artist featured in this essay by Gennai belongs to the category of performers of

S

extraordinary shapes and talents such as weight lifters anddtezs. The illustration
showsthe entrancetotheree@ nc |l osed t heater. Under
Tales! FloweBl oomi ng Man! ,” one man stands
another sits opposite him, probably collecting admission fees. The fart artigteor
flower-bloomingma n, ” ent ertained his audience
and the beat of clapping hands as well as by imitating cocks crowing and fireworks

crackling((Jones:3913§3

One yearns (I do, at any rate) to introduce a challenge before the Flower-Blooming Man and Le
Petomane. Who do you think would prove the victor? See also: HOHI-RON

FLUFF

Babies never fart, they “fluff.” Yet one young mother, responding to the viciousness of her
newborn’s fluffing, harangued upon the fraudulence of the fluff’s existence. But I persist, though
the twain appear identical, a fart remains a fart, while a fluff differentiates itself due to a mawkish
propensity. (Infs: PegweePennington & PamDiPaula)

FOIST

Clearly related to the Middle English fist, this term was in use from the 16'-century until the
early 1800’s. It refers, both as a noun and a verb, to a silent fart. It has also been written as
“foist” and “fyst.: See also FEISHOUND ((154:294))

If you are in Iran you might prefer to say, chusih ((149:239)), in Italy, loffa ((114:84)), in Arabic you
can whisper, faswah ((163:5)), in Russian, bzdet’ (116:277)). Note the onomatopoetic flair given to
each term.

Note also the contrast to such verbiage, equally onomatopoetic, to farts that yield a more hearty
sound: Iranian: glz ((149:239)); Arabic: zirt ((163:5); Russian: pérdnut’ and the even louder
razbzdét’[ * As t he Eski mo has several ways to
doestheRussiai or referring to ‘ br ea kadaiezrg). Otherfard , °
sounds are comprised by posi (“hiss”) in Tonga and puh, pum ,and puiqg from the Menomini
Native Americans, a central Algonquin tribe living in Meopit, Wisconsin. ((70:147 & 6:185))

183 Jones, Sumie: An Edo Anthology: Literature from Japan’s Mega-City, 1750-1850. Hawaii: University of Hawaii
Press, 2013.
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FRANKLIN, BEN (1706-1790)

Ben Franklin had a vast number of interests. Many know him as a statesman, writer, inventor,
scientist, etc., but very few are aware of his contributions in the area of fartology. His major
concern was to relieve the anxiety and embarrassment that often accompany the farter by
attempting to chemically relieve the odor from flatulence.

His most famous essay written on this subject was first presented before the Imperial and Royal
Academy of Brussels.*®* It is reproduced here in full.

“ have perused your | ate mathemati cal proi
phil osophy for the ensuing year .. conclude
instead of a philosophical, or as the learned expresgitysicabne, because you could

not at this time think of a physical one that promiséitity...Per mi t me t hen hur
propose one of that sort for your consideration, and through you, if you approve it, for

the serious inquiry of learned physicians, chemists, etc., of this enlightened age.

“1t is universally wel!/ known, That in dig
produced in the Bowels of human Creatures, a great Quantity of Wind.

“That the permitting this Air to escape an
to the Company, from the fetid Smell that accompanies it.

“That -baet Peopleehkréfore, to avoid giving such Offence, forcibly restrain the
efforts of Nature to discharge that Wind.

“That so retain’d contrary to Natwure, it n
occasions future Diseases, such as habitual Cholics, Ruptures, Tympanies, &c. often
destructive of the Constitution, & sometimes of Life itself.

“Were it not for the odiously offensive Sm
would probably be under no more Restraint in discharging such Wind in Company, than
they are in spitting, or in blowing their Noses.

“My Prize Question therefore should be, To
di sagreeable, to be mix’d with our common
Discharges, of Wind from our Bodies, not only inoffensive, but agreeable as Péffumes.

“That this is not a chimerical Project, an
Considerations. That we already have some Knowledge of Means capable of varying that

164 The Dutch: Keizerlijke en koninklijke academie van Brussel was founded in Brussels by letters patent of the
Empress Maria Theresa dated 16 December 1772 , to promote the study of science and literature.

165 Beano® “This extra-strength food enzyme dietary supplement prevents gas, bloating and discomfort — take Beano
before every meal and there will be no gas. Now available in strawberry-flavored meltaways!” was conceived on a
chilly spring day in 1981 and made available to the public on April 1%, 1990. Patent #5,445,954 was received on
August 29, 1995 for which its developer Alan Kligerman eventually received a Nobel prize in medicine. It even
works on Brussel Sprouts, bringing us, full circle, back to Benjamin Franklin and his essay.
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Smell. He that dines on stale Flesh, especially with such Addition of Onion, shall be able

to afford a stink that no Company can tolerate; while he that has lived for some Time on
Vegetable only, shall have that Breath so pure as to be insensible to the most delicate
Noses; and if he can manage so as to avoid the Report, haenynatieregive Vent to his

Griefs, unnoticed. But as there are many to whom an entire Vegetable Diet would be
inconvenient, and as a little Quickne thrown into a Fakes will correct the amazing
Quantity of fetid Air arising from the vas
and render it rather pleasing to the Smell, who knows but that a little Powder of Lime (or
some other thing Equivalent) taken in our Food, or perhaps a Glass of Limewater drank at
Dinner, may have the same Effect on the Ai
This is worth the Experiment. Certain it is also that we have the Power of changing by

slight Means the Smell of another discharge, that of our Water. A few stems of Asparagus
eaten, shall give our Urine a disagreeable Odour; and a Pill of Turpentine no bigger than a
Pea, shall bestow on it a pleasing Smell of Violets. And why should it be thought more
impossible in Nature, to find Means of making a Perfume of our Wind than of our Water?

“For the encouragement of this Enquiry, (f
expected by the inventor) let it be considered of how small Importance to Mankind, or

how small a Part of Mankind have been useful those Discoveries in Science that have
heretofore made Philosophers famous. Are there twenty Men in Europe at this Day, the

happier, or even the easier for any Knowl e
Comfort can the Vortices of Descartes give to a Man who has Whirlwinds in his Bowels!

The Knowledge of Newton’s mutual Attractio
Ease to him who is rack’d by their mutual

occasions? The Pleasure arising to a few Philosophers, from seeing, a few Times in their
Life, the Threads of Light untwisted, and separated by the Newtonian Prism into seven
Colours, every Man living might feel seven times a Day, by discharging freely the Wind
from his Bowels? Especially if it be converted into a Perfume: For the Pleasures of one
Sense being little inferior to those of another, instead of pleasing the Sight he might
delight the Smell of those about him, & make Numbers happy, which to a benevolent
Mind must afford infinite Satisfaction. The generous Soul, whcenoeavorgo find

out whether the Friends he entertains like best Claret or Burgundy, Champagne or
Madeira, would then inquire also whether they chose Musk or Lilly, Rose or Bergamot,
and provide accordingly. And surely such a Liberty-pfEXe s si ng one’ s Scent
pleasing one another, is of infinitely more Importance to human Happiness than the
Liberty of the Press, or of abusing one another, which the English are so ready to fight
and die for.

“I'n short, this Invention, if completed, w
Phil osophy home to Men’s Business and Boso
comparison therewith, for universal and continuaiLITythe Science of the
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Philosophers abovementioned, even withtheliAdd i on, Gent Figgrmen, of

quelconqu¢t and the Figures inscrib’ &GARHNKG Tt ,

Ben Franklin wrote this sometime in 1780. After his death it lay quietly inside the Library of
Congress for 150 years at which time it was finally published and made somewhat accessible to
the public. I was first made aware of it when | saw a piece advertised in the back of some
forgotten magazine. Printed in an illegible tiny script upon crispy burnt paper made to look old, it
cost me a mere $5. Do you think it was worth it?

FOXES EAT ROASTED DUCKS [TRICKSTER TALE #1]

Said the Trickster to hisanisNow, you, my younger brother,
while | go to sleep. I f you notice any peo

fire, he went to sleep.

When Trickster was sleeping some small foxes approached and, as they ran along, they
scented something that seemed I|i ke fire,
they said. So they turned their noses towards the wind and looked and, after a while,
truly enough, they saw the smoke of a fire. So they peered around carefully and soon
noticed many sharpointed sticks arranged around a fire with meat on th8tealthily

they approached nearer and nearer and scrutinizing everything carefully, they noticed

someone asleep there. “1t is Trickster and
be very careful not to wake him up. Come,

they came close, much to their surprise, however, gas was expelleddmewhere.

“Pooh!” such was the sound .mMad®o t'Bey craarefl

Af ter a while one of them sai d, ““Wel | | I

g

is always up to some trickGuemoraswasgai n t he

expelledcausing them toun backas before Three times this happened. When they
approached the fourth time gas wagainexpelled. However, they did not run away. So

Trickster’s anus, in rapid succession, beg
run away. Once, twice, three times, it exp
Pooh! Such was the sound it made. Yet they d

was the sound of the gas expellédt 2 2 & Pl Katthey did not run away.nGhe
contrary, they now began to eat the roasted pieces of duck. As they were eating, the
Trickst er ' ditsamecessanpoohing Theranthedoxes stayed until they had
eaten up all the pieces of duck roasted on sticks. Theyctme to those pieces that
were bengroasted undershes and, in spite of the fact that the anus wegee#ing gas,

“ Pooh! P d?ooh!" coriruauslyl they atallthese up tooThen they replaced
the gnawed bonesvith the meat eaten off, nicely under the ashes. Only after that did
they go away.
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Later:* Al as! Al as! They have caused my appetit
fellows! And you, too, yodespicable object, what about your behavior? Did | not tell you

to watch this fire? You shall remember this! As punishment for your remissness, | will

burn your mouth so that you will not be able to useviér agaih {(174:16-7))

FRENCH FLATULENCE versus THE GERMAN DUMP

The French, for example, would appear to have a predilection for flatulence but not so

much for defecation. A good many of the treatises devoted to flatulence were written in
French .. But the lightness of fl atulence s
heaviness of feces in German culture, if one may risk indulging in stereotypes. So the

issue is a matter of degregeot of kind.(63:142))

FREQUENCY

How often are farts emitted? Fortunately the work has been done and the facts are in. Thanks to

Irish author and fartological researcher Samuel Beckett (1906 — 1989) we know the answer:

0.267 blasts per minute. Here’s the data:
And in winter, under my greatcoat, | wrapped myself in swathes cpager, and did
not shed them until the earth awoke, for good, in April. Tinges Literary Supplement
was admiralyl adapted to this purpose, of a nevkiling toughness and impermeability.

Even farts made no i mpression on it. I can
the leastpretextt * s hard not to mention it now and
One day | counted them. Three hundred and fifteen farts in nineteen hours, or an

averageofoves i xt een farts an hour. After all it
minutes. |It’s nothing. Not even one fart e

hardly fart aall' | should never have mentioned (t5:244))

Further note that the daffy psychoanalyst Sandor Ferenczi (1873-1933), with whom | am sure
discussed this fact with his friend Sigmund Freud, chronicled, in a wonderfully diminutive
footnote located at the bottom of page 326 of his authoritative work Further Contributions to
Psycho-analysis, the following comment concerning the frequency of “passed flatus.” But he
fails to make mention of the time duration within which the selfsame flatus was passed. With the
aforementioned work of Mr. Beckett, above, we can now calculate that omission. First, the data:

One neurotic with digestive trouble remembered as a child passing flatus audibly seventy
times running((71:326fint#1))

Now let’s see. We have 0.267 blasts per minute, and there are seventy blasts per “running.” Thus
when 0.267 times our unknown is set equal to seventy; we must divide seventy by the ratio 0.267
yielding 26.717 minutes, to the thousandths place, of course, remembering to keep proper
significant digits in mind, seventy being an exact value... This is just about ten times the given
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conversion fact which by itself seems remarkable, or maybe not. Still, these must have been quite
some farts to be remembered to such accuracy so many years later while under the duress of such
vulnerabilities during psycho-analyzation. But then again, the anal in psycho-analyzation does
stand out prominently; is that not so?

Sudihv Tnteuude
| thas taken SI éve daysanddayst o c o mp | eift Fethid ameeF tkab, sne

right after the other . On and on they went and i t has taken him, well, forever! to
complete. He has not slept nor eaten all that time . His posterior is tender and has
begun to cramp. The cramping started days ago, but other than continually
repositioning the weight onto the surface of the chair, a wicker seat with a hard

wal nut frame, he has found it necessary
and he was unable to pull himself away from them, unable to take a break. But now
that they are done, he, dazed and contemplative, begins to consider his role within

the wicker framework of his  science of fartology. He has an inkling that he is merely

a character in some ephemeral play, a protagonistin some mad and muculent novel.
Stuck in the pages of time! What if he could pull himself out from the page and have

a look around, provide himself with a new perspective. Would  he not then be able to
focus him self for the better in his effluviant endeavor? He envisioned the page as
the two -dimensional world it literally was. And he, Sléve the Protagonist, as a
Necker Cube floating amongst the entries. A three -dimensional cube sitting in a

two -dimensional world can be viewed as projecting into or out of the page.  Sléve had
alway s believed he was in the page. He had never contemplated the existence of the
other possibility , that of being out of the page where he would be able to run
amongst the letters and paragraphs, us ing ENTRY HEADINGS Stepping stones toward,
what? He imagined oncethere while taking giant steps between GAMESand GENNAlhe
might actually be able to meet, face to face, his old dead friend Palo and to embrace
his old, desirable Wonder once again . There are so many Wonders ! He wonders
what she is really like i robot, flesh or gaseous effluvia . Such are the makings of the
gods and goddessesof fartology .

Once skipping along the words, he finds himself in the third dimension, as are
you, my Thick & Obliqued Reader. And there he seeks a fourth -dimensional hyper-
Necker-cube with which to propel himself into the fourth  -dimension, and hence the
fifth, the sixth, and on and on and on , as his great and wooly head, from great and
wooly exhaustion , brought on by the grueling and seemingly unending F @ lsounces
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upon the papers, A through F, strewn across his writing space, just missing his
infinitely deep inkwell, whose depths contain all dimensions, including those
containing dreams. He 0 s -weary and ready to drop. And so he places his head
upon those aforementioned papers and is instantly asleep.

t1e awakens to the chatter of squirrels and the fluttering of chickadee wings.

The walls of his laboratory have been stolen in the night. The great murky pond lies
before him; bullfrogs are floating in puddles caught between ripples of caustic

| umi nescent slime. The GO0s | ie beforle hi
imagines himself teetering atop a GENTLEMAN USH&RIile peering down upon a
GASTRONOMICAL BEAN SEBRYE sleeps on, evermore exhausted, until the true morning
breaks, with its breaking wind , and golden sun beams with their crystalline  gleam,
crenulated walls still intact, as the bullfrogs watch him sleep through the slowly
melting glass of his windowless and wily laboratory.

(TaD)
Chapter 7: “@ (18 Generous Entries)

“@”—whgrg the “tail” jutting to ourlegft represents a small pgnis—or as it is often callgd, a dickwee where the wee has a
secondary funetion of also rgpresenting the urinary funection.® There are gractly 16,713 honorableg @’s presented in this
novel, as well as 184 of thegse: — . The word “micturition” is only mentioned twice. Can gou find them?

GAMES

Many young children (and some adults) make a game out of farting. For example, when | was
young, if a friend happened to notice a tell-tale odor permeating and entangling the area around
us, and then if that person were to say anything about it, the rest of us would chant, “Whoever
smelt it, dealt it!”” Once this was exclaimed, the real culprit was let off the hook.

Another way of getting “off the hook™ was to engage in a game I’1l call “thumbs up.” In this
game whoever happens to fart (or is the first to notice another person’s fart) immediately puts his
thumb to his forehead, the rest of his fingers forming a fist pointing upwards. All that spot this
action taking place must immediately follow suit. It is the last person to get their thumb to their
forehead who gets pinned as the fart’s creator. Usually the true creator will be the first one to get

166 | e, micturition.
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their thumb in place, but by admitting to the deed in such a manner, the farter is absolved from
all guilt.

A similar game is called “slugs.” A person who happens to fart will immediately confess to the
fact by yelling out the words, “No slugs!” Thus exclaimed, all guilt is absolved. But if he is not
quick enough to call this out and is found out, then all the others present are allowed to slug or

punch the farter in the arm as punishment.

Surprisingly, all such games akin to those mentioned above have the added effect of causing the
participants to want to produce as many farts as they possibly can, the louder the better. In fact,
what often develops is a contest among the participants and the champ, who becoming quite
proud of his talent, will usually initiate future contests. It is rather like having the winner of a
card game becoming the dealer. (Informants: E. Sléve, Wonder, & Fluffie)

GENNAI, HIRAGA (1728-1779)

Hiraga Gennai ( ) was one of many pennames for Shiraishi Kunitomo (1728-1779). He
was a pharmacologist, physician, author, painter, and inventor — best known for his electrostatic
generator, the thermometer, and stylish asbestos cloth. He composed several literary works on
homosexual life in daily Japanese life, into which he incorporated all his inventions. He is
perhaps best remembered for his 1771 satirical essay Hohi-ron, translated as: “On Farting” or
“The Theory of Farting.” It is believed that he died in prison, convicted for killing two carpenters
while he was in a drunken rage caused by the belief that the two had stolen the blueprints
required to repair the Daimyo mansion they were working on. He is considered by many to have
been the Leonardo Da Vinci of Japan. For the full essay see FLOWERLOOMING MAN

GHANA

Ghana is a coastal country located in Western Africa and bordered by, going clockwise, Cote
d’Ivoire, Burkina Faso, Togo and the Gulf of Guinea. There are many dialects spoken there.
Among them is Bono, a major dialect in the Akan dialect continuum. Of interest here are two
phrases of abuse.

(1) “You look as if shit has just died and farts are going to announce the funeral,” or “w’anim s¢
ebini awu na eta ekose ayie.” My source has the following comment:

This abuse indicates that the target has a very unpleasant face or facial expression.
Traditionally, messengers are sent to relatives and friends who are living elsewhere to
announce a death in the family. These messengers, always from the families of the
deceased don’ t | oo kcaiyanplgagantsews. @heough metaphorical
extension the farts aresupposedo be the relatives of the excremesincethey belong

to, orcomefrom thesameplace (the bowels); if shit dies, it has only the farts as relatives
to announce the death(34:158))

(2) “Your farts smell like those of the river tortoise,” or “wo ta kankan s¢ osudanna.” My source
explains:
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Theosudannaa species of river tortoise, can give off a terrible gas that stinks more than
excrement. The Bono do not like people who fart in public. Kids make songs to ridicule
those who fart in publia(4:161))

GAS

A primitive

word referring to the posterior flatus (See FARY.

Another definition for this vulgar word is the fluid that allows one’s car to run. When this fluid
began to become expensive, America’s never ending supply of satirical poets began to think up
all kinds of little ditties that they could sell to the media for a lotta money so that there would
continue to exist a small elitist group still able to afford to pay the ever-rising price of gas. Thus
was created the bumper sticker that reads:

“America needd rmeraensdds
(personal observation)

GASCOIGNE, GEORGE (1530-1577)

In George Gascoigne’s The Droome of Doomes Day (1576) his description of gluttony has a

prominent place amongst our fartological concerns. Thus we quote a short passage from the

pages of this early fartician.
“Gluttony doth rayse a great tribute, but
delicate that the meats bee, so much more the styncking are the excrements, and ordure
made thereof. He shal doo the more beastly in all things, which doth most greedily loade
and power in. He shal break unsavory and loathsome wynd, both upwards and
downwards, and make an abhomgemm bl e smel |l a

And here we record Gascoigne’s highly opinionated view of man:

“0O vil e unwandstate ané oredieionp& O unworthy estaterod n * s
vilenesse. Search the trees & the herbes of the Earth, they binge forth boughs, leaves,
flowers, fruits. A man bringeth forthtts, lyse & worms. They distill & power out, Oyle,
Wyne and Balmes, & a man maketh excrements of spettle, pisse, and ordure. They smell
& breathe all sweetnesse of smell & pleasantnesse, whereas man belcheth, breaketh
wynde and @ezaph)nc ket h..”

GAS PASSER

To “pass gas” is the proper way to fart, thus I surmise that one who farts (a “farter’) can politely
be referred to as a “gas-passer,” no doubt even in a grocery market. But in a hospital it’s a
different story. Intended as high hospital humor due to the obvious double entendre, hospital
slang has given the anesthesiologists a new and appropriate appellation. They are now regarded
as “gas passers.” ((141:53))
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GASTRONOMICAL BEAN STORY

Once upon a time there lived a man who had a maddening passion for baked beans. He
loved them, but they always had a very embarrassing and somewhat lively reaction on

him. Then one day he met a girl and fell in love. When it was apparent that they would
marry, he thought to himself, “She is such
this kind of carrying on.” So he made the
married shortly thereafter.

Some months latemis car broke down on the way home from work and since they lived

in the country he called his wife and told her that he would be late because he had to

walk home. On his way, he passed a small café and the odor of freshly baked beans was
overwhelming. Since he still had several sndevalk, he figured that he would work off

any ill effects before he got home, so he stopped at the café. Before leaving he had eaten
three large orders of baked beans. All the way hbmputt-putted and after arriving he

felt reasonabl safe that he had puttutted his last. His wife seemed somewhat agitated

and excited to see him and exclaimed delig
surprise for dinner tonight.” She then bl
of the dining table. He seated himself and just as she was ready to remove the blindfold,

the telephone rang. She made him vow not to touch the blindfold until she returned,

then went to answer the phone. Seizing the opportunity he shifted his weight to one leg

and let go. It was not only loud, but as ripe as rotten eggs. He took the napkin from his

lap and vigorously fanned the air about him. Things had just resumed to normal when he

felt another urge coming on him, so he shifted his weight to the other leg and let go

again Thisonewas a true prizevinner. While keeping his ear on the conversatiainén

hall, he went on like this for ten minutes until hewrthe phone farewells indicated the

end of his freedom. He placed his napkin on his lap and folded his hands on top of it, and
smiling contentedly to himself, was the very picture of innocence when his wife returned,
apologizing for taking so long. She asked if he had peaked and hesef essured her

that he had not. At this point she removed the blindfold and there was his surprise.
((151:148))

This tale is an example of Xerox-lore. Although such stories date back from at least 1935 ((see
Jansen, page 14)), this one was lifted, hot off the office mimeograph or copying machine, to be
handed out to all trusted employees. Such workers, mostly male at the time, would get a “real
kick™ out of these bawdy tales and so the “good ones” would tend to drift from office to office
and, eventually, company to company.

“Xerox-lore” is perhaps the best term yet to be coined that refers to all of the humorous
mimeographed single-paged broadsides that were surreptitiously circulated throughout blue-
collar office buildings and other such mise en scene. The precise form is now obsolete having
been taken over by emails, Twitter, and Facebook. Though usually innocuous, these urban joke
tellers’ subconscious intent was an attempt to “get back™ at the obviously incompetent bosses
and was actually, and ultimately, a stab in the dark at the infamous THEM that makes working
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for a living a reality (if you call that “work, ” if you call that “/iving ). A popular category of this
new kind of folklore deals with the categorization of people’s personalities by their relationship
with farts and farting (see FARTING STY)LES

The above story was lifted and embellished from the thousands of dirty jokes still in oral
circulation at the time. The story’s “catch” or “punch line” would be folded under and was to be
read only when the rest of the tale was completed. This story’s catch line says:

“His surprise was twelve dinner guests sea
Party’ for him.”

This tale can be found much earlier in Chapter Eight of Part II of Carson McCullen’s well-
known The Heart is a Lonely Hunter (originally published in 1940). Could this be where the
story originated?®” Here is how she tells the tale:

Ah Lordy Lordy Lord! It was the day of his twemnitgh birthday, and Lucile had asked

him to drop by her apartment when he finis
expected from this some little remembranea plate of cherry tarts or a good shirt. She

met him at the door and blindfolded his eyes before he entered. Then she said she would
be back in a second. In the silent room he listened to her footsteps and when she had
reached the kitchen he bkewind. He stood in the room with his eyes blindfolded and
pooted. The all at once h&new, with horror, he wasnot alone There was a titter and

soon great rolling whoops of laughter deafened him. At that minute Lucile came back and
undid his eyes. She held a caramel cake on a platter. The room was full of people. Leroy
and that bunch and Alice, of course. He wanted to crawl up the wall. He stood there with
his bare face hanging out, burning hot all over. They kidded him and the next hour was
almost as bad as the death of his moth¢he way he took it. Later that night he drank a
qguart of whiskey. And for weeks afteMotherogod!((135:236-7))

GASTRONOMICAL BEAN STORY — SECOND VERSION (The same story from the “other
side of town.”)

“Surprise!”

Here’ s a guy who | oves beans, but they giyv
and his wife kindautlhowiwhelyowoknmoe,ar oun
know, we can’t have this, you know what I

gas. lt’s very insulting!”

So he say, (relwuctantly) “Well, all right.

167 Answer: No.
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So then he got a call one Fr i daotownHlowvse wi f e

|l " ve |l eft your food and all that for you o
He say, “ Go dbeankthatl want aedagyd horad ahd justbt-e-toot-toot all

over the house!” So he ate beans that morn
everything, and came home ‘round about ten

got homesowians nt’hte ahouse. He said, (exhilarat
He just laid back and he (comfortably relaxing and raising one leg) BRRRR! BRRRR! | mean
he just take care! (Shiftingonglend t hen t he other.) He did -
minutes.

And now it’s time to unfold the flap for the big finish.
Then the | ight come on. They say, “HAPPY B

A surprise birthdaparty! ((s5:#515))

For a full analysis of the “flatulent form” of the surprise party tale, look for William Hugh
Jansen’s study “The Surpriser Surprised: A Modern Legend” ((Folkiore Forum, 6 (1973) 1-24)). There
you will find, along with the analysis, twenty-eight more versions of this story; most, though, do
not involve farting. Also see pages 148-151 of Brunvand’s The Vanishing Hitchhiker (35:148-51))
where the footnotes contain several more references. The Vanishing Hitchhiker also presents an
updated version of the same story, this one taking place in a car, captured in Idaho in 1976,
where it was yanked from the ass of some anonymous student.

The Seup
A plain Jane girl in school, who has never been out on a date, no boyfriend, etc. One day
the captain of the football team asks her to go to a big dance.

The Action

She runs home overwhelmedas her hair done, new dress, nails manicured, and

prompts her parents on how to act. In the process of getting ready the chili she had for

l unch starts making itself known. Near 7 o
unbearable. She feels about to bust. Just before she can get relieved, the doorbell rings.
She lets him in, introduces him, but by this time she can hardly talk and is breathy, so she
begins plotting how to get rid of it before she blows it. So, she plans that when he opens
the door to let her in, she blows on his way around the car, rolls the window down, fans it
out and everything will be fine. He opens the door for her, closes it, and starts to walk
around, she lets it out and it sounds like a howjtitex windows vibratgthe license falls

off, etc. She rolls the window down fans it out and is all cool and composed when he gets
in.
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The Embarrassing Conclusion
He smiles and says, “Oh, 1’'d Iike you to m
backseat.

GENTLEMAN USHER THAT LET A FART
This story goes back to at least the early 1600’s and it has been reprinted many times since then.
It illustrates the flirtatiousness flavor of the fart.

AGENTLEMANIsheris sentwith a serious Message to a great Lady, and having a long tale

to deliver; in the midst of his speech, not able to contain it, he let a great fart, which was

heard all over the Chamber; at which the Ladies Gentlewomen, and chambermaids,

began toteeheeand laugh; when presently one of them by stifling in her breath, because

she would not laugh too loud, chanced to do the like; which he observing abruptly broke

his discour se, anzbuntsivaungiGengewomenyothdewsell s ai d,
know it is for your eadaut | beseech yoto letits wi ng ‘“ r oundanbwhent aki ng
it shall come againtme,I s hal | make pammsypf what | can do

“GIP!,” QUOTH GILBERT WHEN HIS MARE FARTED

A strange and saucy catch-phrase once addressed to any person, thing or gadget that proved to be
“pertish and forward.” Recorded by Howell in 1659, it is now obsolete. “Gip,” a condensation of
the “gee up” audio-ignition used in connection with the one horse-powered vehicles of
yesteryear. Besides being the affectionate motivator for such mares as Gilbert’s, it meant in the

slang of the time: “go away!” And that is a fair request for both farting mares and pertish people.
((154:329-30))

“GIVE ‘ER BEANS!”

At a time when sailors took cognizance of the wind and the weather, traversing the world’s great
oceans meant the wind in the sails as the only means of moving those great and powerful vessels.
Whenever a strong gust came a-brewin’ the clamor of “Give her beans!” sang through the breeze
and it meant: “Boys, stop your fartin’ ‘round and take advantage of this glorious windiness
wisping us whither and yon!” It was the bean’s windy potentialities that made patent such a
colorful exclamation. ((154:330))

GOODFELLOW, ROBIN
Robin Goodfellow is a jolly little elf that likes to dance and sing. Here is his song!

“When | ads and | asses merry be,
With possets and with juncates fine, [juncates = “junkets” = a dessert made of sweeten
Unseene of atompany, milk coagulated with rennet?]

| eat their cakes and sip their wine;
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And to make sport,
| fart and snort,
And out t he ¢ @mdedse®)s | do bl ow.

GORP

The “guys” from Philadelphia, Pennsylvania have long learned their lessons bestowed upon them
at the turn of the century (see the latter part of BOURKE Consequently, an unconventional slang
developed in the area and from among these words “gorp” has finally bubbled to the surface.

The onomatopoetic “gorp” is synonymous with an underwater fart. (ca.1970) (Personal
communication)

GRAFFITI
By what motivations do our ‘piss-poets’ persist in jotting down their poesies upon the public
bathroom wall? One informant claims that it is because she is sure to be read. Often these poems
and catch-phrases are collected into books (and then copyrighted). Allen Walker Read was
perhaps the first to prepare such a sampling — unexpurgated — of this kind of bathroom graffiti.
Here is a sampling pertaining to our present study:

Here | sit all broken hearted

Came to shit and only farted

Do not fart too loud because the walls are weak

You don’t come here to sit and wonder
But to piss and fart like thunder

Farting pressure over 2@dunds***

Now and then we sit in bliss
Listening to the dropping piss
Now and then a fart is heard
Mingling with a dropping tird (sic)

Here | sit in silent bliss
lisining to the (sic)
trinkling piss

now & then

a fart is heard

telling of a

coming

turd
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When you want to shit in ease
Place your elbows on your knees
Put your hands against your chin
Let a fart and then begin

(All poems collected ca. 1928.) ((180:50-1))
GREAT FARTING CONTEST (to the tune of the 1853 song parody Vilikins and his Dinah

attributed to John Parry. The same tune was later used for the more accessible Sweet Betsy from
Pike)
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Il 11 tell you a ditty that’s certain to pl
Of the great farting contest at Shitte@n-Peas,

When all the best arses parade in a field

To match in fair contest for a large silver shield.

Some lift up their arses and fart of the scale,

To compete for a cup and a barrel of ale,

While others whose arses are biggest and strongest,
Compete in a section for loudest and longest.

Now this Easter evening had drawn a huge crowd,

And the betting was even onrsl McLoud,

For it had appeared in the evening edition,

That this | ady’ s arse was in perfect condi

Now old Mrs. Jones had a perfect backside,

With bunches of hair and a wart on each side,
She fancied her chances of winning with ease,
Having trained herself well on cabbage and peas.

Mrs. Binley arrived with a roar of applause,
And promptly began to pull off her drawers,
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For though she’d no chance in the fucking
She’ dwebéeest young arse you'd see any day.

| found Mr. Pothole was back for a place,

Though he’d | ately been placed in the deep
For farting so loud that it drowned the church organ,

And gassed the young Vicar and the choiy Morton.

A Canon arrived and ascended the stand,

And addressed a few words to this gaseous band.
He read them the rules as displayed in the bills,
Forbidding injections and usage of pills.

The contestants lined up for the signal to start,
And winning the toss Mrs. Jones bl first fart,
The ecowd stoodagaspn silence and wonder,
And the B.B.C. gave a warning of thunder.

Then young Mr. Pothole was called to the front,
And began to perform a remarkable stunt,

With legs open wide and tightly clenched hands,
He blew off the roof of the Royal Grandstands.

But Mrs. McLoud reckoned nothing with this,

She’d had some weak tea and was all wind a
She took up her stance and opponents defied,

But unluckily shat and was disqualified.

Next came Mrs. Bingle who shyly appeared,

And smiled on the crowd who lustily cheered.
They thought she was prettybut no farting runt,
And most of the crowd wished to look at her cunt.

But with hands on her hips she stdagting alone,

And the crowd was amazed at the sweetness of tone.

The judges agreed without stopping to think,

“First pri-pb Mhe! sBshgltéeing to stink!”

She walked to the dais with maidenly gait,

And took with a fart the set of gold plate;

She turned to the crowd as they started to sing,

And with her sweet arse burbled God Save the Quer®Bpaliad#55))
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Here is a variant:

I'll tell you a story that is sure to please,

Of a great farting contest at Burtam-Tease,
Where all the best farters paraded the field,
To compete in a contest for various shields.

Some tighten their bumcheeks and fart up the scale,

To compete for a cup and a barrel of ale,

Whilst others whose arseholes are biggest and strongest,
Compete in the section for loudest and longest.

Now, this year's event had drawn quite a big crowd,
And the betting was even on Mrs. McDowd,

For it had appeared in the eveniedition,

That this lady's arse was in perfect condition.

Now old Mrs. Jones had a perfect backside,

Half a forest of hairs with a wart on each side,
And she fancied her chance of winning with ease,
Having trained on a diet of cabbage and peas.

The vicar arrived and ascended the stand,

And thus he addressed this remarkable band:
"The contest is on as is shown on the bills,
We've precluded the use of injections and pills."

Mrs. Bingle arrived amid roars of applause,

And promptly proceeded to pull off hdrawers,

For though she'd no chance in the farting display,
She'd the prettiest bottom you'd see on this day.

Now, young Mrs. Porter was backed for a place,

Though she'd often been placed in the deepest disgrace,
By dropping a fart on a Sunday in church,

And disturbing the sermon of Reverend McGurch.

The ladies lined up at the signal to start,

And winning the toss, Mrs. Jones took first fart,

The people around stood in silence and wonder,

While her wireless transmitted gale warnings and thunder.

Now Mrs.McDowd reckoned nothing of this,
She'd had some weak tea and was all wind and piss,
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She took up her place with her arse opened wide,
But unluckily shit and was disqualified.

Then young Mrs. Porter was called to the front,
And started by doing a wonderful stunt,

She took a deep breath, and clenching her hands,
She blew the whole roof off the popular stands.

That left Mrs. Bingle who shyly appeared,

And smiled at the clergy who lustily cheered,

And though it was reckoned her chances were small,
She ran out a winner, outfarting them all.

With hands on her hips she stood farting alone,

And the crowd stood amazed at the sweetness of tone,
And the clergy agreed without hindrance or pause,

And said, "First to Mrs. Bingle, now pull up your drawers."

But with muscles wetensed and legs full apart,
She started a final and glorious fart,

Beginning with Chopin, and ending with Wing,
She went right up the scale to God Save the King.

She went to the rostrum with maidenly gait,

And took from the vicar a set of gold plate,

Then she turned to the vicar with sweetness sublime,
And smilingly said, "Comu@ andseeme sometime."

GUILPIN, EVERARD (1572-1607)

An excerpt from the English writer Everard Guilpin’s 1598 collection of poems entitled
Skialetheia, or a Shadowe of Truth, in Certaine Epigrams or Satyres. One should take good
advice and instruction wherever it can be found, of which each of the following is an epigram
containing such shady caliginosity. Of the man himself, nothing is known.

Of a railing humou##7.

“(Good Lord) that men should have such a Kk
Tothinke so well of a scald railing vaine,

Which soone is vented in beslavered writs.

As when the cholicke in the guts doth straine,

With civil conflicts 1 n the same embrac’t,
But | et a fart, and then the worst is past

((124:48 & 93:5))
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Of Sextilius#23.
Sextilius sighed for Leuca let a fart

Hath not the youth a mervailous kind heart?  [mervailous = marvelous]
((93:10))

GURK

Another of the many onomatopoeticisms found throughout the fartological and eructological
concerns, “gurk” is exactly what it sounds like. Indeed, there are some who deem themselves
proficient at its altar, especially after a short meal and an oral fix of Budweiser at the baseball
game — they do it loudly and with real gusto. Alas, to gurk is to belch, and to belch is an upward
expulsion of gas. ((154:362)) Note: Twentieth-century Australian fartologists have usurped this
term for their own use.

“GUTE FUHRT, GRANDMOTHER!”

Grandma’s going on an ocean cruise, Boris. Doesn’t she look nice? Oh, boy! Bon voyage! Have
a pleasant trip, Grandma! Gute Fuhrt! (What did he say? “Good fart?” To grandmother?) But
please, let Professor Promblés explain:

“Occasionally an absolutely innocent phras
another, our examplgute fuhrtdefinitely sounds like something Little Boris should not

be yelling to his grandmother. Yet in Germ
a pleasant trip!’” Another example is the A
should not be uttered. But to Arabians it

Now let us return to our story: Well, she’s gone now. Time to go home. ((7:147-8))

Seventiv Tnterdlude

The feathered quil |l f el drftifigdovnwa@ly, firstthi®é s f i nger
way then that, landed noiselessly onto the good fart of his boldfaced Germanic
gr andma .thatdossndhow it is donel! 6 he explained to

his heart he knew something was wrong. True all flowed easily from his magical
inkpot to the onioned paper, not even a single footnote, but it seemed  too easy.
OEapgasy, except, rat her t han Huffis beingthuese ar e
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to herself, squirmed, then twisted, then fell off her chair, and pretending to be a cat,

crawled through the open door of the laboratory. SI  6ve sat staring at his

manuscript. Too easy -peasy, and, in consequence, all wrong. There was little life to

the entries he had plumed. Each was plugged with no way to breath  efi or fluff, as

would any ordinary creature born of man or woman. Whereas he had dreams of a

celebratory dinner, with potfuls of pea -soup, though the peas were still a long way

off, pea-soup steeped in raisons replumped to their original grape -sized beginnings,
pasties and peppermint tea, whole baby onions
have to engage his paid help to invigorate th
the size of his envisioned plump raisons and portly preemie shallots.

He retrieved his feathered barb -ma k e r , and began to scratch.
home for dinner. Again.

GAMES

Many young children (and soradults) make a game out of fartitf§.For example,

when | was young, if a friend happened to notice aaédl odor permeating the area

around us, and then if that person were to say anything about it, the rest of us would
chant, “Whoever smelt it, dealt iit!” Once
the hook.

Anot her way of getting off the hook was t
game whoever happens to fart (or is the fi
immediately puts his thumb to his forehead, the rest of his fingers forming a fist pointing
upwards. All that spot this action taking place must immediately follow suit. It is the last
person to get their thumb to their forehea

168 Here is a not-nearly exhaustive list of some of the most recent games available to bored people everywhere
(welcome to the twenty-first century!):

1. Gas out of Kids Game Featuring Minions: The Rise of Gru, with Minions Theme, 56 Cards and Minion
Fart Blaster, Now $17.08. “Play your card but don’t blast the gas!”

2. The Farting Dad from the Fart-Themed Family Board Game “Plastic and Silly as All Get Out!” Order
today and get by February 1%, $14.98.

3. Fartand Go Seek Game. Play Hide and Seek with Farting Beans! (Jouez a cache-cashe avec de feves
péteuses!): “Includes five beans—try me!” $12.99.

4. Farting Frenchies. “A highly strategic and family-friendly game with cute & cuddly dogs, stinky food and
stealing! May the best (and stinkiest!) Frenchie win! Introducing Poof the Magical Tooter: This magical
tooter toots and then disappears—Ieaving nothing but his stinky stink behind.” $16.99. Recommended for
ages seven to one-hundred twenty.

5. FART—the Explosive Card Game. Fast, flatulent and fun! “Maybe now is a good time to use your gas
mask.” Price: US $17.50. Additional service available: 3-year protection plan from Allstate. $2.99.

6. Gas Out Funny Kid’s Game! Includes the electronic farting gas cloud (Model #56) named Guster. “Play
your card but don 't pass the gas. My pressure builds with each push. Make me fart and you’re out!”
Condition: NEW. Price: $15.99, cellophane, gas-proof, wrapping included.

7. And many, many more, for which this footnote is not nearly large enough.
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the true creator will be the first one to get their thumb in place, but by admitting to the
deed in such a manner, the farter is absolved from all guilt.

A similar gam®A pesonaeviolhdapgeds td fatiwill ignsediately confess

to the fact by vyelling out the words, “No
if he is not quick enough to call this out and is found out, then all the others present are
allowed to slug or punch the farter in the arm as punishment.

Surprisingly, both games mentioned have the added effect of causing the participants to
wantto produce as many farts as they possibly can, the louder the better. In fact, what
often develops is a contest among the participants and the champ becoming quite proud
of his talent will usually initiate future contests. It is rather like having the winner of a
card game becoming the dealetits. ESlove Wonder, & Fluffie)

Il nterl ude Sevérﬁvec@temptatécdhis:(‘)sl igétnot e. 't didno
to make much sense regarding his Concordance of Farts, but it was a perfect fit for

the novel. The novel seemed to take precedence over his Concordance. Afterall, the

Concordance was just the creation of a character, albeit the main character, of the

novel in which he exists. So maybe it will have to stay 1 for the meantime, anyway.

On to the next entree :

GENNAI, HIRAGH/281779)

Hiraga Gennai ( ) was one of many pennames fahiraishi Kunitomo (1728

1779). He was a pharmacologist, physician, author, painter, and invdrgst known

for his electrostatic generator, the thermometer and stylish asbestos cloth. He composed
several works on homosexual life, into which he incorporated all his inventions, whereby

he describe such behavior with respect to everyday Japanese life and, alas, is perhaps
bestremembered for his 1771 satirical essiyi-ron, translatedas: On Far ti ng” o1
“The Theory of Farting” 1t is believed tha
twol’0carpenters while he was in a drunken rage bought on by the belief that th& two

had stolen the blueprints required to repair the chimericél A Ynarkion they were
reconstructing. He is considered by many to have beehébeardo Da Vinci, also a

homosexual designer with a flair for the exotic, of Japannardo would have
appreciated Her aga’ s Therewads thediffergncedas well, ghate d a s
one worked and thrived upon a thrsgded peninsula, while the other, by

169 A tough-skinned terrestrial mollusk which typically lacks a shell and secretes a film of mucus for protection.
Pseudonymous with the common fart. It can be a serious plant pest. See also sea slug.

170 2

111 See previous footnote.
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name did the same on an island thaappened to besurrounded orall sides by
water!’?For the full essay see the entertainflgpWEBLOOMING MAN.

l nterl ude Sev érhere! Miichrbettér.dAlthough now exhausted, Slove

was in the groove. He had entered the zone and was ready to continue , in similar

fashion, through the rest of the night. He looked through the crack of his laboratory

door. Fluffie was down near the pond barking at the bullfrogs. The sun was just

setting. Yes, ono dinner tonight, o6 he thought
smile and pressed on, scratching quill to paper throughout the rest of the evening

and scritch -scratching into the frothy night until rosy dawn.

KK ) )
Chapter 8: UHM (11 Honest Entries)

H, with its hands held high whilg bargly touching the sky, and its two feet placed firmly upon the stilted plain, stoatly
he'™ takgs on the traditional farting stance of the tlgroie farter. 11 and his littlg frignd, the lowgrcasg h, stand proudly in
45,191 diversg letter-locations within the novel you now figuratively hold. There arg 656 question marks presently
availablg for usg whengver qugstions arisg.

HARTOGS, RENATUS
Dutch-born American psychologist Renatus Hartogs laughs whenever he hears Mozart’s Mass

for the Dead. Here’s why:
In comparing geographic regions in terms of their obscenities, | was long ago struck by

the predominance of anal humor among the Germans. My first exposure to typically
Teutonic merriment was a standing joke foisted on me by a Gepgrangradeschool
teacher in charge of my class in the little Dutch town where | grew up.

Like so many elementagrade teachers in prewar Europe, he was essentially a
repressed, bureaucratic person, the prototype of a stoath government clerk. He
permitted himself only one departure from the punctilious. Whenever one of the little

172 It occurred to me hours later after writing this that the two men were centuries apart as well, which probably
explains why they never met.

173 Pronouns he, him, and heathen.
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boys in his class audibly broke wind, he would interrupt himself ksenikgnce, point a
finger heavenward, roll his eyes, and sol e
stentorian call of thearse r o mbone! ”

Whatever may have moved this frustrated little man to perform his grotesque ritual
whenever the occasion presented itself, he certainly did no harm thereby. Invariably, the
class responded with howling laugher, deliberately prolonged to forestall resumption of
the lecture. Rather than shock us into shame about our natural digestive functions, these
blissful classrooraventsmerely encouraged us to more hereifort toward any

audibility.

Some of my erstwhile schoolmates, having learned to laugh at a bodily function that
others perceived as a grim taboo, may have grown up to enjoy a generally untrammeled
sensuality in later years. The credit, paradoxically, belongs to my dusty little teacher,
whose singular obscenity was very likely the only open window in an otherwise tightly
shuttered life.

The impression he left on me must have been quite profound; for long after | had left his
school and, as a university student, developed a serious interest in music, his little joke
woul d haunt me at most IiRegaigngfor expamiple,dhe e t i me s

bass soloist invokes the trumpets of the L
Mi rum.” But my preconditioned mind somehow
(l'iterally: “marvelous trombone”) into the
mygradesc hool <c¢class. Invariably, it broke me

moments, and my seat neighbors at tbensertgebouwn Amsterdam may have
wondered what | was giggling about during kt@ss for the Dead97:163-5))

HEART AND DART

I have in my notes, somewhere, I’m just having some trouble locating it, that this phrase is used
to replace some common noun, but what noun is anybody’s guess. What information I do have is
that it came into being due to a rhyming sound (and I’m not even sure if the rhyme is on the first
or the latter part of the phrase). Also, | quite remember?’ that it was first used around 1860 but
is, alas, now obsolete. ((154:383))

HERRICK, ROBERT (1591-1674)

Robert Herrick, the English poet “in whom the spirit of the ancient classical lyric was born
again,” tells us about a man who he apparently had a disliking for. Thus he related to us the fact
that Mr.

174 Alas, T don’t quite remember what it exactly is to “quite remember” anything.
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“Skoles stinks so deadly, that his Breeche
His dampish Buttocks furthermore to cloath:

Cloy’d they are up with Arse; but hope, on
Will whirle about, a¥dizab) ow them thence at

And here are three more of his romantic lyricisms from his long series of poems entitled
Hesperides:

Upon Jack and Jill. Epigrait-498)-76

When Jill complaines to Jack for want of meate;
Jack kisses Jill, and bids her freely eate:

Jill says, of what? Says Jack, on that sweet kisse.
Which full of Nectar and Ambrosia is,

The food of Poets; so | thought says Jill,

That makes them looke so lanke, so Ghikststill.
Let Poets feed on aire, or what they will;

Let me feed full, till that | fart, says Jillo1:248))

The Hagg (1122)
The staffe iIis now greas’ d,
And very well pl eas’ d
She cockes out her Arse at the parting,
To an old Ram Goat,
That rattles i’ th’ throat,
Halfe choakt with the stink of her fartidff.«101:441))

Way in a Crowd®

ONCE on a Loslayors day, in Cheapside, when
Sulls'” co'd not well passe through that scum of men

For quick dispatgi&ullsmade no longer stay.

Then but to breath, and every one gave way

For as he breath'd, the People swore from thence

A Fart flew out, or a Skeverencet®

175 Upon rereading, perhaps Herrick likes Skoles and is rejoicing in the freedom Skoles obtained from the sudden
unbinding and loss of his breeches. Unless we discover who exactly this person Skoles is, the relationship will
forever remain a mystery.

176 H-498 refers to Hesperides, line 498, which can be a challenge when the lines are unnumbered as is my copy.
177 And thus was the old hagg equally pleased with the paring/pairing.
178 The exact location of this, and the next, poem are uncertain as | am tired of counting lines.

179 Skulls, Skoles... are they one in the same?
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TheQuintell8!

uPwith the Quintill, that the Rout,
May fart for joy, as well as shout:
Either's welcome, Stinke or Civit,
If we take it, as they give it

HEYWOOD, JOHN (1497- after 1575)
Elizabethan dramatist John Heywood is the author of a short couplet in which is pointed out the
benefits of farting.

“What winde can t hsemeanarbplease?, t hat doth no
Afartintheblowong dot h t heze2hpower ease.’”

HITLER, ADOLF (1889-1945)
Hitler use to fart a lot — partly due to a fear that one of his ancestors might have been Jewish.
Such a thought weighed heavily on his mind. It made him nervous. Jittery.

He was greatly concerned about his body odors. One of the reasons he became a

vegetarian was becausdike Benjamin Franklinhe believed that eating meat increased

the objectionable odor of flatulation, a c
all eviate by taking enor-Gas sPialmoant s( Dh e “ i
strychnine and atropine.) These efforts to make his body odors less objectionable were

linked to his fear that he might be part Jewish. Jews, he insisted, had a peculiar and
objectionable odorz15:236))

Between July 21, 1944 and January 17, 1945, Hitler was taking more than a half-dozen pills at a
time to relieve his intestinal discomfort. These were prescribed by his quack doctor Theodor
Morell. He was only getting sicker and it was noticed that his skin tone was taking on an odd
reddish tinge.*®? A new doctor asked to see the “little black pills” whose label read Berlin,
Extract nux vomica [a spiny southern Asian tree with orange fruit and toxic seeds that are a commercial source
of strychnine] 0.04, Extract belladonna [a drug prepared from the leaves and root of the deadly nightshade,

180 As you may recall, this is a reference to Member of Parliament’s Mr. Breech’s youngest son. The term refers to
human excrement, as detailed in OED under that heading, at definition #2 (no pun intended).

181 On page 41 of the Third Volume of The Complete Poems of Robert Herrick (London: Chatto & Windus,
Piccadilly, 1876) editor Alexander Balloch Grosart (1827-1899) appended the following in a footnote: “There used
to be a Quintain Club at Oxford (1830-49), chiefly supported by the wealthier under-graduate members of Christ's
Church.” But since the name of the club is not that of Quintill, and the reported club was established more than 150
years after Herrick’s alleged death, I do not see the relevance nor purpose of Grosart’s footnote. -ESP

182 Fyture dictators would be orange.
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containing atropine] 0.04.” So Hitler had been overdosing on strychnine and atropine. Needless to
say, his new doctor took matters83 into his own hands and steered Hitler in another direction in
dealing with his abdominal distress. For the full story of concerning his “little black pills” see
((211:824-828))

And this was not the first time Hitler’s hypochondria and pill popping got out of control:

The chance that Hitler was part Jewish is minimal, but it weighed heavily on his mind. He
was constantly ill: uncontuosgn | ably flatul e

During these early summer days of 1941 Hitler became sick. To begin with there were
recurrent stomach pains which may have been of hysterical nature. His system was
already undermined by an overdose of drud<0 to 150 antgas pills a week as well as
ten injections of Ultraseptyl, a strong sulfonamide. Then he was struck down with

dy s en eisy)....

Finally, an amusing anecdote regarding a meeting between Hitler and the Crown Princess Cecilie
of England:

There was talk that Hitler once more threatened to commit suicide and it is quite
possible that he said as much in his despair. But the pattern of defeat followed by
renewed vigor was repeated and in a few days he began to emerge from depression. By
the time he granted another interview to Sefton Deltftine seemed to have
completely regained his confidence. During their talk in the back room of the Hotel Zum
Elefantan in Weima# he surprised the Briton by changing the subject from politics to a
rumor that the British government wished teestablish monarchy in Germany. Delmer
said it was the first he had heard of such
only in such measures that are consonant w

183 And the gases surrounding such matters.

184 British journalist of Australian heritage and propagandist for the British government during the Second World
War.

185 «“The Hotel Elephant Weimar” is still in existence today. You can make a reservation by calling 855-516-1090.
They tell you to “call us for secret deals.” Regarding pets, “if you are thinking of bringing your pet and want to
know if pets are allowed at Hotel Elephant Weimar, Autograph Collection, please read the hotel pet policy.” Upon
reading their pet policy it is noted, though not explicitly, that no elephants are allowed on premises.
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“Quite right, quite right,” exclaimed Hit
tried to put Hohenzollerrig® back Nor have | the slightest intension of becoming a race
horse for a royal jockey to jump on my back just as | am about to pass the winning
LJ2 &€& Thié bitter remark may have been prompted by a recent insult from the Crown
Princess Cecili® at their meeting at Potsdam; as he was leaving, a member of his
entourage heard the Crown Princess exclaim
The Furer’s wuncontrollable fI| azguewdpence woul

This is a picture postcard that depicts the Crown Princess Cecilie. Note the crown atop her head. Note, also, her sensitive nose. Photo © 1910 by
the Prussian Royals.

And speaking of horrible people, this is as good as any a place to note that “the late Joseph Stalin
sought to obscure his eructations by rattling the water carafe and glasses kept on his desk.”
(From a Newsweek article entitled “A Farewell to Flatulence,” whose date and other source
details are unknown — perhaps Sept 20, 19767?)

HOHI-RON (“On Farting” or “Theory of Farting” — Japan 1774)

This is a satirical essay “On Farting” by Japanese polymath Hiraga Gennai [See GENNAIwas
expelled in 1774 and is what Gennai is best known for, much to his chagrin. | am aware of two
translations ((Jones & Shirane)) and have struggled to choose which of the two to present here.
They both have their highlights and desirabilities. But | can only choose one, but as runner up, |
will preface it with the analysis on “The Theory of Farting” provided by the insightful Haruo
Shirane, anthologist for his Early Modern Japanese Literature. ((See Footnote #162))

186 The House of Hohenzollerns, that is, that imperial dynasty that came into existence late in the year of 1061. It
happened to be snowing at the time and the house was not actually a house. It was a castle. After much bickering
and a multitude of heavy sighs, it became Hohenzollern’s Castle, or High Custom Hallway Castle, according to
Google. Hohenzollerns “an der Ahr” is now a hotel located in Schleswig, Germany. They promise that they “are
doing everything [they] can to ensure that life in the valley continues in terms of gastronomy and tourism - for you
and your family.” Sl6ve did some heavy sighing of his own. He has been promising his family a vacation for years.
But he must persevere. The novel must be written! Once done...—only then he can think of vacations, but not until
then!

187 My italics. -ESP

188 Probably referring to the Duchess Cecilie Auguste Marie of Mecklenburg-Schwerin, who upon marrying a
prince, became the Crown Princess of Prussia.
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This comic allegorical essay, which Gennai wrote toward the dnglczreey belongs to

the dangibof®®genre in that it includes a humorous debate between a believer in the

artistic achievements of the Farting Man and a sarfiiiseho condemns that activity as

i mmor al and di shonorabl e. “A Theory of Far
example off € I @ligxdlly, crazy prose), or comic prose, the prose equivaléntéofl | |

(literally, crazy Japanese poetry), or comic wWakahis genre, which was pioneered by

Hiraga Gennai, Yomono Akara (1-1823), and othek y Opkets, used vernacular prose

for satirical and comic purposes. Of particular interest is the degree to which the Farting

Man reflects Gennai’s own position as a pa
limitations and contradictions of the samurai class and sought out new frontiers and new
“ways” (pr of -eightenthhcestyryaudiencgesGenmmai ' s achi evem

botany generally were little more than a curiosity, but in his view, this profession had

value precisely because he pursued it to perfection and did not rely on traditional

authority or historical precedent, which tended to corrupt most artistic and scholarly
“ways.” In this regard, “A Theory of farti

Confucian values and the system of artistic houses and strictly codified traditions.
((Footnote#143: 512-3))

[ Gennai’'s] writing is r hyt hfimesgllableschemet en f a
and studded with laitback colloquialisms and hyperbolical metaphors. The greatest fun

of these essays is thathatever is authoritativdbe it Conf uci ani sm, Bud
history, the medical profession, or samurai bureaucracy, is described by terms related to
farting: smell, the color yellow, the anus, and excrem@adtnote#144:393))

And without further delay, here is Richard Sibley’s full translation “On Farting.”

Therearefoolswhodo not neglectto gulpdowntheir dailydoseof ginsengjustastheyare
aboutto wringtheir ownnecks put thenthere are thosewho devourblowfishstew!*2and
liveto aripe old age.lf someseninggirlsgetthemselvedastarddrom asinglefling, thereare
lackeysvho keeptheir nosegntactthroughcountlessoutswith the cheapestwhores.
Howeverextremem e nfatesmayturn out to be, it isall predeterminedoy heaven Andsoit is
with the fadsandfashiongn societyit alldependson whetherthe time isripe or not and,to be
sure,onthe levelof the prevailing tasteTakefor examplethe elaboratecostumesofDa nj Gar 0,
the gestureof T 0 mi fhafinesseof N a k dhe feminineallureof Kinsakuthe machaostyle of

189

190 In Japanese, historical warriors are usually referred to as bushi ( ,), meaning ‘warrior', or buke ( )
meaning 'military family'.

191 Note that waka spelled backwards is a-kaw. -ESP

192 The recipe for 1 blowfish stew requires 6 Daikon radishes, 1/2 Napa cabbage, Shimeji mushrooms (as many as
desired), and 2 Blowfish, caught in the early hours in North Tsuyukusa, Japan, by the small park near Kasumi’s
house.
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Hiroji, the p+alaewelttaloraltoth popuigasteof today.Thereare of
coursedifferencesbetweenthe two greatcitiesKi k u g or 0 hOosladksa swihaiyl ei nT o mo z 0
conquers Edo. And within the Edo orbit, each entertainment and pastime has its own niche:

Kawaguchi for thguiet pilgrimagesAsakusdor mobscenesFukagawdor sumomatches,

Yoshiwardor impromptuskits:S a s H @ ‘BalladstakerootinKobikic h 6, Su®i Ria§ i’ s

Fukyac ho; el sewher e one @eaformedbyehildnenchamdesybdale s, pl ays
impression®f welkknownactors,streetcornersermonsandsoon. Butevengiventhe
countlessaandvariedpopularattractionsof longprosperoud€do the featsof the fart expertwho
hadrecentlyappearedn the vicinityof Ry 0 g sokheard,werecreatinganunusuabnd
controversiahotoriety.

Toconsiderthis phenomenorwith all due attention, we mayfirst observethat
within the microcosnof the individuahumanbody,farts corespondo the thunderof
the macrocosmBeindikethunder,the soundof yin and yang in contention, sometimes
farts explode, sometimes they silgnescape—thisistheir nature.Nowthisexpert,sol
heard,hadsomehowmanagedo masternot onlysuchclassicasthe“ f a rstciadng ”
the* r engrao u t butmrg/nurhberof noveltricksaswell, for examplethe fullingblock,
the Yoshiwardanfare the Kabukcurtainraiserdrumpattern,the y” ldrumduet,
variousstylesof kotoaccompanimentandthe Gionpercusion rhythm. In addition, the
dog’'s bark and the asioxikalthedisptagiiRy o dgitee,aor ks such
watermill(verylikethe oneonthe Yodogawa River), and the simulation of all sorts of
ballad styles, includingagauta( “ D 0gnd"jKii "k uin particolar)lseonda Bungebushj
KFIYREF@&n 2olisNtzNdven thé grofrdcted phrasesgiflayuballads andpn request,
the toursde force of the playssuchasTheTreasuryf Loyal Retainerand The Ferry at the
Yaguchi Dock.

Althoughat one point | hadheardof this unprecedentegrodigy,without having
seenhimfor myselfl couldscarcelyaddresghis subject;sol saidto a coupleof friends,
“ C o hwashto attendthiss p e ¢ taadevé n@de dur way from Yokoyargcah 6 over
the main approach to the bridge of Ryodogoku then
over the bridge. Above a milling crowd composed of priestdegmien,menandwomen,a
wavingbannerboldlyproclaimedCelebratedrellerof Old Tales—Guaranteedo Make
YourHeartsBloomWith Delight.Nextto it, a placardwassetup with a picture of afunny
little man, buttocksthrust forward, surroundedoy suchlegendsasthe aforementioned
“ D0 j“0Ka ICurtainr a i ®te.which projected from the same point in the drawing,
all depicted with gray shading in the manner of illustrations of dreams, so that, as | muttered
to my friends someunsuspectindgpumpkinmightconcludethat thismandreamedwith
hisbehind.l enteredby alittle wickergateandsawthisfart expert,flanked byhis
accompanistseatedon a slightlyraisedplatformabovewhichared andwhite curtain
wasstretched.

Themanwasrather plumpandpaleof complexionHesportedcrescentshaped
“ p | e csideburmsihdworeasoftblueunlinedrobeovera red crepe
undergarment. After a few introductory remarks delivered in a crisp and pleasing
manner, he commenced, backed up by his little comviib,the curtainraiser drum
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pattern—toh-ho-hyoro-hyoro-hitsu-hitsu hitsu—andproceededwith aclearly
articulatedc o cckow,thenawater- milboo-boo-boo—whichhe performedwhile
doingcartwheelscortriving the effect of water pushing down from one side and turning
him overandover.Soonwith resoundingdrumbeatsandcallsof “ n egpoupin for the
news h o the pérformancevasover.

| wentout andrejoinedmy friends.My accountof the farte x p eactdtirredup
debateonallsidesOnepersonclaimedhat the manmusthave takersomesort of
potionto getup somuchwind,anothermaintainecthe soundswvereproducedby
somehiddengimmicksandsoonin asimilar veir—total disagreemenallaround.

Thenl spoketo the multitude,saying” K esdept,myfriends,for lamwellacquainted
with suchpotions.Kiyoemorof the Chikusay#@ Osakanakesa hobbyof concocting
medicineswith strangeproperties—" L a x andFlatidescelnducersfor PeopleYouHa t e ”
it sayson hisshopsign.Butalthoughl havetakenthe troubleto inform myselfaboutthe
efficacyof thesepreparationsio my knowledgehey onlyresultin the generaphenomenon
of farting without creating any marvelous special effectforAlse suspiciorthat thereare
hiddengimmicksnvolved, agreethat on the faceof it there wouldseemroom for doubts
until onetakesinto accountthat the sceneof this performancehasnot exactlybeenyour
up-to-date kabuki stage, equipped with all the latest devices, but aopda space
exposedn allsidegto publicview.Besidesvhich,whatsortof gimmickcouldpossiblydo
the trick?1f thereisone, it hasto beinvisiblesoasto goundetected by a thousand pairs of
eyes . .. and to employ such a gimmick, if it exists, is as clever as actually producing the farts. If
the rest of the world isvillingto say,truly, he hasfarted, then do not cut off your noseto spite
your face;takeadeepbreathandbelieve!

“ Ithis cunningage with allmannerof deceptivecraft beinglavishedn schemedo
separatepeoplefrom their money,whenall thesetrickedup hot newitemsturn out to be
meremarziparnmitations,whenwhatseemsoriginal grows outmoded overnight while the old
stuff only gets mustier day by day in such an age, for doubting Thomases like ourselves to see
with ourown eyeswhatwe haveonlygotwind of before, this prodigyof flatulence js
somethingvhollyunprecedentedn the 2,436yearsof this hoarylandof Japan. . fromthe
beginningdof Emperord i m maighdewnto thisthird yearof A n ‘nathinglikeit canbe
found, neitherin our written recordsnor our oral transmission. Not only are these
accomplishments unique in Japa@verhastheir like beenheardof from ChinaKorea)ndia,
not evenfrom the variousstatesof Orandaviz. europe) Whatart! Whatf ar t s ! ”

Allwho heardmy praisewere suitablyimpressedExcepfor onewhose voice called from the
far fringe of the crowd, “The gentleman’s argume
voice emanated, | quickly discovered, from a samurai barely arrived from some distant
province—et us calhim CrankshavgtoningtonEsquire-3

“ findthisallexceedinglyg i s t a sld Grankybegani. mayremindyouthat thosein
authorityhavegraciouslyermittedtheatricalperformancesandpublicspeechei

193 After much research into discovering who Esg. Stonington is and what his relationship, if any, to the author of
this story, but I have found nothing: no leads, no answers, no questions! Not even a question mark!
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generabnlyasaninstrumentfor pacifyinghe people,andfor elucidatinghe proper
relationsbetweenlord and retainerfatherandson,elderandyoungerbrother,and
faithful friends.Forexamplethe characterof O b o ¥unanosuka TheTreasurpf Loyal
Retainerservesasa modelfor allsamuraithat of Umegaan TheChronicleof the Riseand
Fallof the Heikeand Genjiwith her famousringingof the fateful bell,asa paragorof
chastityfor alldecentwomento behold.Nowwheneveraspectaclalepartsfromthe
portrayalof the righteousjt mustdo soonlyasasternadmonitionsuchasafreakwho
candemonstrateghroughhisdeformityhowthe sinsof fathersarevisiteduponthe
sons(amisbegottenoffspringof somewickedhunterwouldbe anexcellenexample),
or anythingthat tendsto provethe generakruth that we haveto payfor our sinsin
the hereandnow. Thisisthe wayit shouldbe.Butnowadaygsheseentertainmentsare
put togetherwith aneyeto profit aloneandwith no scruplesaboutperpetratingthe
mostoutrageouslisplaysAndthismanwho has the gall to give a regular concert of fafts
he leaves me speechleSs.F | a t is,after allcapersonaimatter andshouldnot be
airedin public.Anypropersamuraiwouldbe mortifiedto the point of suicideif he
were inadvertently to let, uh, fly in polite company. | have heard tettetainwoman
in the Shinagaw&uarterwho brokewindin front of her guests, including such notable
menaboutt o wn as Ri -chazhiandMii oORhkany la Bhelaughterthat
greetedherindiscretionvasintolerable to her. She retreated into the next room and
prepared to kill herselAnd when her colleagues pleaded with her and tried to mollify her,
she saidothem,” T htascelebritiesvererightthere,andyouknowthem. Theirsnide

remarks will soon be all over Riaddiithedn absol utely
joinedin the strenuousattemptsto dissuadehe womanfrom her desperatecourse.
‘ Weo nsayawo r d , protestedlely know,’' she rejoined heated

enough to promise that at thmoment.Butsureasfate, later on youwill talk. Rather
thanexposemeto suchhumiliation,| begof you,let medien o wWVhensheshowedno
signof weakeningn herresolveo doherselfin, theyresortedto the drasticcemedy of
drawingup awritten contractpledgingeverlastingsilenceon the subjectof the unhappy
incident.Onlythen, sothey say,did sheconsentto preserveherself.
“Nonsense, you may say. But i twhdselkheir go t o show
affectionsvaluetheir goodnamesabovelife itself,andthat the most conceited fops are not
incapable of sensitive solicitude for the fagisof others.Isit not touchingthat theydid not
hesitateto drawup that childishcontractin orderto saveher? Andyet thismansetsup
shopin the midst of a public place and positively flaunts something that most noeomé
are deeply ashamed of. Utterly disgusting! He does, at least, haextuseof makingmoney
atit. Thosewho payto watchhim gainnothingbut the nameof creduloudools.Asfor you
gentlemerwho are soquickto accept everything your learned friend tellsyewu are
beyond the paleYoushouldrecallwhatthe true sageshavetaughtusin the classidexts:how
theverynatureof TheR o b b $pringképtConfuciugrom slakinghisthirst there, how
Cengzi | ikewise refused to set foot in the village
much as overhear or witness indecendiesn afar,let alonecommitthem—thatiswhatthe
truesagedeachu s . ”
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Suchwasthe harangudhat the countrysamuradelivered with anirascible swelling
of the veins at his temples. | replied, “The mas
does not comprehend the great breadththe Way.Confuciusimselfdid not eschewchildish
ditties. Nomoredo | excludgrom my discourseéhe matter of farts. Allthingsthat lie
betweenheaven and earth array themselves naturally into categories of high ankbfvand
base Amongthem, surelythe lowestof the low, the basesbf the base, are urine and
excrement. In China they have various pejorative figurepadchn whichthingsare compared
to* or d‘ua @p recl,whilem Japarwe simplysayof thingswed o rcardforthatt hey ' r e
‘| 3 Ik i¥etthisloathsomdilth, we shouldnot forget,isturnedinto fertilizerandthereby
nourishes the millions. Farts are different in this respect, it is true, beirtipdeixtraneousy-
productsofthep e r p e tqueatfor progeessiveelieffrom intestinaldistress.

“ liswritten of the heavenlyrealmsin the Bookof Songghat theyare' wi t hout sound
and without odor,’ which attendasitsaundseot y t he case wi
normallyanythinglikethe stirringbeatof drums, noistheir odor a suitablesubstitute
for the fragranceof aloesor musk.In factmostpeoplethink they stink,aswe cansee
inthecommonphrase¢ s mel | s | i ke garlic and farts cupped i
they praceedandunto etherthey shallreturn. Not evenfit for fertilizer,theyare
totally useless, if a wonderfully apt attribute to confer on corrupt schakansjeed
Shidoken has done, with con€ioderyagvec oraingisntad .i t vy,

“ B to takethisthingthat is,beyondall elsein the world, utterly usdess and make
of it such a great success that, aside from the main theatbes,shows have had to shut

down for the lack of spectatorsit is no mearfeat,andampleproofofthelitttef el | ow’ s
powersof inventionin havingarrived at all those intricate variations on a single theme.
Now a wildly popular actor |ike Tomiz0 owes a go

patronage and tutelage of such as Kikunosuke. But where farts are concerned, nieedless
saytherearenotutors, no patrons,andno adoringfans,either. Thissort of performance

is especialyfdemandingoecauseof what youmight callits transparency: your technique is
on open display for all to see, with no rodom the usualtheatricaltricks. Toknockthe

wind out of allrivalsailswith nothingmorethanwhat canpasshroughatwo-inch
assholdruly entalestremendoug(if | maybeallowedapun)fartistry.

“ Bwayof contrast,considetthe currentstateof the variousschoolsf vocalmusic.
Plentyof pupilsjoin up, equippedwith propermouthsandpropervocalcords;they
dutifully receivefrom their teacherdirecttransmissiorof the tradition; andtheyare
certainlyeagerfor lucrativeengagementsButalasfor them,agoodvoicecanonly
comefrom birth asa gift fromnature. Theymaycackleandcawwith abandonlikeso
manycrowsand herons on their nightly foray and faithfully mouth the stanzas they have
beentaught, but their renditionsfail to bringa singlesparkof life to the old ballads.
Havingnho realfeelingfor the overalldynamidlow of the pieceshey attack, no control of
diction and phrasing, they destroy each rew NedaN@tedto them,andpushtheir
schoolsevercloserto their ultimate collapseThismanhere,however without benefit
of anymentoror anyoraltransmissionhashadto createhisart throughhisingenuity
alone.Fromthat inarticulate orifice, and out of undifferentiated flatulence, he has
magered breathingdiction,andphrasingandhascontrivedto reproducethe varied
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effects of vocal coloring and all of the twelve classical scales. Hadasncomparably
greatertalentbetweenhisbuttocksthanthesethird-rate musicians have between their
lips. Strange and wonderful indeed is lmanderof anewschool atrue proctological
pioneer.

“ T Havosablecomparisorholdsup not onlywith respectto mustians put vis-a-vis
anynumberofincompetentwretchesin otherfields of contemporary endeavor. The
scholars buried in casfiff scraps of continental learning; the philologists who dabble in
classical Chinegmetry and prose, cloaking themselves in the most threadbare shreds of Han
Yu or Liu Zongyuan, which they mistake for the full robes; our nativewbetsavelnowhere
in searchof inspiration preferringto sitbackandwait for grains of rice to stick to the soles of
their feet. Then there are the doctonshetherof the old schoolor of the latter-daypostSung
faction,who for alltheir mutualbackbitingareequallyuselesgjuackspowerlesgo curethe
diseases they claim to treat; who, whenever influenza strikes, can onlylstétigt asall their
patientsdie. Asfor the seltstyledhaikaiexperts they merelysuckup to the droolingsof
B a sandKikakuwhilethosecharlatansvho affectthe styleandsubstancef the tea
mastersonlymunchonthe turdsleft behindbyR i kayd8 0t a n .

“All those other arts have fwhopracéce i nt o t he
themareunworthyof carryingonwith the achievementsft hei r s cdeadonbsteis | ong
as they are lacking in the native talent @ssaryfor the creationof somethinghew. Their
mostfundamentablefect,the source of all their other inadequacies, is their want of spirit.
And spiriis somethinghisfartist hasin abundancefor how elsecouldhe havemadehis
nameknownthroughoutthe landwith nothingbut theseingeniousas®ackwards
performancesandwithout anymastergo pavethe way?

“ Aagoungman,ChenPing havingservedaceremoniafeastwith greatevenrhandedness,
declared; [wkreputinchargeof the realm,l woulddo with the affairs of state as with this
fl esh.’ | s ay cduldbkefeuwdwlosvouldddetoteta theinnpsowementaf n
allour livesthe same ingenuity as this man here has lavished on his farts, we could expect
greatthingsfrom him. It isspirit, spiritinfusingeachandeveryaction,that makes all the
difference, whatever the field of endeavor, even farfiffgOh, ifonlythosewho proposeto
saveandtransformour world, not to mentionthosesupposedlyengagedilreadyin the
humanearts—if onlytheywouldapply themselves with this kind of spirit, then there would be
joyful noise alaroundussuchasto drownout the mostresoundingof farts.

“ haveborrowedthe more modestsoundsmadeby thisfartistin the hope ofrousing
from their dreamy lethargy all those dispirited,-s@iulgent, unfinished men we see in our
midst. But perhaps my argument itself smeebig suspiciouso you,“ SrX,€ youmaybe
sayingo yourself cbetter silentbut-deadlythanthisH ¥ell,saywhatyouwill, Id o rmealtygive
as h i(onés:393))

See also: FLOWER-BLOOMING MAN

194 And also, perhaps, even in the writing of a new twenty-first-century new-novel.
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“HOOF-HEARTED - ICE MELTED”
There exists a novelty card upon which is drawn three men. The two at either end are frowning
and it is not unusual that one might be holding his nose. The guy in the middle is smiling as he

says “Hoof-hearted, ice melted.” Fartologists are hard at work trying to decipher exactly what
this means. ((128v2:861-2))

HORSE FART SPIRIT

A “horse fart spirit,” when stated in Mandarin as ma-pi-jin, is a fawning flatterer. ((104:117))
HORSE FEATHERS

In 1932 audiences sat in darkened rooms and watched as Professor Quincy Adams Wagstaff,
played by Groucho Marx, responded to the flirtatious and beautiful widow Thelma Todd. Sitting
at either end of a romantic canoe, Thelma rowing while the professor relaxes, she warbles, “Oh,
professor, you're so full of whimsy." To which Groucho airily responds, "Can you notice it from
there? I'm always that way after | eat radishes!"

HOT COCK, (The) [Bawdy Russian Folktale #3]

A moujikRussianpeasali a d a daught er , who said to him
has asked me to |l et him futter me,”

“Oh, svildeaepinied the father, “why should vy
stranger? | can do that f or-hoyirothe stovg, @l f . 7 H
inserted it in his daughter’s coynte so we
little | ater Vanka again met the young pea

You ar e jyoudavih gy, fathérdutidced me, and so burned my vulva, that
|l have not been able to piss for three mon

Don’t be afraid, you fool; my cock is <co
“You | ie, Vanka, you devil. Give me hold
“Ther e! Feel it!” She took the young man’
“What a |lying devil yoVakadided butthis gavedhiimhot ; p
a bellyache, and caused him to let a fart.

“How it hisses when the wat eassuethatitviae s i t ,
burning. Andyou triedtdd ecei ved me, you rascal .”

SoVanka found his loving request refuseds4))

HUDIBRAS: A POEM

| have often been asked how | am able to sniff out so many relevant entries for this concordance
and I reply that I “just have a nose for such things.” Samuel Butler’s great poem The Hudibras
provides an example.

First, though, just a bit about the 17"-century poet Samuel Butler (1613-1680). He lived through

the first half of the Biblical Restoration. He is best known for a long satirical poem he titled
Hudibras.
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Hudibras, a Presbyterian colonel, and his squire sidekick Ralpho are like a Don Quixote and
Sancho duo. Butler is clearly an anti-puritan and skeptical of both political parties of the
Restoration - my kind of guy. He makes me laugh, but his characters never-ever chuckle. The
story, though, is not the main point here. Instead, Part Il, Canto Ill, Line 285 is. | was reading a
late edition - an edition found in the local library — published by “Morley’s Universal Library”
in 1886 (London: George Routledge and Sons) when | came across these lines:

Quote moles and spots on any place

O' th' body, by the index face;

Detect sly love affairs by sneezing,
Or catching breath of dames, or wheezing;

Sneezing and wheezing? Great Bowdlerizations! Something didn’t smell right. Remember: “/
have a nose for such things.” The context of the words doesn’t matter, but that smell — the smell
does! I couldn’t place the problem until | decided to go straight to the source — the original
source: “Hudibras. The Second Part. By the Author of the First. London. Printed by T.R. for
John Martyn and John Allestry at the Bell’s in St. Paul’s Church Yard. 1664.” There, we
discover the source of the odor.

Quote moles and spots on any place

O' th' body, by the index face;

Detect lost maidenheads by sneezing,
Or breaking wind of dames, or pissing;

Like I’ve said already, twice now before: “I just gotta a nose for these things!” ((128v2:879 & both
Butler entries@37))

Eighthhy Tntenude
Th e Hahat with their 6t r adi t i osdand all smadentore of the easiest
letters of the alphabet that SI 6ve has yet to encounter. If they could all flow through
his quill like that H, for a few more letters anyway, well that would help him to get
some needed rest, including time to get some needed nourishment , too, and, and
now he even had time to begin one of his favorite activites . He begantoponder &

Anything el se needed? stlheconthuediog with hiso not , 6 and
pondering.

éuddenly! Sl dve sat pondering a young, pretty girl with dreamy thighs on the

visual device he operated i1 a bubbly little clear-faced girl who was spouting to him
advice on how to write a good novel in the twenty -first century . She said, suddenly,

out of nowher e, oDonot ever use the word oOosud
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impression of something happening, well, suddenly, or, in other words, happening

6al | of O®&A nsdu dtdheenn. s heee are alwags, exceplions to every rule ii
except the one | 06m s pawaysibeing exteptiors d @youkhowt her e
what | mean!Sé ° Busdbftieavoré suddenly becomes apparent.195

Afterall, SI 6ve went from a most ponderous state straightin to a state of watching,

and then bounced around the state of dreaming about, a young girl , probably just

starting grad school, with potentially giggly thighs, into beguiling him how to write!

There is a long way between those all those statesofmind and it musdandve tak
eternity to get Sldve from the one place to the other. Hence, the woduw oOsudd
to limited time. QED

lsook! There he is walking home, always alone, i t 0bsisk avalk, too, home for a

| ate afternoon | unch, but his mind isndt on f
working on a new experiment. How to make his Winky whi st |l e! o0Somet hing
has somethingt o do with something called the wurethr,.
thinking A put more precisely. Suddenly, he doesan aboutf ace and heds head
back to the lab, buthe doesnot osuddenlyd6 arrive there, for

head down, remember ing what he had onceread: dn some instances my attention 19

was drawn to the fact that a urethral prohibition affected anal function in a quite

unmistakable way; it was as if the tendency to evacuation had undergone

displacement backwards, so to say. Patients would exhibit increased frequency in
evacuation, increase in flatul ef¥cSyeisavayd woul d
ahead of himself, and everyone else for that matter, already considering the

probability of finding a way to do this with out invasive surgery. His thoughts,

obviously, are no longer upon his nutrition. Nor is it upon his health and mental

stability. 1 tds s ddughingy pemsaadsthe passipilityaf turhinght i s
into a farting accoutrement, in the deploymentof, al mends soul s.

195 Slgve, himself, is confused as to the sense he had intended here. That word suddenly can mean many things.
Maybe it should be avoided!

1% Slgve mind suddenly shifts and approaches a new question settling in his mind: who is the “my” throughout this
quote? What was that author’s name and what else does he know that can help me make my Winky whistle like a
high-pitched fart?

197 Can anyone help Sldve out and tell him the source of this quote? It’s located in one the earlier entries, already
read.
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Chapter 9: “1” (5 Imaginary Entries)

lis for tumegscenee. Ind as a writgr of a 21st cgntury novel IS can writg a sgntgnce, a sgntgnce that tells an gntirg story
in a new ¢leetronic language, that just the telling of it, proves it can be dong. The Story: OF-- rb'l' K <k Xixx ]
]8 It's about a man’s humorous, but ting, penis, his dickwee. It alwags makes my penis laugh and laugh when | tell him the

story. Angwag, | 7hinkit’s a “him.” {Ind that is becausg there arg a whopping 54,981 I's, i’s or the frabian V's in this novel.
There arg only three (3) drabian ’s in this novel. Can you find them?

IGNITIONAL EFFECTS

It is indeed true, and people have been putting matches where they’d often wished they hadn’t

for years. Occasionally pathological fermentation occurs in the stomach and/or lower intestines

generating the gas methane in quantities “sufficient to give rise to an explosion if the patient

eructates while lighting a cigarette.” (!) Fortunately this is rare. But the Microbic Effect (ME) in

the lower intestines instead always generates the highly inflammable and explosive gases

hydrogen sulfide and hydrogen itself. And it is these gases that are the cause of so many young

men to “burn their britches behind them.” ((185:166))
Fart lighting is technically known as pyroflatulence. In the vernacular there arise such terms as
blue flames, blue angels, and the Australian Blue Dart, all spawned by the unfailing and
flickering hue of Wild Blue Wonder. It is indeed true that the ultiile of the species, mostly
human but many educated talking dogs as wel |,

wi shed they hadndt for hundreds of years. Occa
phenomenon being more eructative or belchic, pathological fermentation occurring in the stomach

and/ or | ower intestines generates the gas meth
explosion if the patient eructates while 1ight

fatal, intracolonic explosion has more than once transpired when a fiery methane upwelling was
inadvertently ignited during a colonoscopy due to the electronic nature of the colonoscope. The

much more common microbic effect in the lower intestines, however, always generates, at least,

the highly inflammable and explosive gasses hydrogen sulfide and hydrogen itself when pushed
forcibly out through thexternal sphincterani. And it i s O0ces gazé that
of the blue angel that is so often the woef ul

7

behind them. 6

From here it takes one of little imagination to determine the gross destructive combustible power
in the accumulationofewerncr easi ng concentrations of 0ces (¢

198 The letter 1, and not the pronoun I.
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deadly incendiary device. Unfortunbaoélyidebsre

on how to do just this. Fart blasters, stink bombs, and spray devises can, and have, all been
adapted to implement such unwanted horrose:54))

111 - THE SEMIBIOGRAPHICAL SKETCHES OF Professor E. Sléve Prambies

My father and my mother met one another in a tiny yet rather eloquent Greek restaurant
owned by a couple of hillbillies. They were each seated at a table of their own but were intrigued
and delighted by the person they saw looking their way, across the crowded room.

My mother said, “Waiter, wipe my plate off with a lemon peel. And give me a cup of coffee
mild as a lily. And won’t you please tell me what hard-workin’ guy that is sitting over there?”

My father said, “Waiter, scrub my ass with brick-bat. Gimme a cup of coffee strong as jackass
piss, with the foam farted off. N’ tell me who that damn whore is sittin’ over there.”*%°

Meanwhile, my father had ordered a plateful of onions

“Phwat, what are you going to eat all them onions fer, buddy?”

“Onions good,” my father asserted to the waiter. “Grow hair on da chest,” he concluded.

“Why not eat beans instead” the waiter retorted. “Beans will blow ‘em off your arsehole!”?%

My father guffawed briefly at his waiter’s clever repartee. By alas, the laughter caught him
off guard and caused him to blow a noisy fart.

“Don’t be alarmed,” he announced to all patrons present in the restaurant, including his future
wife. “That’s only A.S.S. broadcasting.”

“Oh?” exclaimed a female voice?®! penetrating through the chortles and syncopated sniggers,
“from the smell of it I thought it was B.V.D. receiving!”?%2

You could predict right from the start that my mother and father were going to hit it off just
fine. Needless to say, it didn’t take too very long from that first meeting before the two of them
were rarely seen apart. They was in love. Everyone was sure it wouldn’t be too much time before
the two of them would be hitched. But for one reason after-another my pusillanimous pop
procrastinated again and again until that day when the circumstance of my conception made my
parents’ marriage inevitable.

In my mother’s own words:

It was on a hot Saturday afternoon, late in Septenider were experiencing an early
Indian summer. | was in the kitchen frying up some meat Iitovefishstew when your
father called me into the other room. Like a fool, | went. There he-stsk naked on
the bed, with an organ as big as your arm, and balancing at the tip of it was a feather just

laying there as innocent as you please. He says teargike,” Ba by , [ bet

199 ((128V1:235))
200 ((10:83#213))
201

My mother’s.

202 ((10:83#214))
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bucks you can’t fartWihnkhpi ¢ wliobedtrhers ofuft toliet
he was so smart. Well, | knew I could shawa thing or two so | pulled up my skirts

and squatted down on the bed astraddle you
bum staring him in the face. | was out to show him but each time | tried to fart that

feather offa his cock, | stumbled as a result of thairs of my effort. The third try and

that sly devil slipped his throbbing penis into me so deep | thought my ears would fly off!

After he were done, | began complaining that he had as good as raped me and | was
gettin’ mi ghty mad about t hanhgaccessorypaligr ect e d

al |, Il hadn’t made any attempt to run away
chest and all . | sat straightddtph.at* Qh!m "s ol
upset about-i t ' airfulndswvi t h whi ch yow@uzeessmyy about 1 t!°

It wasn’t too long after that, on one of the last cold but sunny days, of that ever-long winter,
that my mother, with a swollen belly, was once again staggering up the snow-covered cobbled
pathway that led to the office building of Dr. Rabel&is. As he saw her approaching the doorways
he remarked to his young nurse how much he always admired Mrs. Promblés.

“She has a bottom of good sense,” he had said, having forgotten about her farting problems.

A smirk arrived around the nurse’s mouth. She had heard all about Mrs. Promblés and her
“problems.” The previous nurse had filled her in on a number of examples and each, by then, had
been named. By far, Mrs. Promblés’ Perplexity farts were the ones that produced the most
laughter in the telling.

The doctor “a-hemmed.” He clarified the statement.

“What I meant to say was, the woman is fundamentally sound! **

The nurse knew better than to crack a smile.

After the doctor had examined my mother she was informed that she had no cause for worry.
“The distention is not what you think it is, Mrs. Prombles, it is only wind,” and he wrote out a
prescription for Mylicon-80.

When she arrived home my father threw up his hands in disbelief. Astonished at her report, he
pointed at his penis. “What the devil does he think this is?”” He was so mad he stammered this
next part: “A-a b-bicycle pump?”2%

During the time of my mother’s pregnancy, one of the little neighborhood boys had secretly
hidden an inflated balloon inside my parents’ toilet bowl. Typical kid thing. Later that same day
there emerged a volley of screams and anxious sobs coming from the bathroom. My mother was
discovered running up and down the hallways of their apartment building yelling, “I’ve had a
miscarriage! Look in the piss pot! That’s the first fart I’ve ever let that had a skin on it!”

203 ((128V2:820))

204 ((128v2:868)) Years later, when | was nearly six-years-old, Mother and | met Dr. Rabelais outside the Gemini
Shop in downtown Brockport. “Ah, Mrs. Promblés!” he greeted my mother. “How are you? My goodness! Is this
young man your son?” “No, doctor,” my mother answered somewhat curtly. “No, this here young man is not my
son; he’s nobody’s son. He’s just a little gas explosion!” And with that she whisked me inside the dress shop so she
could visit with her friend Shirley.
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My phather?% went running to the toilet. Sure enough there was a skin-encased phart

phloating in the water. He phlushed the john but the reaction caused the trapped phart to phly
around the room. Alarmed, my phather grabbed for his pocket knife and chased after the phart
never letting it escape his sight. It drifted into the kitchen and bounced into a strip of phly-paper
where it immediately became stuck. My phather lunged at it. The pen knife hit its mark. Only
then was the truth of the matter clearly discovered...?%

IMITATION FARTS

There are many ways to imitate a fart but first, I insist on reminding you of one of your most
embarrassing moments. Remember seating yourself in a that certain chair at the theater, or at
school (or anywhere!) and the friction caused a rubbing noise that sounded so much like it and
you were so convinced that everyone was sure you really did do it and so you tried to recreate
the sound so everyone would know its real source and you could never get it to sound quite the
same way, could you? Or was it your shoes that rubbed just the wrong way? Anyway, a joke
comes to mind:

The First Sound
A certain man let out a fart in front of a visitor to whom he was talking. He felt so
ashamed he wanted to camouflage it, so, as if continuing the sound, he rubbed the chair

with his finger, but the visitor said, “So
((30:137))

We have all learned as children various ways of creating farting sounds and they were usually
used as a means for causing embarrassment in others. The easiest method was to put your tongue
between your two lips and blow out. Another was to cup one hand under the underarm of the
other arm and to flap that arm up and down like a psychotic wing. Finally, you may have learned
the more difficult art of placing two cupped hands together and creatively pushing and pulling
the air in and out of the cavity created between them. This last method | have seen employed on

205 As you might have wondered, why is father spelled phather, with the ph-pairing rather than the more typical f?
The only reason | can give is that that is the way | found these words and so | thought it prudent not to make any
changes. | did not want to tamper with the primary data and make it any less authentic than it already is.

206 ((128V2:870)) Note also the following tale entitled “First Prize at a Stag Party” (circa: 1915):

Master Barney O'Flynn wanted to give his mother a b
suitable, he decided on a toy balloon. Having bought the balloon the day before, he had to find a safe place
to hide it, so he placed the balloon in the chanfibertoilet] and put the cover on. During the night Mrs.

O "Flynn had to shed a doughnut, and as she slid ove
hersternThenMr s . O’ FI y n mikesMbikeeSamiekle &4 Ml i ght and see what |
struck a |ight, and as Mrs. O Flynn ar afedt. from t he

After pursuingthat balloon around the roorseveratimes with higperknife in his hand, Mikénally
stabbed it, angas the explosion of the natural gas occuridike collapsed entirely and exclaimed,

“Begorr a, | -seven yéars\argl this is the firsf tidhaelévgr seenphartwi t h a skin on i
((128V1:431))
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TV by which the imitation farter is able to play simple (and sometimes not so simple) tunes.?%’ It
appears to make quite a hit with the viewing public. (Personal observation)

INDUSTRIAL PSYCHOLOGY
Outdated techniques used in the Management of Personnel during the latter part of the 20-
century. Observe and learn!

| know a copy chief at a major advertising agency who puts novices in his department
at ease by advising them not to drive them
time,” he tells them jovially. “Just work

Simply by playing with the initial l etter
bet ween the executive and the rank empl oye
them relaxand mark me down as an-alli g h t«e7ggu y . ”

Upon reflection, his employees more likely thought he was an asshole.

IRISHMAN’S FARTS
An “Irishman’s fart” is “always making a lot of noise and raising a stink, and they never want to
go back to where they came from.” Sound like anyone you might know? ((129:14))

Niunthv Tntedude

“yes, | think | know someonel i k e Slévedaitl @oud, directing his
attention to wards Fluffie, who at that very moment was making a lot of noise A
beating a toy drum with a stick she had found
stink, but by the looks of her, she could sure use a bath. Maybe she did stink. SI  6ve

couldndét be sure, but sfordéimdandticedit allthewaypn k bad en
across t he r oabways haAgind araumdehe kab. She never went back
from where she came. Slovewa s nd6t abl e to get ,rotdikewhheo | eave

shewaslittte .She had grown oO0independent. éd She did ac:c
that pleased her greatly was to ignor e any suggestions or hints that she should
leave and go bother her mother. Also, he was too enamored with her to make any

207 A trick |, too, was pretty good at, at one time in my life. Three Blind Mice was the name of my big hit. -EsSP
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demands. OFluffie, come here. |l want to show
over, tat -tat -tatting all the while, to see what he had imprisoned in the palm of his

hand. It was a baby polliwog. Grow n polliwogs becomefrogs. The pond was full of

them, both polliwogs and frogs. This one had been scooped up from a

phosphorescing tank that sat sturdily up on a table behind his workbench, the bench

where he did most of his writing. The overgrown comma slithered back and forth

across his palm, splish -splashing drops of green -glowing gel onto his now -completed

| 6s. There werendt t oo fiveaohthemoHe wdshablegsodinishnt ri es,
before noontime. As always, Fluffie was mesmerized. She wanted to know i f this one

was filled with farts, as | was experimenting on these creature  sin orderto grow

Organic Tadpole Whoopee Cushions®. Porriwiggles, 298 as Wonder and Fluffie like d

to call them, are naturally elastic and can be blown up into a pretty large bubble

before popping. Sl6éve had slowly been able to increase the diameter of that bubble

from 2.31 cm to just over 9 cm. Fluffie could not believe the look in their eyes just

before the explosion. Slove required her , as lab assistant, to alert him at the

moment the tadpoles little eyes registered that lookdbut she someti mes of
tell him because , even better than that look , was the pop! And now Sléve knew, for

with the pop came the knowledge that Fluffie did stink; she stunk of polliwog guts.

It suddenly occurred to him that he needed to explore th  at stink . He needed to get

to the bottom of that stink. He must then investigate  how to alter it into a more

appropriate stink. And maybe a dash of color enhancement to festoon a bit of

pizzazz!

Together Fluffie and SI 6ve skirted the pond and drifted up the hill to the cottage

where awaited her mother, his beloved Wonder, and lunch. Sl 6ve had not had lunch

at home with his family for hed oes ndt k n alfadt,oand he grewgyuiet to

do some simple calculations, it was the evening upon which he had completed the

D0 s hose beEviLand their DILBERRY MAKERSeemed ages ago when he etched

with the prick diberridsi..s prayidd flatllende tith tin atonic and

melancholy aura otherwise unobtainable elsewhere, even by bottle -liberated genies

orthe ancient s pri t es of ol dondg&aggwasthat? Allnosthoveek, he

decided as he looked over his shoulder and watched his time in the lab drift ~ further

away. Fluffie had him by the hand and, with the determination of an Arabian Genie

being expropriated by an Old English Sprite, was dragging himto Home and

Hearth® And lunch é He decidedthat oneaf t er noon away from his s
hurt A orwasit couldn 6t hurt . Hi s heavy | absick heart w;
diagnostical ability to decide.

208 5ea Georgette Heyer’s Unknown Ajax where in Chapter 6 she writes: "She went into a peal of laughter. ‘Oh,
what is it? 4 porriwiggle?’ Sléve grinned, Fluffie was always making him grim. ‘No, that’s what we call a tadpole.’”
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|l t wasndt as bad as he t mahe gftbrmobn, witlkethee 1t 1 s

sun still shining, and he is back in the lab. No concordance until tomorrow at dawn

and he has a full stomach i a luncheon of French Fries & Tofu Surprise. He even got

laid and that mi ght be why heds been all smiles since
working | ate so dondt be waiting up for mel! o
shoulder. And then after their love making he told her that again. Later, as he was

walk -running away from Wonder and the cottage, labwards to his onetrue love, the
laboratory (no, his Work ),he turpl ed one | ast time: o0l have
be there for dlavlldrinktdo much tea) whiclevalltcause me to

perpetually pee,andsol wonodét even have ti mefifboror sl eep.
something to that effect. And as soon as he entered the lab, he cushioned himself

into his writing chair, plucked the quill from its ink -source, and from deep within

the puddles of his dreams, he articulately drew an ALGERIAN “J”.

Chapter 10: “JW (7 Jolly Entries)

Now J is for detumgsegneg, as our cule ¢lgctronie story at the start of Chapter 9 comically reveals. P-2m-8-n’s, get it?
There arg 1,736 J's in this novel. fnd counting colons, : : :, without which our storg would bg nothing if not otherwise
misdirgcted, thereg arg 2,055. Interegsting...if asked beforg kKnowing the results, | would not have gugssed that therg would
be morg eolons than J's. The morg danggrous semi-colons, of which if therg were too mang in a book sueh as this, would
be disastrous, numbgr only 567. | am surprised therg arg gvegn thaf many considering the fear | have of them, not really
knowing what they arg used for. Maltiplying this by three giglds 1,701 which is just a few Igss than theg number of J's—
somgthing to ponder about. You might say there arg about a third theg number of sgmi-colons than there arg J’s; bat |
wouldn’t say it too loudly.

JESUS’ FART

Fortunately Brother John of Vernia was blest by God with firsthand knowledge of the effluvia of
the God’s forsaken Son, of which, according to Sldve’s calculations, Jesus comprised almost one
third, if you happen to believe in God and the Holy Ghost as well. Brother John was just a kid
when he was admitted to Saint Francis’ Holy Convent of Vernia. This was sometime during the
thirteenth century. You can read all about it in the book detailing St. Francis of Assisi’s multitude
of unsubstantiated miracles entitled Little Flowers. | think you can find it all in Chapter 49.
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Interestingly, there is no mention of any flowers anywhere in that book, a detail that SIéve found
peculiar.

Brother John was honored by God with special visions in order to prepare him for his upcoming
exposure to Jesus’ fart. You cannot encounter such a fart and live without proper preparation.

His mind was exalted to the splendors of the Cherubim, at other times to the joys of the Blessed, and yet
again to the |l oving and extraordinary embrace of Ch
heart, burned within him for the space of three years [during which time] he received marvelous

consolations and Divine visitations and was ofttimes rapt in God; and did speedily appear all on fire and

aflame with the love of Christ.

Then, suddenly, he was cut off from all such raptures completely and was instead made to beg.
He was cut off completely from even the slightest sliver of attention from God. Happiness in
thoughts and feelings were stricken entirely from his being—even though he did everything is
his power to regain his favor with his God. “Help me, Lord, for without Thee, my sweetest
Savior, I live in darkness and in the midst of tears!” he prayed to no avail. He was being denied
so that he would be acquiescent of anything the Lord might throw him and still believe it holy.
And when Jesus found Brother John to be pathetic enough, he called him to Him, and allowed
Brother John to devoutly kiss and blubber at His grubby feet.

And then rising up to gaze upon the face of Christ, Jesus Christ stretched forth and offered him His most
Sacred Hands to kiss: and when Brother John had ki s
and embraced and kissed Him; and Jesus likewise did embrace and kiss him back. And then Jesus let a
divinefart, a Holy fart that was both long and loud. And so in these kisses and embraces Brother John

enjoyed such Divine odors, that haltthe odiferous delights, and had all the perfumed things of earth

been conjoined together, they would have seemed but an evil stench in comparison with that smell that

Jesus had divinely produced; and therein Brother John was rapt and consoled and enlightened, and that
smell dwelt in his soul for many months. And thence
Blessed Fart of Christ, and for a good space round about, Brother John did ever smell that smell.

JOKES

Indeed, there exist a great many jokes about the flatulent processes and although fartologist G.
Legman has exclaimed, “None of these jokes seem very funny to ordinary people,” they do give
insight into the psychology of farting. (See LEGMAN Perhaps a greater truth is embodied in this
short poem from the Orient:

Farting-
There’s nothing funny about it
When you are living alone.

-EMPEK(eé7:261))

In fact, the oldest joke ever recorded happened to be a fart joke. Found upon a Sumerian
cuneiform tablet it was committed to clay in Old Babylonian times — possibly as long as 4300
years ago. It says

Something which has never occurred since time immemorial; a young woman did not fart
i n her h uabMpandd’zo88) | a p .
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Most people fraternize and so fart jokes do exist and, for some reason, continue to be told.
Consequently, here is a small sampling. Further examples can be found by consulting #30, 59,
168, 69, 126, 127 and 128 of the bibliography. (See also LIMERICKS

A young | ady was eating lunch al one at
a discussion among the four men at a neighboring table.
Said the first man, “JusW-O6&Nel | it the

“There’ s a B in it, you d®®PWB.”” sai d the
“You don’t have enough | atoughdtobespelled bj ect

W-O-O-O-M-M-B . ”

“Nonsense,” said the fourth. *“1l1t"s ridi
there’ s &OMBRal” R. 't s

The young lady could stand it no more. Having finished her meal, she approached
the other table and said, “Gentlemen, if vy
word is spelled WOD-M-B. That's all.” And she wal ked aw

The men gazed after her in astonishment.

“Do you suppose she’s right? “ asked on

“How can she be?” said the second. “A s
her whole | ife has @géwsmss)heard an el ephant f

The Fartress

A maidservant happened to fart in front of her master, and he became very angry, and

was going to strike her, but, seeing her white hips, his anger suddenly abated, and he

took his pleasure with her. The next day, when he was in his study there was a knock at

the door. twasthemaid er vant . “What is 1 t? What do vyo
again a | idddye whil e ago."”

A boy and a girl were walking along a hill together. All at once the boy detected a
disagreeable odor,armb k ed t he girl , “Dild phe Noapl aefda
don’t thinkalit he mei inediziviiz@) ¥y bu 3"

A young man squiring theAsVihcoarrs’ess dwaiul g ht eSSt e

regardless of the | ady’ s presence, relieve
began Stewart stupidly. The Vicar’'s daught
t hought it wenKimbds Nopical THeONIceSI925. P, 90 & 128V2:859))

A concerifarter is discovered by an American conductor through the thin wall of a hotel
bedroom, and is pushed intowonldi de pr omi nence for this art
appearance in Boston, as guest soloist, he bows to the audience, enters his little draped
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kiosk, with a blue spotlight on the center, and presents his instrument. The conductor

raps with his baton, and gives the signal for the opening tutti, but the soloist does not

emit any sound. The conductor raps again, starts over, but again no sound from the

soloist. Raps again, begins again, and this time the soloist makes a heroic effort and shits
all over the stage. Later, explaining the
know you tune t heazfespo 450 in Boston?’

A travelling salesman over taken by night is put up by a Pennsylvania Dutch farmer, and is
selfconsciously sitting at the table with the whole family eating supper when the farmer

|l ets a tremendous fart. “Do you do this be
traveler “ No,” says the farmer; ‘ve got no rul
f i rqsz4vzses)

And let us not allow ourselves to forget the most inspirational and spontaneous reaction to the
most frequently told joke of them all: the unexpected sonance of farting; anytime, anywhere.

JOSEPHUS, FLAVIUS (37?7 — 95?)
The historian Josephus tells how two thousand years ago the multitude flocked to Jerusalem for
the feast of unleavened bread.

“One of the soldiers pulled back his gar me
turned his posteriors to the Jews, and made such noises as might be expected upon such
a p o s{zzzeppe . "

The Jews did not take kindly to his warm sentiments. Ten thousand died in the revolt that
followed. (Quoted exactly from 188:207))

JOYCE, JAMES (1882 —1941)

When James Murrey took over, from Frederick Furnivall, the overwhelming task of creating the
many-volumed Oxford English Dictionary (OED), there were times when he, James, had to
make a decision as to whether an “improper” word should exist in such a document. An earlier
lexicographer, Dr. D. S. Farmer, called these words “the Dark Continent of the World of
Words.” Dr. Farmer had allowed such words and had to face the repercussions from society and
the law. James Murrey’s granddaughter years later explained, “James had really no choice but to
leave them out of the Dictionary.” By “them” she was referring to the four words that were
initially looked over for the OED. They were fuck, cunt, and condom. I don’t remember what the
fourth one was. Condom should startle, and focus us, cockhardly, into the mindset of past eras.
Nevertheless, words like bugger, dildo, licktwat, shitshack, and windfucker made it into the
dictionary under their proper alphabetized location. You can look it up or you can instead
wonder what all this has to do with James Joyce. Well, actually, I am just making twattling-
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fartes, a term that did make it into the OED, in an attempt to avoid the inevitable. Just like
Murrey once might have had to ruminate upon the many issues regarding word admittance, I too,
as fartologist, find myself brooding over the appropriateness of posting some particular entry,
and | brooded over this entry more than any other, except for maybe the Marquis de Sade. [See
SADIEPoor James!?% Just because he wrote one great book, for as long as humans exist, he has
no privacy. No aspect of his life is left unturned and unexposed. And as | am on the verge of
crossing a moral line, I must first scour my living quarters to weed out and destroy every
scurrilous notion | have ever squandered myself upon, in the unlikely event someone at some
future time will feel it their obligation to pry.

My sweet little whorish Nora | did as you told me, you dirty little girl, and pulled myself

off twice when | read your letter. | am delighted to see that you do like being fucked
areseways. Yes, now | can remember that night when | fucked you for so long backwards.
It was the dirtiest fucking | ever gave yoy,darling My prick was stuck into you for

hours, fucking in and out under your upturned rump. | felt your fat sweaty buttocks

under my belly and saw your flushed face and mad eyes. At every fuck | gave you your
shameless tague came bursting out through your lips and if | gave you a bigger stronger
fuck than usual, fat dirty farts came sputtering out of your backside. You had an arse full
of farts that night, darling, and | fucked them out of-ydnig fat fellows, long windy

ones, quick little merry cracks and a lot of tiny little naughty farties ending in a long gush
from your hole. It is wonderful to fuck a farting woman when every fuck drives one out of
herl think | would know Nora’'s fart anywher ¢
of farting women. It is a rather girlish noise not like the wet windy fart which | imagine

that wiveshave. It is sudden and dry and dirty like what a bold girl would |etftef

lights out, in the darkness ofsahool dormitorydeepin thebowels ofight. | hope Nora

will let off no end of her farts in my face so that | may know their ametiérnity.

Goodnight, my little farting NoY&113:184-5))

And like Paul Boomer, Australia’s flatulating athlete, will James be able to get out at least one
more “fartie” from the nitid posterior of Nora? Yes, and here she comes!

| wish | could hear your lips spluttering those heavenly exciting filthy words, see your
mouth making dirty sounds and noises, feel your body wriggling under me, hear and
smell the dirty fat girlish farts going pop pop out of your pretty girlish bunfiuakduck
fuck fuckny naughty | i?Pdumtreveroatis:isépuc k bi r d’ s

Can there possibly be anything left? Again, yes, yes! Just a murmuring of fluff maybe, but with
such a touch of the dainty; a puffery of nectarous stench.

209 That is, until | reread the excerpts as satire and joy — and realized, once again, what a fine writer James Joyce
truly was!

210 And, alas, they flew south for the winter.
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..and all the time pissing her drawers with
farts @mebmnnd..

JUMPY AS A BAG OF FLEAS

English World War | soldiers surely were not the only people to get so nervous as to be as
“jumpy as a bag of fleas,” but these military men were apparently the only ones to make this
allusion. The phrase was actually an attempt to describe the “windy” feeling that is created inside
the intestines whenever one becomes extremely nervous. It is no doubt a mere preamble to the
actual “shitting of ones pants” when truly frightened. ((154:285@/leas))

JUVENILE LITERATURE
Here is a listing of all children’s picture books that are focused on farting available before 1985:

1. Onara (%50 |-) written and illustrated by Shinta Cho (1927-2005) [Kukuinkan Shoten,
Publishers, Tokyo, Japan 1978]. It’s about a farting elephant. And it is in Japanese.
2. End of list.

Now, after 1985, there are lots and lots of books about farts, including a translation of Onara,
called The Gas We Pass. A quick check on the Internet and you’ll find dozens of them, and this
is probably a very low estimate. | did not take time to count them, nor have I read but a few, the
inevitable gifts for a Professor of Fartology.

JYL OF BREYNTFORD’S TESTAMENT

“Jyl of Breyntford i s by-prRterbd Henry Qlbsggimea nd , t
to whom we are most indebted, and who has left us the most valuable picture | know, of
the beggars and t haz#ftless class of his da

Jyl of Breyntford is an extended poem, mostly doggerel, penned by the early 16"-century writer
and book printer Robert Copland (1507-1547). Copland was not only a poet, but also an author,
translator, bookseller, stationer and printer. The Athenae Oxonienses: An Exact Reader of All the
Writers and Bishops Who Have Had Their Education in the University of Oxford described the
work as “a poem devoid of wit and decency, and totally unworthy of further notice.” ((224:253))
Therefore | have a choice: (1) stop now and heed the advice just given, or, (2) ignore the Athenae
Oxonienses and proceed with caution and at everybody’s risk. Of course, being a poem dispersed
with Jillian’s generous farting, there is no choice at all but to continue!

The first edition of Jyl of Breyntford’s Testament was undated and printed by his younger
brother William. The first book to which Robert’s name was affixed, probably as a printer
apprentice and not the writer, was The Boke of Justices of Peas, in 1515, “when he lived in Fleet
Street at the sign of the Rose Garland.” Peas was authored by Richard Pynson (1449-1529), he
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being one of the first printers in London, establishing himself on Fleet Street, and possibly the
man who taught young Robert and William the printer’s trade.

Frederick James Furnivall (1825-1910) was a philologist and creator of the New English
Dictionary. He also had a passion for early English Literature, establishing many societies
pertaining to that study and compiling several books containing Middle and Old English works.
Furnivall’s reasons for printing Copland’s poem and other such works was to “get a notion of the
literature on which a reading middle-class man of Elizabeth's time was brought up.” It was in the
process of collecting appropriate works for his collection that he “came across Jillian of
Breyntford's Testament for the first time. Hearing that there was only one extant copy, consisting
of eight leaves, of the only two editions known, | askt Mr. G. Parker of the Bodleian to transcribe
the copy there for me; and as it proved to be worthy of preservation, I resolved to reprint it
privately” rather than making it more available “in order to avoid possible annoyance to the
[Ballad] Society from any cantankerous puritan like the one who bothered me about the Percy-
Folio Loose and Humorous Songs.” Furnivall further notes that “Mr. Collier does not say where
the other copy, Jyl of Breyntfords Testament, is.” To which he then responds: “In his own
possession.—T. Corser.” [Probably Thomas Corser, 1793-1876, one of the founders of the
Chetham Society "for the publication of remains historic and literary connected with the Palatine
Counties of Lancaster and Chester."] Unfortunately | have been unable to locate Mr. Corser to
verify. Furnivall continues: “He [T. Corser] holds it to be of the earlier edition. I hold it to be of
the later, because it is less correct.” Alas, I don’t know what to make of this rather confusing
discussion and have never seen either earlier edition to provide evidence regarding which work is
which!

The copy that Furnivall was able to look at contained three woodcuts. He describes each:

1. Woodcut of a man and a woman, with a house in the background.

2. Woodcuts of a man and two womdrantasyover the man on the leftyl. Jyllyarn the
center; an unnamed one on the right.

3. A woodcut of a woman with a basket on her arm, and of a man with a book in his hand:
like the cut on the titlgpage.(sic)

| have taken the liberty to update the language to make the comprehension easier for the modern
reader. | used two different printings of the poem to help with some of the more difficult
passages. One copy is a Xeroxed Version, but of otherwise unknown source. The second, the
more authentic copy, is the one found in Frederick J. Furnivall’s collection of works indicated
above, “Printed for Private Circulation, London, 1871 and can easily be found on the Web. |
have added comments which can be found along the right side of the of the poem. Those in
quotation marks are Furnivall’s. And now we begin:

Jill of Brentford’s Testament
By Robert Copland, Book Printer

(Edited by Frederick J. Furnivall)

Printed for Private Circulation. London, 1871.
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Newly Compiled:

The piece opens with an invitation to the reader to join in the telling of the story. Miss Jillian is
thanked for her attendance and she responds in kind:
“ Pr o Miatress Jillian, with your company: [proface: (obsolete) a once familiar salutation

| pray, fill you not too much of that mutton, or welcoming before drinking to everyone’s
. .- health, but with the strong connotation: “Much
| promise you that it is very queasy, good it may do you!”]
And, vye bewar e, or wi || make your belly bu
“Take no thought, g 0 O rdossfyld £ feftor filRdQ W | shall be
But come you near, & take part of our swilling.
Leave your courtesy, | pray you, be pilled, [or does pyld = pelt or piled?]
And cover your head; [oeshrdvetSndkevigety t he f il |l ing

Copland shares with us a little about Miss Jillian and a bit regarding her playful sportiness.
Prologue of Robert Copland, the Author.

At Brentford. on the west of London 1.  “Seven miles down the South Western
) ’ ) ! Road. Many a walk did | have there
Nigh to a place that called is S,on from school at Hanwell, to buy books,
There dwelt a widow of a homely sort, papers, and packets of sweetstuff and

. . cakes.”
anest in substanf:e, & fu.II of sport,. 5 “Sion House is the Duke of
Daily she could, with pastimes and jests, Northumberland’s big place between
: . Brentford and Isleworth, seen well from
Among her n_elghbor_s and her gue_StS’ the Thames and Kew Gardens, and is
She kept an inn, of right good lodging, said to have as many windows as there
To which all around enjoyedming. are days in the year.”

It so happened that Miss Jillian played one trick upon her neighbors by which to be remembered
upon after she has left this world for another. And this resulted in a quip that grew at the time in
popularity and use: That “ye shall have a fart of Jill of Brentford for your pain!” Copland, not
then knowing the story, wonders as to its meaning as well as its source.

It chanced this widow, as it is supposed,

In her sportshemerrily disposed,

After her death, for a remembrance

That to have some matter of pastance. [pastance= an activity that passes time;

For people to laugh at, in such company recreation (obsolete)]

As are disposed for to talk merrily,

Mingled with many proper scoffs and hordes,

Of sundry taunts, with some merry words,

The which | have heard at many seasons

Full of pastime, with pretty reasons;

For if any did a thing overthwart, [overthwart =adversely oopposingly]

They sai d ever, “ye shalll have a fart
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of Jill of Brentford for your pain!”

The which saying oft troubled my brain,

For | never knew what the matter was,

Nor could the meaning bring to pass;

Till at the last, upon a day

| met on, John Hardlesay,
And finally, due to a comment John make to him, Copland is reminded of an old scroll he had
acquired that shares both the meaning and its source!

A merry fellow in each company,

Which said, “Copland, thou | ookest dry!”
“The truth,” quoth I, “is as ye say;
For | drank not of all this day."’

And of a short tale to make an end,

To the Red Lydmat the shambles end 3. The Red Lion was the first Elizabethan

We went for to drink good ale; playhouse and was built in 1567. It was located in
. ’ Whitechapel just outside London’s eastside. It

And as he was tellinge sometale, was where a young William Shakespeare staged

| offered him for to drink first: many of his early plays. This Red Lyon must be a

“Cop l and, ” nqt thouta-thirsth predecessor to that.

Andnow youbiddethmeafore to drink?

To myjudgement, | do think,

Of Jill of Brentford worthy thou art,

Be her bequest to have a fart!

And truly now is come to my mind,

Not long ago how I did find,

An old scrow, all ragged and rent, [scrow = a scroll (obsolete)]
Beseeming it is some merry intent,
As divers say that do it read; [diverse — of varying types; several (archaic)]

But gallant toys there seems indeed, , _ .
. . 4. “Collier says that chyet in one copy is
It is so antique, broken, and so raced,  changed to cheef in the other (Bibl. Cat. i.

That all the chyéiis clean defaced. 153). This is probably one of those

. . invented mistakes, of which some occur in
Take it, and | pray thee heartlly his Stat. Reg. See my ed. Of Boorde’s
Look thereon; and if thou espy, Introduction, etc., E.E.T. Soc. 1871, p.71-

: 2, note. At any rate, either his chyet or
That it be of any substance, cheef must be wrong.” [And, with all that, T

Of mirth, or of honest pastance, still have no idea of what the word chyef
And where thou spyest that it doth want means in this line!]

Or where for lack of the matter is scant,

Put to it as is according

To the matter in every thing;

Bear it with thee, and take some pain,

The poor mar e s h adl | F 5. “This line,” says our friend Mr. Collier, “illustrates ”

a speech by Puck in Midsummer Night’s Dream, Act

iii, sc. 2, the end:
Jack shall have Jill, nought shall goe ill,
213 The man shall have his Mare again,

And al | shall bee wel



When | came home, at leisure,

My heart not perfectly at pleasure
For the loss of a certain friend,

As good knows, few to be found

For recreation | it took,

To pass the time, there on to look;
And of truth, oft in the reading

It did stir me to fall on smiling,
Considering the pretty pastime

And ridicule order of the rhyme,

The covert terms, under a merry sense,
Showing of many the blind insolence,
Taunting of things past and to come,
Whereas my self was hit with some;
And for that cause | did intend

After this manner to have it penned,
Praying all them that merry be,

If it touch them, not to blame me.

An end of the prologue.

I, too, am confused Copland’s “loss of a certain friend—did someone die or is he sad that he is
no longer drinking at the Red Tyger with his new friend John Hardlesay? Nevertheless, once
home he took out his thus unread (?) scroll and leisurely peruses it. Once completed he decides
to retell the story, for you, my Dear Reader, and me, in a style all his own.

Here follows the Preface and Testament of Mistress Jillian of Brentford

This merry widow, Mistress Jillian,
On a day disposed joyfully,
By any way that | presuppose can,
Ordained a little blanket of dainty;
At the which, to bear her company,
For certain of her neighbors she sent,
And for her Curate, to be there present, [curate = a priest or member of a religious order.]

Praying him for to bring paper and ink,
To write somewhat after her intent.

She made him cheer of his meat and drink.
That done, she said, “This 1s mine
That you as now shall write my testament;
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For | do feel that age doth me oppress:
Good is to have all things in readiness.

As you can see, Old Jillian is intent on making out her will, with all her neighbors as witnesses.
“My neighbors here shal/l be with you recor
How | am penitent at this making,
And whole of mind, now, thanks to our Lord;
Howbeit, | have oft a shrewd shaking:

Ye shall be pleased for your pain taking.
“Yea, Mistress,” quoth he, “1I am your Cur a
| am bound to serve you early and | ate.”
““Wel | t hen, 'teirmpmioeg h A mB Ehk Litn'del ndininee = “In the name of God!”]

My soull bequeath to our Lord Almight:
He hath it made, it is his own then;

He hath it brought, it is his be right,

In heaven to be in the eternal light.
And to the earth | bequeath my body,
It is his own; | can it not deny.

“My sinsall | commit to the devil.
Let him take them with him to hell,
For he was the causer of all my evil.
My goods to the world, if | do well,
For they be his, | can it not expel;
Here | found them, here they must remain;
Save fame and name, | leave nothing certain.

“ No w myirienas reason is | should
Have a singular aspect by nature:
| give unto them all that they hold,
As much as | do to any creature;
If they get ought, then are they sure,
After my death, if they do for me,
| bequeath to them of my charity.

“But now, good sir! I pray for you to take
This cup of al e, and drink once for God’ s
For | am disposed to ordain a dole [dole = a share]
To all manner people thorough and whole;
For | would not have to overmuch prease, [prease = archaic form for praise]
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Lest that with throng my almes should cease. [throng = a multitude]

“Now have ye drunk one, good ghostly fathe
| trust for to make an end the rather;

And now, let the fireworks begin!

“And write as | do bid you, hardily:

‘l bequeath a fart to him that i s angry
With his friend, and wots not why. [wots not why = knows not why]

“To him that selleth all his heritage,
And all his life liveth in servage, [servage = servitude]

| bequeath a fart, for him in his age.

‘He that sets by no man, nor none by hi m,
And to promotion fain would claim,
| bequeath a fart, for to make him trim.

‘“He that will not | ear n, and can do nothin
Andwith lewd folk is ever conversing,
| bequeath a fart, towards his living.

. [rennet in arrearage = rent money

"He that bIOI’ roweth wi that is owed and should have been age,
And evermore rennet in arrearage, paid earlier]

| bequeath a fart, for to lie to gage. [to lie to gage = to make a

down payment or security]

‘He that giveth, and nccpececna waught at all
and by kindness to poverty doth fall,

Shall have a fart, to help with all.
‘He that is ever wayward at heart,
And with every man is overthwart, [overthwart = contrary]

For to please him, | bequeath a fart.
‘“He that has dr i nk i r [Harkback tothe Prologue and John d is dry

Bidding hird*t drink first that standeth him by;  Hardlesay’s comment to Copland at the
. . . Red Lyon]
| bequeath a fart, his thirst to satisfy.

211 Exactly who is this guy and what is it that he exactly does? Find out in the next episode at the end of this poem!
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‘He that hath a fair wench in bed alll ni gh
And kissing her not oncef @ bealaylight,
Shall have a fart to cleanse his eyesight.

‘“He that | endet h hor s puee=dwibutth al | things me
And on his own voyage goes on his feet,

Shall have a fart to keep him from wete. [wete = wet]
‘He that suffereth al/l manner of offence,

And looseth his goods through negligence,
Shall have a fart for a recompense.

‘He that taketh a wife, and have nothing,
And borroweth all things to them belonging;
| will a fart toward their offering.

‘He that prepareth not for his househol d
Against winter, and himself is old,
Shall have a fart to keep him from cold.

‘He that goet htodire, a feaséfy;f_“ p or
. . . ) . fyne = fare; “Guests
And hath no knife with him, neither course nor f§jne  took their own knives
. . . . ith them to f
Shall have a fart for to drink with his wine. with them o feasts
‘“He t hat borroweth til!]l none wi || l end him

And sweareth so much, till none will believe him,
Shall have a fart for to relieve him.

‘He t hat mourneth for that he cannot have,
And impossible to get that he doth crave,
Shall have a fart, as a foolish knave.

‘He t hat does not hi ng[pob=ttutshatemiy e and pol |,
And taketh no thought for to save his soul,
Shall have a fart, my passing bell toll.

“A prentice or servant that wil/ not obey,
And will not learn, but oft run away;
A fart for his freedom | do purvey. [purvey = furnish or supply]

217



‘He that suffereth his wife to do her |l ust
And seeth that to folly she is full trust,
Shall have a fart, though | should burst.

“A widow that once hath been in the brake,
And careth not whom that she doth take,
Shall have a fart, though mine atssgins toache.

“A maid that marrieth, not caring whom,
And doeth repent when she cometh home,
Shall have a fart, to buy her comb.

‘He t hat does drink ever mor e,
And will not shift to pay therefore, [shift = arrange]
Shall have a fart for to set on his score.

‘He that goeth to a f frap=pramartigntjt he begi nni ng,
And to a good meal at the latter ending,
Shall have a fart for his good attending.

‘He that goeth oft where he is not wel come
And to his friend’s house goeth but sel dom
Shall have a fart for his good wisdom.

Mistress Jill

“Now hold your hand, and make a stay there
How many farts have | bequest here?

For by my truth | am al most weary.”’

The Curate

“For sooth, mistress,2here is just four an
Mistress Jill

“Nay, set i n one mor e, t puateshaZkle a whol e qua
The Curate

“Tel | me what , and it shal/l be done anon.”’

212 | suggest you count them yourself to see if the Curate speaks truthfully.
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Mistress Jill
“Mary, he that doe praryAthecSclamio@tpron | e n d
And hath nothing himself to defend,
Shall have a fart; and there an end.
These | do bequeath in especial;
But as for all the other in general
That are without number, they shall not be served,
But dealt to all such as have them deserved.
But tarry, | pray you all, if ye please,
For | feel me suddenly evil at ease;
It is a stitch, rumbling in my side,
Which does grieve me at many a tide.
| must rest me till the pang be gone,
For other medicine know | none.

It cometh in manner of a wind, -
[strangury - a condition caused by blockage or

That causeth my belly for to grind; irritation at the base of the bladder, resulting in severe
| fear it will turn to a strangury, pain and a strong desire to urinate]

To an uncom [?], or a tympany; Luncom or undom|

With qualms & stitches it doeth me torment,

That all my body is torn and rent; [diaculum = a kind of medicament made

| have a little box full of diaculum, of the juices of several plants]

| dare not for nigardship take some, [nigardship = miserliness]
| wisse | am unwise so for to spare it, [wisse or wis = to show, teach, inform, guide, direct]
For | should take thereof afore the fit.

The Curate

With that shegroaned, as panged with pain,
Gripping her belly with her hands twain,
And lift up her buttock somewhat awry,
And like a handgun, she let a fart fly.

Mistress Jill

“Ah, sir, mary, a W pnayy = tiis hin€it medih infice@!

The devil give thee sorrow and care,

For thou haddest me almost slain!

|l pray God thou come never again!”
The Curate

With that some laughed & some did frown,

And for shame held their heads down.
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Mistress Jill
“Be merry, nei ghbor $ow=aknddleEnlish fofnoofgod
| thank God | am well eased now!

Lo! There is my grief gone and past;

| wist well that it would not long last. [wist — knew or was aware]

| pray you all for to be merry;

| give it among this company,

For to make you some cheer with all;

For | tell you, mine executors shall

Never have all: by God | swear,

| will deal while | am here,

Now and then, where as | list.

By Christ, | tell you, | have a chest

Full, that shall be open while 1 live,

Secretly and openly for to give.

| shall have enough, | will not them spare,

As well for other, as mine own welfare.

When | am dead they that come after me

Shall deal the rest at their necessity.

Therefore as now, this sufficient

As concerning this said Testament.

To subscribe your names, it shall not skill;

For | make it but as copy of a will.

As touching the choice of mine executors,

Of my funerals, and surveyors,

And other trifles, ye shall not take the pains;

Another time whernt comes in my brains,

It shall be ordered after such a sort

That some shall not take it as a sport.

But neighbors, | pray you be not angry

Because that | am so bold and homely

To keep you here at my foolish reason.

Some will thank my wits be geson; [geson (late Middle English) = scanty]
But yet | tell you that all this season

We have neither said heresy nor treason;

And if they take it never so at hearts

| wis it is but a bequest of farts,
Willed to them that, without advisement,
Do that thing where of they repent:
Therefore | will you no longer trouble.

what it means]
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[wisse or wis = to show, teach, inform, guide, direct]

[shrew your neck = ?, but it gives the gist of
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What, maid! Come hither, | shrew your neck!

Bring us up shortly a quart of Séck 7. A quart of Seck = wine. For example, in

A couple of buns. and get us some cheese. Shakespeare’s The Merry Wives of Winsor, Falstaff
. ’ says: “Go fetch me a quart of sack; put a toast

Lo, friends, ye shall not all your labor lease; in’t.” ((Act 3, scene 5)) Sack is generic for white

| have as now no better cheer to make you; wines formally imported from Spain ((154:721))

Be merry and welcome! To God | betake yo

Finis.

The Auctour [auctour = author or creator]

When the company was all passed & gone,

And the Curate with Mistress dilbne:

“Mi stress,” quoth he, “if it be your pl eas
Ye know it is the custom & ordinance

Of them that write a deed, indenture, or bill,

That it is our right, reason and skill,

Some recompence of labor for to have:

Give what ye just, for | wil/ not crave’
“By our Lady,” quoth she, “that is but wel
What, John! How! Come hither, maid!

Go call the company again to me,

Forl havetosay,twowasdr t hr ee . ”

When they came, she said, “Neighbors, Il pr
You, bear recordf what | do say:

| sentfor you for a certain purpose

Which afore you I did disclose;

The truth is so, after the same rate

| did send also for Master Curate,

To write, ye saw, my simple Testament.

Now indeed, as is convenient,

He doth aslpayfor his labor therefore.

Indeed, because he made no bargain before,

And doth put it to my conscience,

Truly this shall he have for a recompence;

And because aforehand he knew not my mind,

He shall not find me to him unkind:

A fart and a half | will give him, no less,

Or no more; this is of my gentleness;

For he that worketh, unknowing when to have,

Not half a fart is worthy for to crave,

And besides that, a h aneodkull of bells k aljester’©fcbiscaph € | | s . 7
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“Why,” quoth the Priest, “get | nothing el

Then to the devil I give whole fart, hal f,
_N ay., . tak e It _t h y sel Hoball = blustering fool; woodcock = a Hobal l
Sir JohrtWhipdock, Sir Jack Whipstock, stupid or gullible person (like the bird);
Sir John Smellsmock, as wise as a woodcock! Sme"-smOdehaS many Tze)a”lilngi (1)a
. . woman’s undergarment (2) the
A hedge Curate, with a much wit as a calf, cuckooflower (3) a promiscuous man or
To sit so long for a fart and a half! wencher. And from these definitions, we
But to prove your brains to be thinner, g?r?etrzus make good guesses at all the
Or ever ye go, pay f o. y U ua Ut e

This she railed, as her manner was to jest;
And so, without farewell, lost her daily guest.
InterimFinis

ThusendettWA f £ 2F . NBYy i F2NRQa ¢Sadl YSyi
Containing xxvi. farts and a half.

An Exhortation [Exhortation = language intended to incite and encourage.]
My Masters, | pray you all that shall read

Or here this little pretty fantasy,

Passing forth merrily, in it to proceed,

The manner how for to deal most regally

This half fart truly, for to try,

That the Curate for his part to not denied

Of the fart and the half, and let the rest lie;

And who shall have the half among you to be tried.

In this matter, if he do agree,
Who shall have this half fart, say ye?

GLYLNRYGSR G [2YR2Yy Ay [20KOodz2NE 2@SNI F3IFAyad {FAyd al
® 9 y Aadnow before we go, | have one-think more to say to those people who are inquire at

“who the devil is John Hardlesay? ” Well, he is a fictional character, nonexistent outside the
boundaries of the novel you are reading.

Tentiv Tnteuwde
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Ssve finished the Jé&s by midmorning. There v

with the exception of that long poem, a poem you need to be in the right mood
for to obtain maximum enjoyment which at that time will make it all

worthwhile é anyway, few J&s means he can get startd.
t he Kdds of whplenth. He has alreadyacongleted about twenty of
them in his spare time over the past week. There are at least double that many.

There are mo r e thad e knows whatto  do with and as we tiptoe out of the
Professords Labor at or feathersdgquié ratidingn gildlp aagdss hi s

the multi -colored fruited plain , bleached -white paper hovering before him |, we

quietly leave him to histask . Our last vision is that of SI ~ 6ve humming a Hank

Mills tune 213 while cont i nuing to plough t hNaghvidgegh t he K&s
night and, still later, into the dawnds early I|ight

“@amn, damn, damn !0 And although Sléve would agree that that would

make a damned great title for a new entry  which, of course , would have to be

added t o itthet urdmnss, o 8ldve exprgssing jalosof anger and

frustration! Her edsHwhkhad worked on the K&s througho
gleaming and appears to have fallen asleep someti me before the dawn
light . And with his head, bursting in air, lay upon the still -drying ink, several

sheets of Sl°veds written produce began to ga
and out the front door.  The phosphorescent white parchment looked like the

fluttering ghosts of dead bullfrogs. Bymorning allt he K&ds were gone! Ar
did Sléve have to say aboutit? Dondt you ridenesndbied,? o0Damn, dam
d a mn Thén he shook himself and  thought about hitting himself in the head.

He looked around for something to hit himself with and sighed with despair.

Due to a lack of cudgels, he instead starting i nandosaid,ttomeondid s
particular , 0 Fuck the K&s. Nobody cares a fart about
on the LO&s. LO6s are sure Fiovel y. Everybody |

213 Slove sold everything he owned in order to bring Wonder, the woman he has loved and been with for years, from
Nashville to Western New York, where she now dreams of becoming a star and moving beyond needing him. It is a
song full of feelings and sadness.

214 Usually each interlude is comprised of three different paragraphs all focused on the same theme. You might
have noticed that in this case there are only two paragraphs. The reason? When the guy who writes these interludes
for Slove was trying to think of something else to write in order to create a third paragraph, Sléve thundered at him,
much like a thunderblow fart, “What are you trying to write another paragraph for? Didn’t you hear me? Fuck the
K’s?” In response | thought to myself, “What does the missing third paragraph have to do with the K’s? It appears
that the K’s are missing, so why not have a missing third paragraph as well? That would make sense. Entirely! But
when | shared this idea with Sléve, he lethargically responded, without eye contact or enthusiasm, “The two are as
different as patriotic songs and flags. Both need wind and without it, they ain’t nothin’.” At least he understood the
nothingness | was trying to imply and relate back to the ephemeralness of the fart. Yet I still don’t know what the
hell this nutty professor was talking about with his patriotism and streamers. And | am too scared to ask him!
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Chapter 11: “ i”) (0 Kaput! Entries)

Regarding the letter R, though relatively few, the K's arg nongthelgss the splatterings from a gunshot wound dripping
throughout this novel. But not a ong is found drip-dried among the gntrigs under the chapter dubbed “R”. €lsgwherg, if
gou arg cargful not to losg count, as somegong, not you, somgong other than yourself might losg a K or two whilg falling
headfirst through a drgam, his noodlg upon a writing degsk, soon to bg awakening into a nightmare of atter loss. {Ind
how many ampgrsands arg there, used to bind two things together, gvermorg, wherg the dregad of that binding becomes
forgver bound to the loss of the K's? {llas, therg arg only 256, morg than gou might have imagingd. In contrast, the leatin
etis found only fhree times in the ngxt chapter: see if you can find them. Finally, lost oneg again, somegwherg amongst
thegse sgntgnegs pertaining to the counting-of, perhaps you noticed, was the final tally of K’s. They had to be reecounted
& rg-regcorded & now therg arg 6493 of them, and growing.

215

215 And what exactly is this indicator of a footnote doing all alone with nothing to which it is referring? It is indeed
referring to nothing at all. That’s exactly what it is doing. For as you might remember, that idiot SI6ve went and lost
all the damned K’s and he’s damned if he going to reproduce them again! He’s looked everywhere and he still
hasn’t found them. In fact, if you listen very carefully, make good use of your impromptu hearing trumpet, you can
hear Slove, muttering, “Fuck the K’s!” He’s still pretty upset over this.
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Eleventiv Tnteulwde

Sléve has been moping for the last three days. He is still upset about

having somehow misplaced the Kos. He had wor Kk
kaput !'fi they were gone! He is nowsitting at t he waterds edge of th
pond, with a heart hehmyvlgokedeverywhereds he Khas .

neglected to look within himself. H is only thought is, instead, that of a likely

culprit. Who would want to do his project harm? Wh at group could it be that is

so very afraid of the advances of fartology? = Republicans? As he gazes across the

water a t the lazy bullfrogs lying on their backs, he hears them singing their

bullfrog songs and a thought ¢ omes drifting towards him. Had he not recently

been experimenting upon the expandable yet expendable tads, those spongy

little puff -poles, in his pursuit in finding the perfect organically -grown whoopee
cushion f or hi s whoopee farm? His heart was heavy
while ruminating within that benevolent organ he had discovered the source of

the trickling leak of his disappearing K & 8utw hat would a bullfrog, one titchy
enough to be capable of squeezing through  the anal portal of his lab, do with
the alleged stolen plunder? Eatit! Th at 6 s Sliwh would do if he were a frog.

Slsve called upon the Gods-&-Goddesses of Crepitation. He beseeched, he

implored, and he eventually proclaimed : o0-BbBkegor! Hai lastCafadlpi t us! 6
miserably to his knees. He arose and tried to tumble better and did, for this

time he fell beseechingly to his knees while hitting his head hard upon the

sandy shore. He was heard to say no more. For no mortal m an is capable of

hearing S| ° viewmdrd supplicationsto the gods to show himthe path way in to

the swizzling guts of a bullfrog & intraluminal chute . And what he said next has

long been forgotten, foritis now old and timeworn . Yetstillit floats amidst the

undigested waste of frogs and periwinkles . But this was not to be t he fate of the

godds s isioneswirh ingsr about him! Forthe K 6, $00, swirled . They billowed

and curled, and probed S| ° vobdiient ly flared and competent nostrils. He

envisioned himself tossed betwixt the bowels of the bull, 216 sitting upon his

writing desk.  Sléve remained still , bent over his papers, quill in hand, absorbed

in annotating the final lines of Jyl of Breynt f othafihad entrg sft ament ,

216 Bullfrogs (Lithobates catesbeianus) are sexually dimorphic, with males being bigger than females and having
yellow throats. ((Wikipedia))
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the J @ B was midmorning. The sky was the color-of-sky blue and dotted with

clouds reflected upon the still -wateredpond .He t hought, 0Great! As
am done, I will embark upon the K&6.s May b e twoddttérs cgnepleted today.
The sooner | am done with this @®othecfalr,dance of

instead, into a deep and ugly sleep, deep like the color of the sea where it just
touches the cerulean blue sky. The sky wished the sea would stop touching

him | i ke that, but he didndt Sokaslewredmedvont o t el |
he was molding and shaping entry after entry, one after another, and yet

another, as swifttyasafleeing p ol e cfatt B 8 pon a multitude of K & sintil

they were piled as highasthe lessermount ai ntops of Sri Lankan.

of t hem! Aegen.iWh& a deam! And when he awoke fi the K 0 were
gone! Vanished! And for the next three days or so he would look all around

him , just to make sure little Fluffie 6 perfect ears were not within hearing
distance, and then he would say, with a wretchedness surrounding his
disconsolate heart, 0 Fu c k t hAad fikckteemo he did.

Upon his reawakening, this time  snuggly settled inside a large and

diligently digesting bullfrog, he had for the first time since losingt he Kds a
clarity as to where they  were and where they had gone. There were no KO&s and
there never had been. No entries start with  the letter K. Maybe something will

emerge in the future, but for now, see NO K HEADINGS . And yet his heart was

stll heavy, | i ke &haimberedhéast ,tafterbeimg plucked from its

chest cavity , ventral side up , by a thirteen -year-old performing his first

dissection, after placing all pieces of the torn and shredded frog into a bag full

of Sri Lanka frogmouth feathers. He had frittered away three days Opotential

work looking for those damned K & s allrihé while he had had them all, all of

them, all the time. They had , in fact, taken the place of his empty heart , void of

Wonder, where they still resided . He now longed to initate t he | ovBEd y LOSs
one liked an L betterthanhe.H epresently had oLady Fester d®onFart Fi |
the brain . But first he needed to wait until the time was ripe to exit the bowels

of the billowing bullfrog , to be splashed upon the sloppy shores of the perilous

pond .
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Chapter 12: “LA”) (12 Lovely Entries)

L’s, Is’s gvergwherg, for evergwhere thereg are L’s, gractly 35,191 in total. Can gou find them all? I'll give you thirty
sgeconds. Shall | add two morg? Pong! {Ind how many, are there, of those gxcitablg grelamation points? Only 933 so far.
Slove will try to keep them under a thousand.?” Without reading glasses, who can tell the difference between a lowercase
L and an gxeclamation point? {Ins: Ao ong can.

LADY FESTER’S FART FILTERS

“Click!'You open it up,
Snap!You take it out.
And,phffffttt!, you shove it up your ass.’”

And now the testimony of the famous silent movie star Ricardo Bleep:

“ 1 hhaaysehad the problem of breaking wind. With the advent of sound movies
my career was al most over. |l > ve tried ev:«
gl ue. But none of them seemed to work unt

ANNOUNCER:, Sa4 06S 2yS 2F (GKS Ylyeée ! YSNAOIYya 6Kz

The above is hopefully an accurately remembered excerpt from a scurrilous advertisement
created by anonymous students at the NBC School for Cameramen when their recording studio
was still housed in the basement of New York City’s YMCA (ca. late 1940’s or early 1950’s). In
1968, when informant Gary Shore was trapped in the 10" grade, this scapegrace was given
detention for playing a copy of the tape in study hall for his friends’ amusement (and no doubt
his own). Thinking back on the incident Mr. Shore today comments: “The teachers were all farts
about it.”

Lady Fester herself is no doubt an atavistic remnant of “Lady Fastidious Fart,” a character from
one of the old Restoration comedies mentioned in Maledicta I, page 25.

Note: | have recently?'® been informed that there is an advertisement for a fart filter in the March
1981 issue of Hustler Magazine. (Informant:PhilFerrara)

217 Alas he wasn’t successful. At last count there were 1322 1323 of them!

218 Mayhbe fifty years ago, recent.
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LANGLAND, WILLIAM (1332-1386)
The Vision of Piers Plowman, written sometime around 1377, is a Middle English narrative poem,
allegorical in nature, written in unrhymed alliterative verse. It was considered to be one of the greatest
works of its time. It is not surprising that eventually, somewhere in the narrative, someone farts. After all,
does Robin Hood fart in the Sherwood Forrest? That flatulent fellow happens to be from the B-text; |
have not studied the A or the C. At any rate, someone, by the bye

blew his rounde ruwét®

At hisruggebones ende?®

That alle that heard that horn

Heldethir noses after,

And wisshed it had been wexéd

With a wispe of firse&? ((122:54))

L’ART DE PETER

"To piss without farting is to go to Dieppe??® without seeing the sea." Or so we are told by the
Count.

The “Count of Trumpet” [por Le Comte de la Trumpet] was, in one later (1836) edition, to have
authored a book entitled | ’Art de Peter (The Art of Farting) which was published with the rubric
“En Westphalie”, in “the year of Liberty, 1776.” It was first printed much earlier, without
mention of the Count, in Paris in 1751. The title, here translated from the French, continues:
“Theoretical-physical and methodical essays for the use of constipated people, serious and
austere people, melancholic ladies, and all those who remain slaves to prejudice. ” It purports
itself to be a pseudo-medical essay. Two recent synopses are reprinted here:

1. Published anonymously in 1751 and republished regularly until the early nineteenth
century,L'Art de péteis a humorous pseudmedical essay by Pierre Thomas Nicolas
Hurtaut. In a poetic tone, this little book is intended to be a lesson in tolerance. But
behind an apparent lightness of tone, the attentive reader will not fail to observe the

219 round trumpet
220 sacrum and coccyx
221 wax-polished

222 furze, of which Partridge tells us ((154:308)): “furze-bush. The female pubic hair, viewed as an entity Occ. furze,
which , however, stresses the hair as an individual hair rather than as a mass.”

223 An [English] channel port in the north of France, located at the watery mouth of the River Arques [arques =
second-person singular—tu, sometimes used with vocé—negative imperative of arcar]. Today it is the departure
point for ferries that run from Dieppe, France to Newhaven, England, and elsewhere. It is where the infamous John
Knox secretly colluded with the equally infamous John Calvin to expulse 300 of the rebellious across the
treacherous seas to New France on that hot and humid day of July 23, 1632, using only maps charted at that famous
Cartographical Center. It was popularized as a seaside resort following the 1824 visit of the widowed Duchess of
Berry with whom it is rumored that Le Comte de la Trumpet, as a septuagenarian, had amorous relations, regarding
which the above quote was based.
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construction of the subject around an underlying theme and strong idea that we find in
the philosophers of the Enlightenment: the abandonment of prejudice. Without the
heaviness of a philosophical lessoArt de pétethus reconciles body and mind with
humor, the social purpose of the fart being, as the author reminds us, not without
malice, a real lesson of lif&Sometimes is the health of the body desired by nature, and
sometimes a delight or pleasure provided by agww.kobo.com))

2. Being a slave to prejudice can be expensive. Thus, a woman who, out of coquetry, had
not fart for twelve years, died of having held back too much... This anecdote, among
many others, is related by an eighteemtntury scholar, Pierrf€homasNicolas Hurtaut,
for whom fart was an art and the fart, well launched, a social weapon. Published in 1751,
The Art of Farjuickly became a classic of comic and pseuddical literature. With a
precision very unconvincing for medicine, but very amusing for evil minds, Hurtaut shows
all the diversity of farts, which he classifies according to their musicality, and describes
the different ways of prolonging, modulating, or minimizing their sounds. After all,
reader, isn't it shameful thatjiven all the times you have fartegbustill do not yet
know how you do it, or how yahall uponit, improve? ((www.goodreads.com))

L'ART
DE PETER,
BESIST A
THEORI-PHY SIQUE
ET MtTHomQUE
Az’jfaﬂ  des Pufwln: m%(g., da

...................
trouve Lorigine des Viidangeurs,

NOUVELLE EDITION.

Augmentée ée la Sociieé des Fancs-Pizrons,
Pour ceux qui diferons y bire nicds

%

ENWESTPHALIE,
Chez Frorex 1-Q, rue Pet-en-Gueule,
au Soaffler.
T e ——
M. DCC LXXVI

The 131-page book is supposedly “witty.” It is the result of Latin teacher Pierre Thomas
Nicholas Hurtaut’s (1719-1791) anonymous (and as yet unconfirmed) translation of Sclopetarius
and Goclenius’ De peditu (found in Caspar Dornau’s (1577-1631) Amphitheatrum sapientiae
socraticae joco-seriae, hoc est, Encomia et commentaria autorum, qua veterum, qua
recentiorum prope omnium: quibus res, aut pro vilibus vulgo aut damnosis habitae, styli
patrocinio vindicantur, exornantur: opus ad mysteria natura discenda, ad omnem amoenitatem,
sapientiam, virtutem publice privatimqgue utilissimum / in duos tomos partim ex libris editis,
partim manuscriptis congestum tributumque, a Caspare Dornauio [“The amphitheater of the
wisdom of the Socratic joco-series, that is, Encomias and commentaries of authors, some
ancient, some recent, of almost all: in which things, either held for the common people or
harmful, are vindicated and embellished by the patronage of the style: the work to learn of the
mysteries of nature, to all amiability, wisdom, and most useful virtue in public and in private /
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collected in two volumes partly from published books, partly from manuscripts and a tribute, by
Caspar “Little Jack™ Dorner”] ((53:53 & 128v2:858)) Goclenius may refer to Rudolph Gockel (1547-
1628), a German scholastic philosopher, often credited for coining the term “psychology.”
Sclopetarius remains unknown. Dorner, or Dornau, was a German doctor and philosopher. The
book was published in 1619 by Impensis Danielis ac Davidis, Aubriorum & Clementis
Schleichii. Elsewhere, in the face page a 1775 edition of /’Art de Peter, followed by essai
théori-physique et méthodique ... Suivi de I'histoire de Pet-en-1'air et de la Reine des Amazones,
with the imprint given as “En Westphalie, chez Florent-Q., rue Peten-Gueule, au Soufflet, the
treatise De pedita, printed just two years earlier, in 1617, and which translates as “On Farting” is
named as the original source. The full name is De peditu ; eiusque speciebus crepitu & Vvisio :
discursus methodicus, in theses digestus / quas praeside claris viro, Bombardo Stevarzio,
Clarefortensi, defendere conabitur ; Buldrianus Sclopetarius ... Disputabuntur autem aedibus
Divae Cloacina, a summo mane, ad noctem usque mediam, which sound just about right! It
effervescently translates as: “A Systematic Treatise on Farting and its Types (Loud and Soft)
Arranged by Theses, which Buldrianus Sclopetarius of Blois will Attempt to Defend under the
Direction of the Most Illustrious Gentleman Bombardus Stevarzius of Clarefort. The theses will
be Debated in the Temple of the Goddess Cloacina, from Early Morning until Midnight” — or
something like that! (Translation by Michael Gilleland.) And the defender, Buldrianus
Sclopetarius, (which may be facetious, noting the anus in the first name and the pet in the
second) is sometimes given as the legitimate author, although I can find no biographical
information regarding such a person or if such a person ever existed. | am sure that all this is
much more than you ever wanted to know. It is as though I have been farting at you all this time
—a long fart at that. At any rate, here are two excerpts from |’Art de Peter, translated into
English:

1. Thediphthongs faris a small pocket thunder, which can be found as needed; its
virtue and wholesomeness are active and retroactive; it is of infinite price, and has been
recognized for such in the most remote antiquity; hence the Roman proverb; that a big
fart is worth a talentOrdinarily the diphthong's fart has no bad smell, unless it is caused
by some putrefaction in the intestines, or it has stayed and incubated too long in or
under a dead being that was beginning to rot, or unless the food that has been taken has
beencorrupted itself. To discern this, | appeal to the finest sense of smell. Mine would
not succeedbut the reader may not have a brain cold like | do.

2. But when they are tightened, when they go up, or when they find no exit, they
attack the brain by the prodigious quantity of vapors they carry tAérey corrupt the
imagination, make man melancholy and frenetic, and overwhelm him with several other
very unfortunate diseases. Hence the fluxions which are formed by the distillation of the
fumes of thee sinister meteors.Let us therefore apply ourselves, dear reader, to get

rid at once of all desire to fart, of all sharp winds, of the slightest uneasiness finally
caused by the windé&nd at the risk of making a fuss, dear fellow citizens, let us return
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them promptly, and let them go rather than inconvenience ourselves, and expose
ourselves to become hypochondriacs, melancholic, frenzied and manic.

And here a single excerpt from the 16-paged De pedita, also translated by Michael Gilleland,
whom | believe still claims himself to be an antediluvian, bibliomaniac and curmudgeon. Note
that the difference in page length between the two works, one hundred and thirty-one versus
sixteen, tells us something about the belief that /’4Art de Peter is merely a translation of De
pedita. Maybe De pedita was the source, but who delt it smelt it, and it appears the idea, by
Hurtaut, was well expanded upon. From the De pedita:

Does the rank of the person farting contribute anything to the authority of the fart? For
Example, is the fart of a Pope more worthy than that of some common priest, when both
farts are of the same volume and quality?

The answer is yes. For no one criticizes the fart of a Pope or an Emperor, but all praise it
with a Bravo. It is different with others of lower rank, who are sometimes evetiyllega
penalized for this. For the laws of nature are unchanging, and they are scarcely altered by
insignificant contrary custom.

LAY
One; a stinker. (See FARY

LAZY AS THE TINKER WHO LAID DOWN HIS BUDGET TO FART

This semi-proverbial colloquialism was used around 1800 to describe the epitome of laziness. A
“tinker” is an itinerant jack-of-all-trades, especially in the repairing of kettles, pans, and the like
(tink!), and his tool pouch was then called a budget. ((92@/azy & 154:473)) See also RAY, JOHN

LEGMAN, GERSHON (1917-1999)

G. Legman is a specialist in the scholarship of erotica and all other denied folklore. In his
Rationale of the Dirty Joke, Series Two, under the major heading “Scatology,” and especially
under the subheading of “Crepitation,” Mr. Legman’s vast knowledge of fartology very quickly
becomes rampantly revealed. Some of his philosophically oriented concerns materializes in the
following quotes:

“An e x c e s s theceepitatiornt oefarteng i$ exprassed in jokes, all out of
proportion to the actual humor in fermentation of undigested starch in the intestine. The
fart has been used as the focus for a great deal of the embarrassment felt by the
overcivilized as to the natural processes of digestion, and it is ideally suited for this as

being only a partial and incorporeal mani f

((128v2:858))
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“Jokes about farting must also be an evasi

large proportion of these are particularly concerned with the embarrassment of women
i n t hi@zvam)y ...

“None of these jokes seem vanaieys, hbwevenmtheyt o
are apparently the acme of ethereal humor and Aeolian delight, whether or not they do it

in the bathtub, amzvzgooh i t e at the bubbl es.

LE PET
This is what the French call a fart. (See CREPITYS

LE PETOMANE (1857-1945)

See PUJOL, JOSEPH

LET
Fly a rouser; it fly, loose. (See FARY

LIGHTNING STRIKES! [Bawdy Czechoslovakian Tale #1]
How so it seemed to one listener at a musical entertainment that the performer put too much
realism into his part:

Aforetime a man cleft.e., named] Dint?>*—a Rumanian he washe who was most
marvelously gifted in his playing upon the viol, excelling even the wild gypsies therein;
and so exceedingly accomplisheashe in this that his renown spread abroadd
throughout the whole of Bohemia and even into several adjoining countries, and
wheresoever he would come to spend the night, there great throngs of folk would
promptly gather to hear him play. 't was
to (1) forthwith rent some large room in a public house(2phave announced that he
would give a performance there that evening and {8xany one might be admitted to
hear him providing theg4) paid a fee of5)two gulden®?® It was in tlisway that he
made his livelihood, andsooth to say-he in time grew rich as well as famous at it.

Now tells the tale that aze upona time Dinuvas advertised to give a musicale in the
town of Wittingaw?26 andamong all those others who foregathered to listen and admire,

224 A pet name of Dionisio, referring to the Greek god of wine.
225 Note: 2 guldens © $0.0036.

226 |_ocated, in the Jindfichiiv Hradec District, in the South Bohemian Region, in the Czech Republic.
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was one Ljubnfd’—merely a common burgher damsel, albeit a great rosier who

for long past had hoped for opportunity to hear Dinu, the great virtuoso. So anxious was
she to miss no intricacy of his miraculous fingering of the instrument and the subtle
nuances and tonic shading of his rendition that Ljubnia procured a seat for herself just as
close to the person of the Master as possialel there—throughout all his performance
—she sat quite entranced by piece after piece of the most remarkable viol playing she
hadeverhadheard.

The great Dinu, seeing how tremendously interested the girl was in his playing, could
not help but feel considerably flattered and for this closing piece of the evening
proclaimed that he wouldwith his viol and boygive the an original impressionistic
rendering of his own, musically interpreting every phrase of a&whdystorm in the
considerablypen country.

“As | am playing this particular piece,”
shall close his or her eyasdrelax mentally and try to attune your sensibilities to my
theme as | develop whilethose of you who really harbor musical souls verily will be
able to follow through with me from mood to mood of the tremendous stassuring
that it all will spread itself out like some grand and terrifying picture before your
receptive consciousnesfiowingputobe abl e t o discern the she
call to the flocks on the sunny afternoasyou discern the first faint rumblings of
approaching thunder afar off over the mountalyswhichyou will apprehend how
suddenly the smiling sky grows overcast with ominous, sullenly rolling black clouds; will
hear the rushing of a great wind and the splatter of raindrops falling ever faster and
faster until the whole countryside is deluged with theorthat yu will hear the lowing
of cattle in the barns; the affrighted outcries of wom#re death mourning cackldsom
the intrepidlystill-standingfarmhouse when their eyes are blinded by great, lividly glaring
flashes oflashlightningwhen,at last you will sense the splintering crash of the
thunderbolt as it strigth the building. Oh, | guarantee that never before will you have
listened to any such positively graphic musical delineation as this one of mine depicting a
storm in all its fury”

Ljubnia, the simple burgher maid, settled herself more comfortably back in her seat;
closed her eyes and relaxed her mind as the Master had suggested for the more
complete enjoyment of his interpretation. Others thronging the hall did likewise. Then,
seizing up his viol and bow, Dinu the Gilesganto play. And ahHowhe did play then!

It was extraordinary, superlative! The $§ils® whicthad truly never been heard before!

He made that ordinary wooden instrument of his fairly talk and sob. Piercing individual
long-drawn strains emanated from it; crashing thematic chords; it soughed plaintively,
wailed, shredded, laughed, sung joyously, growled threateningly, throbbed with the
qguintessence of all emotions. It was a great triumph even for the Master. Seeiegel

227 A diminutive form of the Polish Lubomir.

233



of entrancement to whichhe hadtransportedall thosearoundwho listened, and even
those whohadonly heardhe became convicted to the desire éoitdo himself. His log
bow flashed back and forth across the viol strings; his lean fingers fairly flew in
transpositions over the instrument’s frett
scenic interpretation, the great Dinu threw ever iota of himself into his performance. He
twisted and contorted his body, grimaced all his features; strained emotionally at his
insides and, accidenthyah, sad to relatet let pop an explosive, putrescent gas
explosion, the betraying sound of which, fortunately, was concealed from the audience
by the chromatic chords from his viol just at that moment.

The great Dinu finished his final piece amid tremendous spontaneous acclaim from
everyone there listening to him. He was nervously exhausted by that superhuman effort
he had made. Wiping the perspiration delicately from his forehead with a kerchief, he
turned smilingly aside to where he for long had noted the simple maid, Ljubnia, sitting
plumply,with all herpond-soakedsoul in her eyes, drinking in his my$ioth lasciviously
& absorbedly before swallowing

“Ah, you there, my child,” he addressed h
expression this long while past | judge that you, too, must be a lover of good music. Tell
me, mistress, how dichy interpretation of the storm impresgpu?

“ OlvgnderfulSr!” s he responded bashfaudfitiywas “ 1 si m
truly magnificent! Assuredly never before was there given by any musician any more
realistic rendition than thagparticular partof the piece where yomade the lightning
AUNRKR| S @HBr-eddINR @& Hé

This, of course, seems the appropriate place to quote Proust. Once referred to as the “ultimate”
(to use a trendy solecism) fart reference, it materializes at the start of his third volume (The
Captive) of Remembrance of Things Past ((trans. C. K. Scott Moncrieff & Terence Kilmartin, ©
1981; Random House & Chatto and Windus: 37-8)). It appears that Monsieur de Charlus is
arguing with his lover Charlie Morel, who plays violin, about a vulgar expression used by the
daughter of one of his other lovers and he says: (informant:RobertPatterson)

“When you come to the end of a violin solo
with a fart, instead of frenzied applause or a silence more eloquent still since it is due to

fear of being unable to restrain, not what your young woman lavishes upon ydabhebut

sob that you hav@moubsmsusght to my | ips?”

LIMERICKS

Bart, cart, garter, dart, President Carter, Martin, partin’, tart and have a heart: what do all these
words have in common?

Yes, they all rhyme with a most interesting and ancient word: f—t. What a resource for the
scatological limerick! Yet out of over a hundred of them I shall only reproduce three. Happily
though, one of the three is of epic length. (Another epic, The Lyrical Lad from Penn Charter by

234



Roy Warren West, is mentioned in Legman’s Rationale ((128v2: pg.872)), Yet | have never seen nor
heard of a published copy, though | have search the ends of the earth for it!)??® The other two
poems are included here because of their interesting commentaries by Douglas, who attempted to
put together the first definitive collection of “dirty” limericks. (I think Legman
succeeded...curiously I have seen several editions of Legman’s Limerick, footnotes and all,
which were printed and sold without any credit to Mr. Legman whatsoever!)

#740: THE FARTER FROM SPRRTA

There was a young fellow from Sparta,

A really magnificent farter,

On the strength of one bean

He' d fart God Save the Queen,
AndBeet hoven’s Moonlight Sonat a.

He could vary, with proper persuasion,

His fart to suit any occasion,

He could fart like a flute,

Like a lark, like a lute,

This highly fartistic Caucasian.  [and sometimes “to the Trump of the doomsday invation!”]

This sparkling young farter from Sparta,

His fart for no money would barter,

He could roar off his rear

Any scene from Shakespe#ife

Or Gil bert and Sullivan’s Mikado.

He'd fart a gavotte for a starter,

And fizzle a fine serenata.

He could play on his anus

The Coriolanus:

Oof, boom, ettum, tootie, yum takdah!

228 Yet | believe it can be found in the one place | have not yet looked: 3000 West Schoolhouse Lane, Philadelphia,
Pennsylvania.

229 Sl6ve ponders long over this epic poem. Was there a single author? Was it a group effort, at some men’s club, for
instance? Or did it evolve through the channels of folklore. Perhaps...he needs to look into this for Our Sacred Lord
of Crepitation, the unsullied Bel-Phegor!

230 Fun Fact: Shakespeare never represented a fart in any form in any of his works, except for his punning of
virtuous with fartuous in the Merry Wives of Windsor (11 ii 100).
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He was great in the Christmas Cantata,

He could doublestop fart the Toccata,

He’d boom from his ass
B a ¢ hMirsor MBiss.

And in counterpoint, La Traviata.

Spurred on by a very high wager

With an enviou$serman named Bager,
He' d proceed to fart
The complete oboe part

Of a Haydn Octet inBajor.

His repertoire ranged from classics to jazz
He achieved new effects with bubbles of gas.
With a good dose of salts

He could whistle a waltz

Or swing it in razzamatazz.

His basso profundo with timbre so rare

He rendered quite often, with power to spare,
But his great work of art,

His fortissimo fart,

He saved for the Marche Militaire.

One day he was dared to perform
The William Tell Overture Storm,
But naught could dishearten

Our spirited Spartan,

For his fart was in wonderful form.

It went off in capital style,

And he farted it through with a smile,
Then feeling quite jolly,

He tried the finale,

Blowing doublestopped farts all the while.

The selection was tough, | admit,

But it did not dismay him one bit,

Then, with ass thrown aloft

He suddenly stopped..
And collapsed in a shower of shit.

His bunghole was blown back to Sparta,
Where they buried the rest of our farter,
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With a gravestone of turds
Inscribed with the words:
“To the Fine Art of Farting, A Martyr.”’

+F NAFyda SFNREFYG(]

[He could fart anything
From God Save the King
From Stravinsky to swih@i2e:152-5#740))

[[There was a young Royal Marine

Who tried to fart “God Save the Quee
When he reached thsoprano

Out came the guano,

And his Dbreeches]wm#zeaudsdy) f it to be s

Of this limerick, Norman Douglas had this comment to make ((59:69)):
“God Sav e’ that gvesQsitkeeapproximate date of this gem.

Thesopranbegi ns with the stirring words “Send
involved in producing these high notes may have led to the disaster. A fit of coughing, or
even laughter, has been known to result in a similar cataehgsdistressing state of

affairs, if you happen to be in society at the moment.

The talent of this young Marine, though rare, is not unique. Visitors to the Paris exhibition

of 1889, if they frequented certain low haunts, will remember a performer called

“t QK2YYS "LISvhloNRachi eved wonderful effects ol
was amazing, and the soprano notes worthy of Tetrazzini. It has since occurred to me

that he may have conceal ed aboupetophong "per s o
a specimen of which | bought in Naples man
and, when squeezed, imitates that particular vox humana so beautifully that, after a hush

of general consternation, it becomes a great success at dinner parties, diplomatic

receptions, Royal levees, etc.

| should have |iked to add a few words on
Rocks, but this note is already too long.

There was a young lady of Pinner,

Who drempt that her lover was in her.

This excited her heart,

So, she let a great fart,

And shit out yessdperday’ s dinner.
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Again, Douglas comments:

The muscular contraction provoked by a dream of this nature led to the same result as
that described in Limerick #720.

Note the truthfulness of the last line. The accident occurred at night, and if the poet had
written ‘followed by dinner and | uncheon’
wrong order—a feat which | defy anybody to perforso:3s))

This has been fun, so why limit ourselves to just three? Here are some more limericks:

There was a young man had the art

Of making a capital tart;

With a handful of shit

Some snot and some spit

And he’d flavor (mshsg whole with a fart.

There was a young man of Rangoon
Who farted and filled a balloon
Theballoon went so high

That it stuck in the sky

And stank out the man in the moaow45:25))

A cabman who drove in Biarritz,

Once frightened a fare into fits;

When reprov’d for a fart

He said, ‘God bless my heart,

When | break wiumse)y | usuvally shits.”

Therewas a young fellow named Charteris

Put his hand where his young |l ady’s garter
She said, “I don’t mind,

Up higher you’l Il find

The place where my pisser and farter is.”

To which Reynolds Morse, industrialist and graduate from Harvard Business School, turned art
collector and creator/director of the Salvador Dali Museum, first in Cleveland, Ohio, before
moving it all to St Petersburg, Florida, said of this limerick:

This verse shows an ingenuity bgiicalof a peopl e’ s | i maea i ck. FL
very few girls as cooperative a this. The idea of the fartarits product the fart is
notorious for its stifling effect aromance ((145:74))
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O I went to the Duchess’ for tea

Who asked, “Do you fart when you pee?”
| replied withsome wit,

“Do you belch when you shit?2”

And felt it was one up with me145:103))

There was an old man called Pat
The cheeks of his ass were so fat
They had to be parted

Whenever he farted

And also whenever he shati45:122))

LUTHER, MARTIN (1483-1546)

Martin Luther, that reformed, and hence excommunicated, Augustinian friar whose anti-Semitic
views called for the expulsion of the Jews and the burning of their synagogues, while centuries
later providing fuel and justification for the Nazi party. In addition, he actually married a nun in
15251 Well, perhaps not surprisingly, the man was plagued by devils. But he knew how to handle
them.

On November 30, 1531, he said:

But | resist the devil and often it is with a fart that | chase him away. When he tempts me
with silly sins | s ayq. Hadvedyeuwiitten it dgwa srtyeur d ay |
|1 s(t3436))

And in the Spring of 1533, he said:

“Al most every night when | |visputewithumpe.Ilt he dev
have come to this conclusion: When the argument that the Christian is without the law
and above thelaw'doesn’t hel p, | instanmadsy chase hi

At around the same time of year, at 2pmon April 6, 1533, he said:

Now at my age, | ' m not disturbed by such p
devil looks for me when | am at home in bed, and one or two devils constantly lie in wait

for me. They are clever devils. 1 f they <ca
and torment me there, and when that become

¢ K | iiheréthey belongui134:164)

231 Slove pondered over this argument for a long, long time. What kind of a person would I be if I were (1) without
laws, and (2) above the law? What does that mean, even? Luther is crazier than I ever imagined! Anyway, that’s
what Sléve finally concluded.
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Something bad must have happened, because five years later he finally advises a bit of caution
regarding his prior (or is it posterior?) modus operandi for fending off the devil; on April 15,
1538, he said:

On April 5 a pastgprobably James Osterlandf c ame f r om t he church i n S
complain of apparitions and disturbances ¢
woman in Magdeburg who, when Satan disturbed her, drove him away by breaking wind.

“This example is not always to be foll owed
Satan, who is the spirit and author of presumption, is not easily mocked and put to flight.
Reliance on such an example can prove that

So it once happened that a horned specter of Satan lost his horn when a godly man
boasted of his baptism, but when another man foolishly tried to imitate this example, he
was kil | ewbsazd-30) Sat an. ”

Please don’t ever say you weren’t forewarned!

Carlos Castaneda, that spaced-out Lutheran phenomenon, has provided us with this piece of
advice, guidance provided to him from the mysterious Mexican sorcerer Don Juan, counsel that
would perhaps have been helpful to Luther with his dealings with entities from the spirit world:

“ T h a#2was bdckoning you," he said "I made you move your head when he came to

you not because he was endangering you but because it is better to wait. You are not in a
hurry. A warrior is never idle and never in a hurry. To meet an ally without being
prepared is |ike at &eksi2ng a |ion with you

The gray-robed Saint Francis of Assisi had yet another method for dealing with the devil. All
you have to do is tell the devil to “Open thy mouth that I may spit!” For some reason the Evil
One always falls for that line and opens wide his mouth. All you have to do then is spit in it. A
fart would do as well. Here is what happens when you do:

At which the Devil, waxing wrathill straightaway depart with such a tempest of
flatulentwind that a great rain of stonesill fall from the sky..andthe noise of the
fallingstones will be heard for a great space round about; and so gikaethe
flatulenttumult and the stones smade together with tht of hisrumbling, that horrid
flames of firewill flash through the valleys, and at the sound that thekerjaveryone]
will come out from their houses in great amaze, to see what strange thing this might
be!234

232 perhaps a deceiving demon? Or maybe Satan Himself?
233 | leave it, though, to you, Ponderous Reader, to ponder over this lofty paradox. Good luck!

234 St. Francis’ Little Flowers, Chapter 29. My translation. -EsP
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Twelyth Trnteuude
Boy! Sl °vedtdl ppeaadiing. The LOs, adotmanget her , w
but, boy -y, such ponderings! These ruminations will be presented in  two major
sections. One comprises the major philosophical diversions of one Martin
Lut her , oWas lthik€hosBe inthe Brainof One Martin Lut her 26 And
now t hat weOve asetondaofthe twe dhatdbes humiger two
comprise? Don Juan , of course, and his co-author Carlos, the two who made it

allup. Atotal fib itwasfiyet what a b e aMytkindoti H® Bbiotr yst ery, O
said Slove to no one in particular. Even so, no one heard him , either.

lsuther defines a Christian, an image he drapes over himself and everything

his world encompasses |, through his own heart -pounding sight & sound. And

here is how he defines a Christian: People who are above the law and

simultaneously have no laws, none, zip. 235 Only those people who think  they

are right because they see the One Truth! Those who uphold this Truth , deep in

their bleeding hearts, truth being this all-pervading belief, righteously

conclud ed, that they have the divine right to live life exactly as they choose. If a
Christian is given alaw for which he d o ndptee23¢fi ignore it, for he is above

the law , a place in which  he has no law s, except for the laws of his own

creation, or so says he, our Most Holiest of Christian God s! And what & svith all

those devils they were seeing  all over town, including those tricky ones sitting
atthefootof ever y Ch rbed?dWhatkiddof creatures are these?6 gasped
Sléve, aloud . Everybody else , the rest of h u ma n i nogmal snon-christians ,

found all around Luther and his horde , could see it coming, maybe not in their

lifetime, for they were now old, but they could still see the blood spill ing onto

their hands and slopping from the guts of those ponderings of Luther , even

though they hidtheirheadsand pr et ended t.Ahey dhengdtit di dnod
long to see, wererightt Or at | east t h &ought henthoaght ofBit ° v e
own long-wind ed ponderings of Luther . Afterall, it was way too complicated an
argument that Luther had concocted to really be able to unravel in a single

afternoon, € not even two.

Ca ri1 os® Don Juan s eteasdid ouf devildfarting éMarénn Ldtsy
of psychedelic drugs along with just one more hit , with hula girls hanging from
the fast-moving dashboard 6 siirror causing those hips to rock back and forth
and back again . Juan sees life that way with those ki nd of gl asses on.

235 Refer to footnote #231.

23 Grammar laws notwithstanding.
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if his argument can be summarized . Startling even himself out of reveries lost
hesaid, Okt 8e2é OFi r st t her e d sevitish icreatute,iiticadld twef
anything though, and sehfbnge199pat heeis more likelyfal | y ! 6
deceiver than a friend . You just know this starting with the very  the moment

Don Juan jerks your head away from Mr. Ally with a snap of your neck to avoid
you from maki ng any eye contact wit hreadtyhteyetd e mon. 0"
look at that little denouement, notye,”MO0 O Kaods | i tt |KeaiGharmgs shoppel

Caine,237 heard his mastersay :0 Of ¢ ahedesnen c o ul d n &reallyehure r
you,just i t O sbeffaus © wait. éd6 And then, thualidering dov
comes Don6s andmdsirous dysanceived moral lesson , bigger than the
highest mountain of Sri Lanka, and we, my Acrophobic Readers, have to

ponder this out, must ponder Thg Impondgrable until we enter the bright white

Light! And | am talking about the really Brite -White ® light that never goes

dark € We will never have to be in the dark again ! Albeit , only The Chosgn, who

are indeed The Few, get to be, well, get chosen! d have not been chosen,6 s ay s
Carlos to himself, onotyet, 6 h e ¢ o ndutlrknow kam to be among

them &h just like a wirgin- Christian! SI Ove is getting slightly pyretic , for he has

been pondering so well and for so long !... dBetter slow it down a bit, 6 Sléve

shouts tonooneinparticular , 1 6 candt af-bub nov. lam Isd ctose to

The Truth and t his skull -encased brain of mine is, after all , the only drain 3% 1 6 v e
got!o

Don Juan’s Morals:

(1)oThe chosen ones are ,aeeer h Theicgntrapesdiverissals@true:
“As the chosen ones hurry, hurry everywhere, they are alwaysidle.”

(2)0To meet an ally without being preparedThissof | i ke at't
course, needs no further exploration.

237 Caine: from the French caigne signifying “bitch!”

238 «“The chosen word brain is in ‘quote marks’ or ‘inverted commas,”” Sldve told me one day, “because I really
haven’t a clue as to what it is I’ve got. I might not be a ‘brain’ at all! I’'m completely baffled over the simplest
things. But I’m pretty sure, convinced even, that I'm going to lose whatever it is sometime soon no matter what |
think.”
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Chapter 13: “M” (13 Merry Entries)

Ms, M &M's, M &M & M’s, M & Ml & M & M’s, ¢te. {dnd by now my point has surgly been madg clgar. Therg arg lots of M’s,
lots & lots of them. {Ind, having already made my point, [ nged go no further. Higneg there are /ofs of M’s and oneg we
finish up counting them all, gou will kKnow gxact/g how mang. “Pong? OR. Herg is how many—19,064 of them,” Sl6ve
announcgs. “And of “gegs’s” therg arg only 42, and of “no’s” there arg 231. Mlang morg no’s than therg arg twice the
number of yes’s. How sad, but numbers don’t lig, and yet they arg just numbers, nongthelgss.”

MARRIAGE

Marriage is obviously the act of being married yet it is listed here because of the interrelated
topic: “farting and marriage.” For example, folklore has a saying that “the honeymoon is over
when the husband begins to fart in his wife’s presence.” ((128v2:866)) And Leslie Fielder,
American author, gave us this advice given to him before his marriage: “Be intimate with your
wife, but not familiar. When you have to fart in bed, lean your ass over the edge.” ((73:33))
Jonathan Swift was also one to give freely his advice. In his 1731 poem “Strepon and Chloe” the
young bride’s parents are advised on what counsel to give their nubile daughter.

Now, Ponder well ye Parents dear;
Forbid your Daughter guzzling Beer:

And, make them ev’'ry Afternoon
Forbear their Tea, or drink it soon;
That, e’re to Bed they venture up,

They may discharge it ev’'ry Sup:

If not; they must in evil Plight

Be often forc’d to rise at Night;
Keep them to wholesome food confin’d,
Not let them taste what causes Wind;

(Tis this the Sage of Sarfidsneans,

Forbidding his Disciples Beans)

O, think what Evils must ensue;

Miss Moll the Jade will burn it bl&#.

And, when she once hath got the Art,

239 The sage referred to is the Greek Pythagoras. See the Death of Pythagoras, a work illustrated by Bruce
Pennington, the English fantasy artist, for more regarding Pythagoras and beans. Swift provided his own footnote
here: "A well-known Precept of Pythagoras, not to eat Beans."

240 See IGNITIONAL EFFECTS

243



She cannot help it for her Heart;

But, out it flies, ev
Her Bridegroom in the Weddir8heets.
Carminative and Diuretick!

Will damp all Passion Sympathetick:

And Love such Nicety requires

One blast will put out all his Fir¢s.

Since Husbands get behind the Scene,

The wife should study to be clean;

Nor give the smallest Room to guess

The Time when wants of Nature press;

But, after Marriagepracticemore

Decorum than she did before;

To keep her Spouse deluded still,

And make him fancy what she Witt06v8:104-5,Lines 115-144))

n when she meet s

Here is a tale that was composed around 1535 and it tells the story of a woman who followed
well the advice recorded in the last four lines of Swift’s above quoted passage. Alas, it further
tells of how her husband discovered her deception. The story is entitled “Of the merchant that
made a wager with his lord” and it goes something like this:

Of the Merchant that Made a Wager with His Lord. A certain merchant, before his lord
under whom hewvas subject to, among other thingde praised hisionestwife and said
that he had‘never heard her let a faftWhereat the lord marveled and said it was
impossible, and so laalbetand ventured a supper with the merchatitat before three
months were ended, hehe merchantandnot the lord,should hear her let a fart or
twain2420n the morrow, the lord came to the merchant and borrowedy-five
crowns, the which he promisddily to repay again within eight days after. The
merchant right sore against his wilent it, and with little else to dosat inthoughtful
abodeuntil the day of payment was com@nly tiendid he approachhis lord and
required in earnestnesdlis money.

The lord, making as though he had more need than before, desired the merchant to lend
him anotherfifty crowns, and promised to pay24tiwithin a month. And although the
good man denied it long, yet for fear least he should lose the first sum, with much

241 Swift’s footnotes: “Medicines to break Wind” and “Medicines to provoke Urine” respectively for carminative
and diuretic.

242 Or perhaps inflame such desires — see JOYCE
243 twain = brace or doublet, a deuce or twosome.

244 That would be 85 crowns (for you see, 35 + 50 = 85).
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grudging he lent him the other fifty crowns, and so went home to his house right heavy
and sorrowful in his min¢but light of pocket) Thus thinkinghe worseand dreading

divers things, he passed many nights away without sleep. And asiheréaguiet as a
fizzle he heard hisomatosebride, everynow and thenrap outa fatblusteringfart that,
after ricocheting off the headboaabove themtraveled down the length of his left

nostril and after performing a few somersaults and twistack out the right.

At the month’s end, the | ord @weversincd or t he
heard his wife let a fa#The merchant acknowledging his folly answered thus:

“Forsooth, good sir, if I should for every fart pay a supper,
all my goods and lands would not suffice thereto.”

After which answer, the lord) paid the merchanbackhis money and the mercha(®)
using some of that monepaidfor the wagered meal226:269))

MANURE GATHERING

The days of manure gathering are long gone from my neighborhood, but the way our
contemporary energy problems are going, and worried over, and never believed to be a real
problem, | think that no one would be too surprised to find people taking stock (and more) along
a wooded, well-trotted country bridleway or following the path of some city’s mounted-
patrolman’s cobbled-stoned route. A single day’s arduous work in the gathering of manure is
worth several days warmth during any cold winter. The more manure you can pile up in front of
your house, the richer you’ll be perceived by your neighbors and the sooner your nubile girls will
be married and out of the home and hearth. The quote here shows how a good base in fartology
can help our neo-manure gatherers of tomorrow. The “joke” that follows tells us how
unproductive this not so shitty business can get when it isn ¢ producing.

“The shrewd mawsalsodhatgavs dne homrsas frdquently give certain
premonitory signs before they do the de®¥8There is a perceptible hesitation in the
jaunty stride, a slight haunching of the back, a characteristic restlessness in the visible
part of the organ involved. Unfortunately, these sigrenot always reliable, since on
occasion they turn out to be over elaborate preambles to an absolutely noncollectable
puff of wind?#¢ However, an animal whgoesthrough such maneuvers, we atiw

know, bearsw a t ¢ h(is53g40)”

A man buys a horse and goes into the horse manure business. A friend finds him sitting
backwards on the horse, holding its tail in the air and examining its anus worriedly.
“Busi ness i s t“ew’beerfeédang this bhseard eats@atl 4@¢ia gusart for

25 | e, sh-t.
246 | e., f--t. Regarding the “noncollectable” nature of the f--t, please see FART CATCHING FOR NICKELS
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t wo weeks now, and alHRooffHe Ydofe OliyQif & rita.S

((128v2:887) [See also last comment undarATOPHILUE

MEDLAR

In salutation to the “medlar” there exists an 18" to early 19™-century folk-saying: “It is never
ripe till it is rotten as a turd, and then it is not worth a fart.” The “medlar” is the fruit of the
small tree Mespilus germanica. This fruit, though similar to a small apple, is brown and is edible
only after it begins to decay. It is allied (if not identical) to the loguats available in Chinese
restaurants. As early as the 11"-century people have been referring to these fruits as “open
arses.” The term continues to persist. (92:@medlar & 154:590))

MELODIOUS QUESTIONNAIRE ((163:111-13))

The Melodious Questionnaire has been around for more than forty years. The questionnaire was
completed only once, undated, by Phil Ferara, back in the 1980°s. He is old now and has asked
me to destroy the document. | complied but not before digitalizing his answers, answers that now
reside somewhere in 7h¢ Cloud, whatever, and wherever, that is, and where, | am confidently
told, they will now live forever.

=

Age: 28
Sex: Male
Nationality: Renaissance
Fluently spoken languages: Propunski
What kind of person did you claim to be (see FARTING STY)ESvery one of them
Do you feel that this kind of psychological testing is accurate? Maybe
How would you improve it? Scratch and sniff match ups.
Would you join a religion that venerated the fart? Only if they sacrificed virgins
If yes,
a. What kind of ceremonies would you expect? Candleless
b. What costume should everyone wear? Something tasteful
c. Should the servicesbein Latin?b 2> G CNHzZA G 2F (K& 22Y0¢

10. What amusing/tragic experiences have you had that dealt with farts and/or farting? I never
have

11. How did you deal with the situation? Dated a Greek

12. If Catholic, did you confess it? Wanna read the film script?

13. What stories have you heard from your friends and their acquaintances? Nothing

14. What is your favorite fart joke? ¢ L G K2dZaAKG @&2dz al AR @&2dz 2dza i
15. Where did you hear it? | just made it up.

16. Do you name your farts? No

17. If so, what do you name them? [left blank]

18. What color are your farts? Opaque

19. Are everybody’s the same color? Yes EXxplain: All snowflakes are white

©OoNO OGO WDN
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20. What is the most a fart can weigh? Fossilized farts arasgimated to have retained about fourteen
G2ya 2F aasl YL I aé¢ gKATS a2YS o0tdzsS 6KIfS o06dzoof Sa
some notables to shutter at the possibilities

21. What is the least? A farthing

22. Are your farts translucent?hyt @ gKSy LQY af SSLIAy3

23. What are their shapes? Sort of like New Jersey when seen from Great Neck, New York

24.Dotheyriseorfall?, St Kz AGQa 1AYR 2F aSyadzf

25. Do they bounce? Depends on the liquidity content

26. Describe their trajectories: Spiralized

27. Do you save them? Yes, but | trade the doubles

28. If so, what method of preservation do you practice? Tofu

29. Do you farts conduct electricity? Did an old fart fly a kite?

30. What did you like best about my book? My name is in it

31. What did you like the least? No free samples and no photos

32. How would you have done it? Redeemable coupons

33. Would you like to learn more about the Science of Fartology? Sure

34. If so, send in the above data. Word on how to obtain the results and interpretations will
be forward to you as soon as all the data is in and it is thoroughly studied.

Note: The data in now in. It has been thoroughly studied and, sadly, no one can make any sense
of it, whatsoever.

MILLER, HENRY (1891 - 1980)

Henry Miller was a devil. He also had a great vigor for life and was able to describe it through

his writings and conversation with a great vividness capable of proselytizing many people

towards dreaming of a life such as his — or so Miller leads his readers to believe. The following

paragraph helps to celebrate such a life.
We ate well, | must say, and the wines were excellent. The important thing, we soon
found out, wagarlic At lunch and dinner we all joined in eating whole cloves of garlic.
Lesdain insisted it was good for the health. The stench from our breath was fantastic. Add
to this that Lilik had a habit of letting out a fusillade of musical farts, usually when
enjoying a good meal. In fact he was capable of farting at will. He pretended to have
taken lessons form that French vaudevillian who delighted his audiences with the variety
of farts at his command. It includeausicalfarts! ((138:23-4))

MONKEY-FARTING

When not used as a monkey-farting pejorative, this term is effective in allowing some people to
know that they are either wasting their time or that their behavior is rather silly (and that the
informer is Canadian, probably a soldier and is living in the 20"-century). There are many who
claim that the profession of a fartologist is merely “monkey-farting” — and that is indeed true
whenever the fartologist also happens to be a monkey. ((154:1187))
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MONTAIGNE, MICHEL DE (1533-1592)
The Autobiography of Michel de Montaigne calls chapter 6 “The Discreet Business of Marriage.”
Under this heading he engages the reader in a philosophically oriented discussion upon free will.
Thus he has this to say about farts:
“To vindicate the omnipotence of our will,
who commanded his behind to produce as many farts as he wanted, and his
commentator Vives goes with him one better with another example of his own time, of
farts arranged to suit the tone of verses pronounced to their accompaniment; but all this
does not really argue any pure obedience in this organ; for is there any that is ordinarily
more indiscreet or tumultuous? Besides, | know one so turbulent and unruly, that for
forty years it has kept his master farting with a constant and unremitting wind and
compulsion, and is thus taking him to his death. And would God | knew only from history
books how many times our stomach, by refusing one single fart, brings us to the gates of
a very anguished death; and that the Emperor who gave us the liberty to fart anywhere
had given us t he psSo WESUSTINEO/NEEDPEROR CLAUDIUSs e e al s

MORE, THOMAS (1478-1535)

Thomas More (English lawyer, judge, social philosopher, author, statesman, and noted
Renaissance humanist) had the good sense to give us this bit of advice, but the scoundrel went
ahead and wrote it in the Catholic’s Latin, thereby saving only the educated and the elite. Thanks
to Sir Harrington,?*’ though, it has now been translated in 1596 for all of us commoners.

“To br eak sametime onts lifedotivsaved ,

For want of vent behingome folk their ruine have

A power it hath thereforeof life and death express:

A king can cause nomoeeQackd ot h do no | ess.

The word Cracke is defined in a footnote as ventric crepitus. ((185:130))

247 Known as one amongst one hundred-two of them, “Queen Elizabeth’s saucy Godson,” Sir John Harrington
(1561-1612) was author of The Metamorphosis of Ajax: A Cloacinean Satire with the Anatomy and Apology, 1596.
Our poem can be found on page 40. See also the Critical Annotated Edition by E. S. Donno, Routledge & Kegan
Paul, 1962. Harrington was not only a writer, but also a translator, Elizabethan courtier, and an early inventor of the
flush toilet. A footnote to his epilogue (on page 7) inexplicably states: “Such lips, such lettuce!” How | love a good
footnote! -ESP
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MOUJIKS AND THE BARINE, The [Bawdy Russian Folktale #4]

ABaron, dressed likejacka-dandy went one Sunday to mass. Whilst he was praying
to the Russiasod, amou;jik*® cameby, and sandingin front of him this son of a

Russiamlog?®l et fly a most fetid stench. “What a
Baron and he approached the peasant, and having first pulled out a silverfrainle
underhiscloak s ai d t o Hmoupk! Wds it yowwviho rhagle tleat terrible
stench?”

The moujik, seeing a ruble in the gentlem

Baron. The stink you so admuole&ame from mé.

“Al'l right, my friend, here is a ruble

The moujik took the moneyisspifilydessedBaiord t o
must greatly like that kind of smelmustgo to the church every Sunday and stand
alongsidehim,theneach timel fartl s hal |l get a rubl e.”

The mass being over, the faithful returned to their homes. The peasant went to his

0
i

neighbor, and told him his adventure. *“ Wel

will go to the church with you. The two of us will be able to naale/enworsestink,
and he will give ugothmo ney . ”

The next Sunday, theyent together to the masandplaced themselveslirectlyin
front of the Baron. Before longhe churchwasfilled from dirt floor to domed ceilingith

the most horribleyet honorablest ench. “Look her Byonmy chil dr

multi-ringed fingers pointingatt h e Wvas it yoyalong withyour mangylittle friend
here,who havefarted soexquisitel ”

G , S &¥eydesphdded irtight unison.

“ Ve r yAhemgl thank you, and | am sontyat | have no money with me at
present, but ahem you shall not lose thereby, nahildren When theHolymass is over,
dodine copiously, and thestutteryourselvesipto my housewhere you carfart away
And [l pay you fothem all,eachand-everysportinglittle one of them, alat2 y OS ® ¢

“Ver ymgBarandVe wi | | bot h ¢ dCasejustasreyuested” Gr ac e’

The service being finished, the moujiks went and dined, and after they had stuffed
themselvesven more than usual to ready theslvedor their tasktheyhurriedto the
Baron' Gastlee al t hough p e r'davafoshe @vihBagnhadimstead d n ' t
prepared for thema present of rods and sticksnd twigs & fatwoodJpon observing
throughhistelescopethe two peasantstaggeringabove the ridgeheheralded outo
them: dolly ahoy! My children!H @S & 2dz O2YS (G2 FI NIK¢E

“ Y e ¢” theydurst forth withan eageenthusiasm.

“Thank vy o uhanktydd? B firsy of all, my boys, you must take off your
clothes, for you aréhicklycovered, and your clothes would intercépeo d o r . 7

248 A Russian peasant with the traits of a Trickster.
249 Most likely a South Russian Osuapka.

20 |n actuality he would have said, “Cnacu6o, Cnacu6o, Cnacubo!”
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The mouijiks took off all they had on their bodiesnock waistcoat, trousers, and
shittThe hadn’ t anyhestbeWkked Broom madesksgn to Hisf .
servantsjnstantlythe visitors were seized, laid on the floor, received five hundred blows
of the stick ortheir bacls before theirheadshit the floor. It was with greaa difficulty
that the two peasants limgd achinglyhome And sadlyto increase their shaméhey got
started in such a hurmhat they nevereventhought of taking their clothes:39-41))

Footnoted to this story, and being its equal to the story being told?!, was the following:

rvThe first part of the short story recalls the noted plagtigtom, very popular in
Leghorn (in Ital{in Europe (Etc))where, when someone was heard to fart, he was told

“What a shame that we are no longer in the time of the plague; then, if you had produced such
loud and powerfully stinking farts before the Governor, you might have demanded from him —
in a flash, not even saying, ‘Er...Ah...Well...” — at least ten silvers.” ((1:265))

MOUNTAIN GOATS

“The mountain goat is an amazing animal. It farts and jumps from crag to crag, and from
precipice to precipice and then back to piss again. It has science baffled, as to whether the farts
make it jump, or the jumps make it fart!” ((125:68))

MOZART, WOLFGANG AMADEUS (1756-1791)

Mozart, like any good German [for example, see MARTIN LUTHERd HITLERwas obsessed, along
with the rest of his family, with anality and the solid consequences thereof. We, focusing only on
the airy broadcasting of such matters, will try to limit our discussion to such announcements.
But to set the stage, let me quote from a letter penned by Mozart’s mother and sent to her loving
husband sometime in 1777, when Mozart was twenty-one years old. In closing she writes:

Addio, ben midkeep well, my love. Into your mouthyausel’ | | s hove. Il  wi sh
night, my dear, but first@sggdsedpt i n your bed

Mozart would often proclaim similar sentiments in his own letters. So we shouldn’t be surprised
when Mozart writes to his female cousin:

My ass burns like fire. What could it mean? Perhaps some filth wants to come out, yes,

yesfilth, |l know you, see you, taste you.” The
write this letter, | heard something on the street. | stopped wrtthgot up—went to
t he wiandd.blwe. sound ceased. |l sat dobuwin again

had hardly written ten words when again | heard sometHiggt up agairandas | did,
| again heard a sound, this time quite faHbut | seemed to smell something slightly
burnt—and wherever | went, it smelt. When | looked out of the window, the smell

21 | am not sure to which story Slove is referring to here—there are so many stories swirling all around us by this
point in my novel.
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disappeared. When | looked back into the room, | again noticed it. In the end, Mamma
said to me: “1 bet that you have |l et one o
amcertaint hat y ou h a wahileholdisgher nasen sWesltled | t hought
see” So Ipropelledmy fingerinto my arse and thehuffetedto up undermy nose and

Ecce, provatum estt™Ma mma was r iqgvbhetsze-mbstner al | . "7

On Jan. 26, 1770, in a letter to his sister, he describes one particular ballet dancer as “a grotesco

. whenever he jumped let off a fart.” (9:vol1:163)) On December 3, 1777 he signs his letter
with “W. A. Mozart, who shits without a fart.”?® (@:voi2:596)). And for his final act, here is a
poem, written by Mozart for his mother, in a letter dated 31 January 1778. It begins, in Alan
Dundes’ rendition ((63:69)):

Madame Mutter! Madame Mother

Ich esse gerne Butter | like butter

Ich bin bei Leute nauch |l " m al so with people
Die tragen den Dreck im Bauch, who carry filth in their guts

Doch lassen sie ihn auch hinaus who also let it out

So wohl vor, als nach dem Schmaus. both before and after meals.

Gefurzt wird allzeit auf die Nacht Farting goes on all through the night

Und immer so, dass es brav dracht. And always so there is a crackling barrage.
Doch gestern war der flrze Koénig Yesterday came the king of farts

Dessen Furze reichen wie HOnig. whose farts smelled like honey.

But, as you will soon easily confirm, Emily Anderson translates the same poem, but with a much
sturdier finesse!

Oh, mother mine!

Butter is fine.

Praise and thanks be to Him,

We're alive and full of vim.

Through the world we dash.

Though we’ re rather short of <cash.
But we don’t find this provoking
And none of us are choking.

Besides, to people I"m tied

Who carry their muck inside

252 «“Behold, it has been proved!”

253 |e., without warning.
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And let it out, if they are able,

Both before and after table.

At night of farts there is no lack.

Which are let off, forsooth, with a powerful crack.

The king of farts came yesterday

Whose farts smelt sweeter than th@&y. [may=mayflower orhawthorn, genus Crataeguer

His voice, however, was no treat its blossom]
And he himself was in a heat.
Wel | now we’' ve been over a week away

And we’ve been shitting every day.

And on it goes just a bit more. Note how quickly he has moved from farting to his preferred
cadence of shitting. If interested, you can read the missing parts of the poem here: ((9:vol2:673-5)).
He “touchingly” concludes: “On Monday I will have the honor of embracing you and kissing
your hand, but before that I will already have shit in my pants.” Classic Mozart! He ends with an
encore in the form of a couplet:

Worms. Your faithful child,
With distemper wild.

Finally he signs the letter, arsewise, as //@ZQM

MYLICON-80
“FOR GAS DISTRESS — 12 CHEWABLE TABLETS,” Mylicon-80 (registered trademark) —
“also available in bottles of 100 and boxes of 48 tablets” — contains 80 mg. of simethicone
(hence, the “80”) and is manufactured and offered for sale to the public at large by the Stuart
Pharmaceutical Company. If you would like to write them a letter (I did!) you can obtain their
address right off of the package. Just make a quick visit to your local drugstore, and then —
you’ve done it! As I said, [ have written Stuart a letter, but, alas, nary a reply dost I receive.
Dear Stuart,

| have here before me your humorously packaged My#fb(registered trademark) and
plan to mention this product in my upcoming boBlgtulence Denied'his letter is an
attempt to learn more about Mylice80 (reg. etc.)

| am interested in learning about the inventor(s) of this productedlsas an explanation
of how the product actually does its jgfnecdotegelated to the discovery are of
especial integ st ...

I n addition, I am very intrigued by the pr
product’s description and advertising, and
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| promise that any information received will not be used as an opprobrium. It is not
necessary for me to reveal names. The book is meant to be accurate and complete in the
discussion of its subject. Yet because of the subject, its erudition unavoidably become
humorous.

| hope that you will not ignore this request for information, My letter is not meant as a
j oke..

0! YR 2y (GKS fSGGSN) 32S5Sa5s> o tolakomnder) K> o €

Sincerely yours,

E. Sloverombles

I now share with you a “found-poem” that I discovered on the backside of a Mylicon-80:

“Here’s how it works to relieve the pai
1. The gas that bothers you is wusually
2. Mylicon80 helps tdourstthese gas bubblemvay..s o t hat t he ga
more free to pass from your body.
3. Andso goes thg a s geeothepain

MYTHOLOGY
Indeed, farts have their place in the mythology of all cultures. Here is a sampling from
Thompson’s Motif-Index of Folk Literature: [See also FARTOLOGICAL MGINBEX

D 2063.5 Magic Discomfort: continued breaking wind.

G 93 Cannibal breaks wind as means of attack.

G 303.6.2.15.1 Devil causes boy to make noise of breaking wind after he has
stolen bushel of corn to pay for shoes

F 451.3.13.3 Dwarf breaks wind so hard he capsizes canoes.

G 269.21.1 Witches cause person to break wind in presence of others)
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Thinteenthv Tnterudle

1478-1535
57 years oldwhen he separated from his body.

Slove once again dipped his quill into  his inkwell of dreams. Thomas More

was still on his mind. T om was t horoughly immersed in the political life of his

time and, moving up the ranks , he was always well respected . But he remained
loyal to the Catholic church and always adamantly denied ever whipp ing those
Protestant heretics behind the thorny -red roses in his ever-forgiving Chelsea
Gardens . And h e never got any pleasure watching th ose traitorsto Our Lord
being placed upon the rack and tortured. He never even watched! '0 None of
that is true, 6dshleelpp omé Bublwedlid g#dmit |, just that one
time, to the beating of a feeble-minded man for pulling the skirts of women up

and over their heads while they were partaking in the Eucharist. Such a
beating was entir el youjhave tonefthe satne? Wha théncha 0 t
had the gall to snub Ann Boleyn at her coronation . Thomas did not deny that

she was queen, but there were some things that bothered him about the whole

affairand so he had decided he had better stay away rather than get himself

into some kind of jumble . But he realized , too late , that h e should have gone up
to her and said, well, something! Henry VIII was pissed . And not only that,

Henry was a crazy man!  So, long -story short, Thomas More was beheaded. Less

than a year latersowas AnnBoleyn , never to fart in.YQueends
live a full and complicated life and this is all anyone remembers? Slove
descended further into his worries and despair. What will people say about him

after he is, figuratively, beheaded?

1533-1592
59 years old when he died of quinsy.

Po you know what Michel de Montaigne once said? OWell, e s aNod, 0
wind serves him who addresses his voyage to
his art and his ambition were to live. Or maybe it amatenn, dhaybehti s
was his profession. Bute -nough of what he might odédve sdadi d. Tel
He philosophized, which is one of the reasons people listened to, wrote down
and then repeated some of the things he said. They made you think , those

thingshe mi g h tséd. &nd at times you even thought you understood for a
moment or two what it was he said . Butthen they dissipated , these
enlightenments of yours , in to the dank and darknes s. Michel popularized the
ESSA¥s a literary form. T h a toeghing he did. Not a totally genre -breaking bit
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of enterprise but interesting. He definitely gets points for that one. 254 But what

h e Geslly known foristhat Autobiography. | t 6s on S| Phusereasl | i st of
books, along with ninety -seven25> others fi and growing. Michel, oh Mikey, what

else have you done ? Have you ever done anything evil? Let us take a look. You

die of quinsy late one afternoon 25 and four -hundred and thirty years later

there is some guy farting at his computer i something you hav e ndue a

about i researching your life  story (note the emphasis on the reminder that it IS
just -a-story being told to you in  the novel promised -you on page-one, footnote -
one) . And yeah, you?o0rteneiwhrped hhumartioid s $ oke, but ,

being dead and all, do you really care? Life is hard to figure out and you gave it

a good shot with that ~ Autobiography | 6 m going to read someday.
anecdotes that you splash through out the telling of your miserable life, Michel,

in any other book, they all would have been relegated to the  bottom of the page

in a series of footnote s. But you , instead, boldly splashed them right where

they belong i smack! in the middle ofthe page!Now t hereds a real ach
and nothing to laugh and laugh about. But is it evil?

1561-1612
51 years old and then he just died.

His father was a poet and his mother was a gentlewoman who had seen the

Queen naked many -a-many times over. And she carried her Majteasahdy 0 s

plum pudding , both in the morning when the sun was shining , for her to eat

and again , atnight ,af t er t hey dve ddck oubirdoe the gosesoe d

(or portable toilet ). He was raised and grew up in the Royal Court where he

could do, say, and demand as he pleased. flarrington 257 was his name and he

liked , mostofall ,t o write naughtily. o0Whafohmhamwmaughty i
Read it to me again! 6 the Ladies of the Court all squealed. John ny, it has been

claimed, outdid Rabelais . Some say they even mi g h tséem bim make that old

writer of the grotesque  blush . John boldly tried to translate the first line , the

first few words at any rate,  of Ari o s t1616 ©Orlando Furioso ,258 hence he was

24 Slove and his penis laugh whenever they think of his being known for popularizing the essay. Ha! Ha-hal
255 Two Comments: (1) 97 (2) And this novel is one of the 97!

26 |t started with an inflammation of the throat. Then there was a large abscess around the tonsils. Finally it got
pretty ugly and you died miserably just before dinner. Neither Sléve nor his penis laughed one iota about that.

257 Who is the man never stood for a gadabout? Harrington, that’s me!

258 A poem of forty-six cantos that mixes realism and fantasy, humor and tragedy. Among the interpolated stories
within Don Quixote is a retelling of a tale from the poem’s Canto 43 regarding Orlando who tests the fidelity of his
wife for whom jealousy consumes him. To find a cure for Orlando's madness he flies up in Elijah’s flaming chariot
to the moon, where everything lost on Earth is to be found, including Orlando's wits. He brings farts back in a bottle
and sniffs them, thus restoring himself to sanity.
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banished from the Court. His sentence 0f or y2¥ Butthd Queen quickly
intervened . For by the time she her  twitchy eyes finally settled at the end of the
paragraph , she recognized his talent. He stood before Her Highnessa s she
decl ared: ORat her forgears,|mseadbanish winferthe

length of time it will take you to translate the entire epic p o e mlh& could
span from asingle daytoeternity , depending on Johnds willing
gumption . The likelihood that he would meet the challenge was small, but he
had to try it for the sake of the Virginal Queen. (Oh, her again! See Chapter
One, AEOLIAN CREPITATI®NXe Virgin Queene”) And after t aking the time |, first , to finally
master Latin, he then translated the entire book, not once, but twice , footnotes
and all. He was back at Court ! And then one day they found him dead, of
unknown causes, face down inthe mud , after years of many wonderful ly

daring deeds an d marvelous creations, and those outfits, and ac cessories in
which he identif ied 100% with everything about the Royal Court, the only

civilized Castle in all of Europe. Did you know they even had toilets that flush ed
at the Royal Court? He did that , for the sake of his mother, yes, he did that, Sir
John Harrington, Esq., inventor of the flush toilet.

259 Which is not a sentence at all but a prepositional phrase.
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Chapter 14: “N o (7 Naughty Entries)

Naughty N had so many N’s she didn’t know what to do. To find out just how many she deeided to count them. She found
a pattern between the N’s and the dollar sign: $. Here is how mang N’s therg wereg when she finished counting them all:
54,661. 1Ind thg number of §’s, found gvery oneg in a whilg, is 19. The pattern discovered is that after the duthor uses
2877 N’s he has to put in a dollar sign. That’s ong of the rulgs by which hg must abide. It is an underlging theme of the
novel.

NAD

A Sanskrit term signifying “music heard from no apparent source;” it is a phenomenon that
frequently occurs in both mysticism and fartology. The “music of the spheres” which played a
role in the early science of Pythagoras, and later in Kepler, appears to be related.

NASR, SHAYKH (19"-century)

Immortalized as the “Eastern Scrogin,” Shaykh Nasr was a Governor of Bushire in Arabia during

the last century. He is mentioned thus, without any more biographical details, in a more-than-

spectacular footnote by Sir Richard Burton. It may be surmise that Burton was referring to

Sheikh Nasr Al-Madhkur, an 18™-century leader, but this is only conjecture. | am uncertain what

a “Scrogin” is, either. Here, in the present text, Shaykh Nasr is remembered for anecdotal tales

exemplifying his “fame for facetious blackguardism.” It seems that he gloried in entertaining his

guests with “man-cannons” (Adami-top). Burton gives us a picture of the utterly atrocious

behavior he was privy to and allowed:
A greybeard slave was dragged in blaspheming and struggling with all his strength. He
was presently placed on all fours and firmly held by the extremities; hisdosgrs
were let down and a dozen peppercorns were insestedqo: the target was a sheet of
white paper held at a reasonable distance; thee was liby providinga pinch of
cayennegpepperinto the nostrilsof the grey beargthe expectedsneezs powerfully
propelled, outwardly and with some great fortieg “grapeshot p e p p engargong n s
t he s | av anosso. ltwaswpoh dalcuhaigon oi¢ number obrown smudges left
upon thepristinewhite targetpaperthat decided the betsi3é:volume x:235-6))
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NEW CECILIA ‘Whoever has heard of St Gingo? %
by THOMAS LOVEREDDOEZESQ.

Thomas Lovell Beddoesas ayoungman.

Titmouse: How shall | believe such things?

Mandrake: How you can: but believe, or thou shall be made an example of like St
%AF? MDH@AK J=DA; Ly *AKL LG @=J D=?=F< 9F< LJ=
Cecilia, most musically melancholy. 8" =9 L @AK ( =KL GGC pKANS

Whilst the urbane and genial R. H. Barham was entertaining British society Tith

Lay of St Gengulphuhkis troubled and unfulfilled contemporary, the poet Thomas
LovellBeddoes was also inspired to celebrate the Saint in verse. The earliest known
version of this poem, entitled’he New Ceciljappears in a letter dated 13th May 1837
written by Beddoes, in Zurich, to Thomas Forbes KelsallLetter 41of his published
correspondence.

Having noted that the hills were covered with snow, and the temperature 6°F, he
writes to his friend:

My fingers are now so cold that | must put them into my pockets and sing you a very
objectionable piece of foolery, enough to ruin the reputation of any one, who wishes to
introduce his writings into good society DDGFK¢ ' LBK 9 KH9JCDAF?
out of the golden Legendand extracted from Chap V of the Ivory Gadelesser
DionysiacsYes, this will comprisey new book

[After giving a version of the poem, Beddoes continu&$t stuffButl shall not give
you any more extracts, for fear of spoiling your appetite for the promised laughable
mouse in toto.

260 1t should be pointed out here that this is the only entry in Fizzles Galore! that has nothing to do, whatsoever, with
farts or farting. -ESHON, and also, it is plagiarized, in its entirely, even down to the font sizes, from somewhere off the Internet. It was
written (or composed) by the tenacious and scholarly Paul Trenchard. If the FBI or Gestapo, whatever it is called when you finally get to this
point in the novel, breaks into your books looking for stolen Paul Trenchard writings, here’s what you do in order to remain alive and free: move
your cursor just to the left side of the word “NEW” in the entry’s main heading. You’ll see an otherwise invisible little black triangle pointing in
your direction. Click on that and you and the entire entry disappears! Try it now for practice.)
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The projected workThe Ivory Gataever achieved publication, and only survives in a
fragmentary state perhaps theonly state it ever existed inThe poem, however, was

KM: K=1 M=FLDQ AF; GIJHGJ9L=< AFLG = *<@B3= KA= KEM
Book (published posthumously) where it is attributed to the charactdomunculus

Mandrakg, a fictional character inside a fictional work.

2@= HG=E AK FGL AF =lfnet Bssthemwhps@Bhd Bonstart J A K L A ;
use of perversely improbable rhyme8 widow/did do, inviting ale/nightingaleand of
unexpectedenjambementg® make it clear that this is a parody of the style of
the Ingoldsby Legendgrompted, as the subject matter suggests, by the publication of

9 J @3& AfIst Gengulphus the spring of 1837Unlike Barham however, who
coyly modifies the nature of the punishment inflictéGF L @= 19AFLAK OA>-=
makes this the chief feature of the poem.

The following text is based on thatlot revealedin Letter 41 but some readings, and
the whole of the sixth stanza (which is lacking in the letter) are from the version
in Peath’s Jest Book.

The New Ceciliae

Whoever has heard of St. Gingo
must know that the gipsy,
he married, was tipsy

every night of her life with old stinga:

and, after the death of St. Gingo,
the wonders, he did do,
his infidel widow

denied with unladylike lingod

| H9J; =D G> FGFK=FK= LG?=L@=JNA &b

261 Enjambements—I do not know what it means but here are three examples (also plagiarized) that happen to be the
perfect things for this particular moment in this thrilling novel.

1. The poem's dynamic owes much to the use of the tercet form and the recurrent use of enjambement,
driving the reader on from one stanza to the next.

2. Those expecting the eccentric enjambement and biting wordplay of this artist will be disappointed.

3. Even when | was a boy at school a lot of time was spent studying dactyls, spondees iambs, meter,
scansion, caesura and enjambement in more languages than English.

262 «pytt-putt-putt pa-p-putt!”
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tossedGingo a fige and a feather endt
|l &= FG EGJ= ;9F OGJC OGF<=1
than a clysterpipe ¢thunder

orlsingapsamwithmfg =L @=J =F<gA

As she spoke it, her breakfast beginning on
a tankard of homebrewed inviting ale,

Lo! the part she was sitting & sinning on
struck the 100th psalmup like a nightingale.

Loud as birds in an Indian forest, or
a mystic memnonian marbléin

the desert at daybreak, that chorister
breathed forth its Aolian warbling:

That creature seraphic and spherical,

her firmament, kept up its clerical
thanksgivings, until she did aged die,

cooing and praising and chirping, alert in

her petticoats, swungjust like a curtain
let down on the tail of a Traged??

Therefore, Ladies, repent & be sedulous
in praising your lords, lesiah-well a day!
a judgement befall the incredulous,
& their latter ends melt intanelody.
Lyrics composeftom the inkwells ofhomas Lovell Beddoé$8035 1849)

FOONOTES

a) Ceciliad The title is an allusion to the patron saint of music

b) Stingoa strong ale

c¢)fig 8 An insulting gesture, more widely practiced southern Europe, made with the

fist and the thumb.

d) feather end An insulting upward gesture made with a quill pen, the tip (feather

end) of which characteristically parts in the form of a V. In the absence of a quill pen, a
similar effect can be achieved with two fingers.

e) clysterpiped An instrument for administerindoouillon pointu.[i.e., sharp broth or enema]

f) struck the hundredth psalm upLater alteredtooKLJ M; C L @= GD< @MF<J =-
g)* GM< 9K : AJ <K A FLater@tered toFLike\p&dphiainGd Anieticdn GJ €
>GJ=KLdb GJC

263 Well, maybe there was a fart or two | had forgotten about. -EsP
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h) memnonian marble The northernmost of the two celebrated colossi which
Amenophis IR**at Luxor was credited with oracular powers and reputed to sing at
dawn. The emperor Hadriag®was favored with three occurrences of this
phenomenonintheyear13@ @9L O9K 9 DGF? LAE= 97?GH
j) Petticoats swung The grammar is ambiguous at this point in both versions of the
poem.But it does remind me of something Thomas More, tHe@= 9 <philodophéy,
once told me. Hencewas obliged to punish somait-wit who was pulling the dresses
of fine ladies up and over their heads during the Eucharist every Sunday morning. He
the nit-wit, was selective regarding whose dress he chose to lift, too. And it somehow
became+ G J jpBdput a stop to itSlévewished he could have seerhat! The

uplifting of all those dresses, iha! That Thomas was quite the wit, sang of course.

“ANEW & NEEDFUL TREATISE OF WIND OFFENDING MANS BODY”

This being William Roland MD’s translation of Jean
Feyens’ Latin work De Flatibus (see pictured cover for
full title and provocative drawing). Note that Jean also
went by the Latin name Joannis Fieni. He died in 1585 but
his birthdate is unknown. This particular copy of his work
was printed posthumously in 1589 in Heidelberg: “In
Officina Sanctandreana.” It is 216 pages in length. The
copy pictured at your left can be found at Harvard’s
Historical Medical Library. | looked online to discover that
no one has yet reviewed it. You can be the first. Latin isn’t
what it used to be. But as | scanned through it to see if |
could find any more of those “provocative” doodlings
(alas, there were no more for my weary eyes to look upon)
I noticed that someone had diligently gone through the
Latin. Many, many pages were marked up with
underlining and penciling! Good for them.

We will have to content ourselves with Dr. Roland’s
translation, entitled A New and Needful Treatise of Wind
Offending Man s Body in which is described the Nature,
Causes, and Symptoms of Wind. Together with Its Speedy
and easy Remedy. It was printed in London “for Benjamin
Billingsley, at the Sign of the Printing-Press, in the Piazzo, of the Royal Exchange, over against
Popes-head-Alley in Cornhill, 1676.”

264 The ancient King of Egypt whose reign lasted from 1390 BCE to 1353 BCE. He married a girl named Tiy and
together the two of them brutally attacked the Land of Nubia. They also liked to hunt and collect scarabs together.

265 | e., Publius Aelius Hadrianus (b.76 - d.138), where Aelius obvious refers to Aeolus, the King of Winds, and the
Arab name Had ‘ri Anas needs no further explanation. He died at the age of 62 and is presently rolling over,
churning in his muddy grave.
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Having read the book, aloud and firmly, I will now record for your delight the most entertaining
and amusing quotations.?®

NNN — THE SEMEBIOGRAPHICAL SKETCHES OF Professor E. Slove Prambles

As | recall, it was my second-grade teacher, Mrs. Lytle, who used to have a problem with
controlling her farting while attending to the task of educating her students. This embarrassed her
greatly and so she made attempts to camouflage her rather indecorous behavior by shouting
above the attentive little heads of ‘her children’ 8V¥ ¢ ¢ p W  ehch afid evely|tirhe ghexfeit

it imperative to do so. At those instances each of us sitting upon the steel dusted floor before her
would take up the cheer to help drown out the sound of her intrepid infraction while secretly
gladdened by its intrusion upon the continuance of our lessons. Alas, there was little she could do
about the smell, yet never once did we let on to her that we knew well what her all her patriotism
was really all about.

One day our lesson involved a new vocabulary word. The new word was “definitely.” Miss
Lytle asked us to put the new word into a sentence. Each of our tiny hands immediately got to
work scribbling eloquent little sentences with our stout-sized, yellow bulbous pencils. When the
last bantam maneuver finally fell forlorn from the fervent fingered fictions thus created, handfuls
of these same fingers shot into the air, flagrantly waving to and fro, and back to to again, eager to
be singled-out and chosen to read aloud the sentence we just composed.

“I got it! I got it!”” was jubilantly emitted from nice, proper and smart, little Sally Jones whose
short arms were gyrating all about with confidence. And as usual, it was she who was chosen to
read aloud. “The grass is definitely green!” She enunciated each syllable with a Shirley Temple
efficiency.

Our dear Miss Lytle moved her head from side to side. “No, the grass is not definitely green.
When it gets burned by the sun, it turns brown, and when it is covered by snow, why, it’s white!”
At the time I never noticed anything awkward with Miss Lytle’s infallible-like explanations. “So
the grass is not definitely green,” she concluded.

Other hands immediately shot up. “Oh me, teacher, me, me!” the hands cried.

“Billy?”

“The sky is definitely blue.”

Again, the head before the class moved from side to side. “No, Billy. The sky is not definitely
blue.”

Well, I could contain myself no longer. The two smartest kids in the class had both given their
answers and they had both been proven wrong. But during these dialogs between teacher and
student my mind, raging with activity, had pounced upon the perfect answer. Indeed! Forget the
answer | had already entered into my young scholar’s notebook. What | had clearly created since
| had last pushed lead across paper in such an erroneous way, was the very verse that would not

266 Slgve wishes his readers to know that he continues to search for “the most entertaining and amusing quotations.”
He just hasn’t found any yet.
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only give a precise deciphering of the word “definitely” but would definitely push me back yet
another row towards the back of the room — that is, if | were not sitting behind the last row
already.

As usual, the other students were now shy about giving up their prepared sentences. If Sally
and Billy had erred, surely they too had been misguided. My hand was the only living thing
occupying the space between the top of our heads and the cracked ceiling a hundred miles above.
My hand remained there, hovering, floating like a permanent fixture in the coordinates of
vibrating space. Miss Lytle had no other choice but to choose me. A damp, anticipatory dread
filled her voice as she asked for my sentence. She knew too well my propensity for embarrassing
her into stymieing situations that her teaching courses had not prepared her for. It filled her with
apprehension. Sweat began to bead upon her upper lip; her nose began to run. She flicked it
away with a ruler. So it was with careful caution and an unruly reluctance that she murmuringly
whispered, “Slove?”

“Ah-hem! Before I read my sentence, teacher, may I pursue a question of my own?”

Alas, she should have said, “No!,” but instead she replied with a drawn out, “Yess-s...”

“Teacher, do farts have lumps?”

“Well, umm.” Do seven-year-olds realize when a teacher is stammering?

| asked my question again. It was imperative to the success of my endeavor that my question
be answered. “Miss Lytle, look here. Do farts have lumps? A simple yes or no will do!”

As expected, when confronted with the unknown, Miss Lytle’s mind went totally blank and
switched the functioning of her body to auto-control. Her empty carcass just went along for the
ride.

“Neg-a-tive, | mean no!” she spluttered the computerlike response of her bio-transistors.
“Farts-do-not-have-lumps.” The syllables were metered out in staccato spurts.

a Wp ¢ ¢ p wshouted dfoud. Roorg ghsel:hered. Instead, an ominous and stately

silence settled in and draped itself onto the classroom. And deep in that cavern of soundlessness |
uttered my marvelous and perfectly correct response: “Then I have definitely shit my pants.”2%’

Dinner discussion that night revolved around my answer to the day’s lesson. My mother was
reprimanding me as to all aspects of the incident. “Furthermore,” she was saying, “I’ve told you
before, if you have to let a fart at school — or any other public place, for that matter, — tilt your
body some and let them slide out!”

| attempted to do just that during our dessert that very night. Reaching for another Nonnenfurz
pastry the matter became urgently pressed upon me. Again, though, the result once again was
either a lumpy fart or a rather concrete turd, you couldn’t split the difference between the two. |
reached into my pants to find out for sure and pulled out the answer. Exhibiting it to both my
parents I said, “Whoa! Here’s one of your ‘sliders’, Mom!”268

The very next day in school one of the kids sitting in front of me had to urinate. She raised her
hand and said unexpectedly and in a rather nonchalant manner, “Teacher, I gotta use the
bathroom, or I’m gonna piss in my pants!”

267 ((Informant:LindaLytle 9-17-81@8:34 PM & 128V2:863))

268 ((128V2:864))
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Miss Lytle calmly responded “Listen, Sandra, when you have to be excused to go to the
restroom and you have to do something like that, just raise one finger and say, ‘I’ve got to do
number one.”

So Sandra said, “Okay, teacher,” raised one finger and explained, “I gotta go number one.”

“Very good, Sandra, you’re excused.”

During this exchange I had meanwhile let out two loud gas explosions that were laconically
ignored by our Miss Lytle. The explosions were in response to each mention of the number one
during the above dialog. It was a new game | had thought up to amuse myself during my boring
days at school. I called it “Pass a Number, Any Number” and that was how many gas explosions
| would pop. Whenever a number was mentioned in the course of a day, that was exactly the
number of farts | strived to create on the spot, as they say. Such posterior gymnastics amazed my
fellow students but the teachers were never much impressed. My favorite time of the day was
arithmetic lessons — that was a real challenge and | really had a time of it seeing if I could keep
up with all those numbers flying everywhere.

A moment or two later, Freddy, a guy in the third row, raised his hand.

“Yes, Freddy?”

“Teacher, teacher, excuse me, but I gotta shit!”

Miss Lytle looked tired. “Listen, Freddy, now look, if you have to do something like that, you
raise up two fingers and tell me you’ve got to go number two.”

I listened to this and said, “Boop-boop!” twice.

But Billy complied to the new rule and was excused to use the restroom. | repeated myself
from the back of the room: “Boop-boop!” one more time.

I then began to squirm wildly in my seat. Miss Lytle could see me squirming but she was
doing her best to ignore me. | squirmed some more and gained the attention of some of the kids
sitting in the seats right in front of me. | then decided to squirm even more and | was even able to
enhanced the nature of my squirming by allowing little squirming sounds to slobber out of my
pinched-up ass. When I finally gained success in gaining the attention of all my classmates, Miss
Lytle could no longer contain her composure. She just had to succumb to my squirming! By that
time she didn’t have any choice.

“For Heaven’s sake, SIove!” I must have been contagious. She was beginning to squirm some
herself. “What is wrong with you?”

“On, teacher, please teacher, hurry!” | exclaimed. | did my best to appear agitated. | did my
best tg;;onvey the high intensity of my emergency. “You gotta give me a number. Quick! | gotta
fart!”

Somehow the second hand had crawled along its long circular voyage again and again and
finally our arithmetic lesson was now upon us. The teacher was putting a string of numbers
across the board. Turning about she asked the class, “Zero from one leaves how much?”

Somebody answered “one” and I let go of a good one — “boop!”

Did I notice an annoyed glance, gimlet eyes I have heard them called, shooting out from the
eyes of the teacher Miss Lytle and ricocheting off the back wall to pierce the profundity of my
persistent podex? Pow! What power in such a glance! First the glance, and then, “Now, class,
how much is one plus one?”

269 ((55:#512A&B))
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“I know, teacher,” cried Tammy. “It’s two!”

I said “boop-boop, ” and I didn’t even open my mouth.

“And how much is two plus one?” the question flew out rapidly and the answer was there just
as quick, following in its wake: “Three!”

I yawned and while gently patting my pouting bubbly-mouth | said, “boop-boop-boop.” | was
in good form and doin’ all right.

“Slove!” Miss Lytle was red in the face and screaming. She could stand it no more. “I will
see you here, AFTER SCHOOL!” And then | was told to leave the room. “Now!”

“After school,” that is, at the appointed hour, | cautiously re-entered the room. Miss Lytle was
sitting, demurely sitting, on top of her desk. She was deep in conversation with a man | learned
later was the goatlike school psychologist. As | entered | accidentally nudged against the door. It
creaked slightly, just enough to cause both adults to turn their attention towards me. They eyed
me furtively. | hardly moved a muscle.

The man coughed. Then he got right to the point. He sniffed and said, “One!”

| farted.

“Two!”

Easy. | farted twice. No challenge at all.

“I don’t know,” then said the man, stroking his graying goatee. This is a puzzle.” His eyes
went blank, then sparkled and then went blank again. Suddenly, they began to shine through the
thick glass resting on the base of his fat, bulbous nose, the one with the bulging red pimple at the
end of its tremulous tip.?”° He laughed and turned to Miss Lytle.

“Oh! I know how to catch him,” he spoke excitedly, “I know how to break him out of this!”

“He peered back in my direction. No smiles now. He looked at me as though I was something
that belonged at the bottom of a microscope lens. He sniffed. His nostrils hardened and made a
whistling sound when he breath and he breathed a lot in that classroom that day. More than me
and Mrs. Lytle together. If you listened carefully you could hear the clear tone of a B-flat
hovering below the solid hum of a middle C coming from that nose.

“One,” he said blandly.

Once again I gave the expected response I said, “Boop,” just as blandly.

“Two.”

| farted two times.

A pause. Then, “Two-and-a-half!”

“Two-and-a-half????” The syllables screamed themselves in my head. My eyes went blank.
The world melted before me. I could barely discern a sardonic cackle being issued forth from a
reddening and pimple-popped nose which was aggressively filling the room. There was no way
to escape that laugher. As my mind began descending into darkness I could only perceive the
tears streaming across the water-sparkled cheeks of Miss Lytle and the cachinnation of The Man
whose nose did terrify. And which kind of these tears are they? Tears of merriment or tears of
joy? My body began to slide downwards towards the floor. And just before my pimple-strewn
ass met the ground with a crash, I heard it say, “Boop-boop-shhi...” After which, I knew not.?"*

270 Apex nasi.

211 ((55:#514))
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NONNENFURZ

This German fritter is probably identical to the French pet-de-nonne = “nun’s fart,” as the
translation of each into English is the same. The citizens of Germany, when ingredients prove
scarce, must then refer to them, in the diminutive form, as Nonenflirzchen or the “nun’s fartlet.”

In pursuit of an accurate recipe for these pastries, the closest | was able to come was found in an
anonymous letter printed in Reinhold Aman’s Maledicta in which the writer claimed that “nun’s
farts” are equivalent to “apple fritters.” Perhaps, but as we shall learn elsewhere (see PETDE
NONNE that the cream or jam fillings can vary. Yet another source describes these dainties as “a
shortbread biscuit (with rosewater as the distinguishing ingredient)” (63:108)) While wondering
about the etymology of the French term [again see PETDENONNE, the same writer suggested that
“one could surmise that if, heaven forbid, a nun were to break wind, that it would be as light,
airy, and delicate as this popular French [and German!!] dessert.” It warrants speculation as to
the varieties of unique and quiet flavorings as well. ((126:425 & 171:257))

NYDORF, ROY (1952- )

Roy is an American visual artist. Originally from Long Island, he has resided most of his adult
life in Oak Ridge, North Carolina. His paintings have found a home in the Smithsonian
American Art Museum, the Hirshhorn Museum and Sculpture Garden, the Honolulu Academy of
Arts, Nelson-Atkins Museum of Art, Weatherspoon Art Museum and the Yale University Art
Gallery. He is professor emeritus at Guilford College (Greensboro, NC) where he taught art
starting in 1978. In the late fall of 1998 he took time out of his busy schedule to create the
following drawing for the novel. Notice his ability to fart through his penis, a trick that Sléve is
still trying to perfect in the laboratory.
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Fowleentiv Tntelude

Raven is for cawing.

‘Fr I day Oydegmg ana dark and snowy night , the thirteenth of the

month , and | hear a raven crowing, just outside ourdoor. OWhods there?c
silence sits on the other side afcrowingat door w
oCaw! Caw!o6 Scratching at his balls Sl°ve sit

surroundings are slightly askew. Has this ever happened to him before?
Perhaps not so dr as.tonadaysb wéry IBng &go,ttrert & ¢
noticeable difference in how everything looked, felt, smelt, and in general there

was a mar ked change i n S| °vedeserythiegr exteeqmdl i on o f
to him. It was as though everything outside was out there looking back in and

making weird and potentially dangerous sugges
what it all meant but he was going to have to find out. Whether he wanted to or

not. OFirst st ep, ¢Gdtoeooteadnlparticyar, whichis | ai m

generallythe normas f ar as Sdt8 getoutpblesd! @

P is for pissing.

He's out of bed and pissing in a plastic bottle. Such is the life of a famous

Fartologist! No one should ever covet a life where 0 n e @ustidian fate is to

awaken , day after day, to the looming Concordance . He has recently had

dreams, Sl°ve has, where he gets stuck on the
P6s, regardless of the pee business, of neces
do once he is out of bed. Then he dons his clothes and lumbers down the

cobwebbed hallway, container of pee juice in hand, headed towards the

Porcelain God to empty his wastewaters into the harrowing bowl, rinse the

now -empty jug in the ringwormed tub, and take it back down the hall from

whence it came so that it will be available when he needs it the next time ,

which he will, in the middle of the night. Then he opens the curtains , if he

hasndt done,andsaunterr saraodhe kitchen to take his medicine, two

tabs of charcoal, one Mylicon -80 (registered trademark) chewable tablet and a

handfulof Dr . Ko st egasiPdls, dtert which he ambles back out of the

kitchen and back to the bathroom where  he brushes his remaining six teeth

and pops in his false ones. 0Some great farto
particular, particularly not himself as he strols back to the kitchen.

people dondot mupakeabf dmnmnfef on some future quantu
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says regretting what he had done on his own computer to Michel, Thomas and
John , those three musketeers from the previous Interlude . And with  that
remorseful thought flitting around his mind, Sléve was finally able to attend to

the brewing of his  first cup of black -and-orange okra for the day.

T is for drinking.

@omehow, he canot remember how, but SI °ve he

and is brewing water for the tea. Black -and-Orange Okra tea, with a dashing of

salted powdered walnuts. Sléve has a book to write and he  wants to write it

today and thereis no better time for writ ing it than immediately following that

last sip a his now -lukewarm morning tea. Then b ack to the grinder. Tire to the

wheel. Boat out of water! i all of that type of stuff and rubbish. Just a jumble of

words under some obscure heading . Put them in the right orde
make you King. Put them in the order that you prefer and they ignore them

although they shine like the stars in the heavenly orb surrounding us. After all,

my tea -sipping reader, thisis  just one jewel of a story ina larger than real,

make -believe novel. But S| 6vedoesn 8t have the ti mereadpa write,
novel. The Concordance must progress, expand, putter evenwhen 1t candt r 1
but putter none the less,a nd puffitselfup and up until it says whatit  does

and does what it says . And mostly i t theslatter with regardsto S| ° vrneoéts

recent alteration in his  ability [see Raven is for Cawido perceive the skews between

the nexis fabre, an essence he has yet to define. Slove takes that last sip of

okra and is b ack to the good work, the  righteous work , well before midmorning

He leaves the courageous D reamwork of Fartology for the night, thattime when

theraven caws. Heds been cawing t hriSldvghas, buh ashal phabet
ploug hs through the letters H B N, he has been moving at a steady jaunt. And

so, with the wind in his face, and his fundamentt railing behind, he is ready

with the sun peering through his laboratory south window, to plow through

those ominous O 8, ®eginning, his feather newly sharpened and well dipped,

without a single mention of the  conspicuously missingword fuck, hi s 00de t o (A
ofthe Other)Four-Let t ers Words. o
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Chapter 15: “@” (9 Odious Entries)

The loathsomge and abhorregnt O’s—how mangy of thgsg arg there? 61,365—that’s how mangy. There’s not much morg to
say about thgsg O’s. The upperease and lowgreasg both 100k gractly alike, only the smaller ong is half the size of the big
ong. Ind like the zgro, of which therg arg 780,2 therg’s not much to them. Zileh! That /s a lot of O’s though. You have to
rgspect that.

ODE TO THE FOUR LETTER WORDS

Conspicuously leaving out the one “four-letter” word of which the great Sagarin once
proclaimed: “[It] reigns supreme, unchallenged in its preeminence, it sits upon a throne, an
absolute monarch, unafraid of any princely offspring still unborn, and by its subjects it is hated,
feared, revered and loved, known by all and recognized by none. When one refers to a four-
lettered word, all other words of four letters fade from the language.” ((190:136-7)) The unknown
author of the Ode has instead confined his laudations exclusively to the excretory quadruplets.
The poem also expounds upon all three states of matter (gaseous, liquid and solid) but, alas, only
the opening and third stanzas (of which there are only four) are given here. The others are worth
looking up — especially for the listing of colorful euphemisms used to replace the more vulgar ---
-and ----.

ODE TO THE FOUR LETTER WORDS

Banish the use of the four letter words

Whose meanings are never obscure

The Anglos and Saxons, those bawdy old birds,
Were vulgar obscene arhpure.

But cherish the use of the weltkeed phrase,

That never quite says what you mean;

You'd better Hypocrkenwwaysyn f or your
Than as vulgar, impure, or obscene.

When your dinners are hearty with onion and beans,
With garlic and claret and bacon and greens;

Your bowels get busy distilling a gas,

ThatNature insists be permitted to pass.

You are very polite, and try to exhale,

Without noise or odor (you frequently fail);
Expecting a zephyr, you usually start,

For even a deafer would call it &- -. ((145:48))

272 There are actually 781 zeros, but, whenever | try to state that there are 781, it reduces back to being only 780 of
them. Do you see why? There are some things in fartology that cannot be made precise.
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OLD FART

See POPE PAULThe phrase “old fart” was first uttered circa. 1934, but it was used to describe an
old, worthless person, of which examples abound. Afrikaans, incidentally, would say, “he’s an
old pdep,” instead. ((105:161))

OLD MAN VENT
Being an anecdote recorded in Dan Sabbath’s End Product:

“ Ol d Wdrd muris a television repair shop near apartment. | was in there last year
checkingmy tubes when he threw the counter door open and pushed me aside with his
cane, creaking briskly to the street, at the curb he started striking the pavement with the

cane. " Cxane, o@dame IOUT! " &lightlyorovandnlaerpausedas Be n't
if time had ceased, then suddenlyeved, bowing further toward the grountCome

out. Coorkrout now, damnit.” He poked hitsedgcane i n
Passerby stopped. A circle formed. “I1t is com

shoutedtriumphantly The crowl —there must have been ten of ugpushed closer

toward the gutter to see what he was digging. Just then a policeman wedged his way in,
tapped old Man Veron the shoulder, and asked him if he were feeling OK. The codger
erupted in a spluttery, sulfurous fatft | war ned you,” he shouted
hi s ctaldyeu.it wdulld come out ((188:214-5))

ONE CHEEK SNEAK

This term does not refer to the closed-mouth belch wherein gas is stored on either the left or right
side of the oral cavity and is more often than not sent back for reprocessing. Instead it refers to
the lower form, by which a slight elevation of one buttock, never two in this case, yet the lazy
fartician is allowed to initiate a mere ‘tilt.” Generally such elevation is offered by a helping hand
SO as to ease out the accumulated posterior flatus. This is a “sneak” not due to one’s attempt to
do this surreptitiously, but instead because the method supposedly assures noiselessness. Yet,
observe the warning given under the heading SLIDER®&hich cautions how such practices can
occasionally misfire. (informant:MichaelBrown)

ONE-O-THREE IN THE MORNING

It is in Richard Brautigan’s The Pill versus The Springhill Mine Disaster (1968) that we learn
this little known fact about the bouquet of early morning flatulence.
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December 30

At 1:03 in the morning a fart
smells like a marriage between
an avocado and a fish heat

ONE SUIT OUT

Fart games are not played as predominantly as they once were. Rarely do you see a couple, or
trice, of children engaged in a round of instructively constructed card games such as Salvo of
Farts ((173coken: Bk1ch22)) Of, Luther’s favorite, Fart ‘em Away ((173Raffel: Bk1Ch22)). Nor any
longer do | observed two boys, or girls for that matter, bristling with youthful energy, engaged
together in such as manner as to suspect them of playing One Suit Out. We let Rabelais describe
the action:

A strenuous tussle @ne Suit Oybr C | NIi K A a$ Sbome€df @ Salled it as children,
had nothing to do with a coin but was rather what happened when two lads, locked in an

embrace top against bottom, rolled down
legs?’*wi t h somewhat dr Retagaddawhichdesaines & ssund.of a n d
rectal scorn mad eFilping.vs:ecdreskiameo)u t h ; ... and

ON FLATULENCE AND ITS SUCCESSFUL TREATMENT BY A NOVEL USE OF
CHARCOAL?"®

To provide you with the essential taste and smell of this nine-page treatment, here, in its full
entirety, is the first of those nine pages, nothing more.

273 Richard Brautigan, “The Pill versus the Springhill Mine Disaster” San Francisco: Four Seasons Foundation,
1968. Pg. 32

274 «“There they played, at flusse, ... at bum to buss or nose in breech...at filipping.” ((173 Urquhart: : Bk1Ch22))

275 Name of an article reprinted from the Medical Mirror, Vol. 11, No. XVIII.
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But it starts to get really good on the next page when he reveals himself to be the first inventor of
the whoopee cushion [see WHOOPEE CUSHIOSo, for your delight, here’s more:

To test the matter, | tried the following experiment:

A distensibléndiarubber bagone inch and threguarters in diameter, when filled,
the sides being onwventieth of an inch thick, was introduced into another bag of the
same dimensions. A stapckwas adapted to the inside bag, and both were then forcibly
distended with carbonic acid introduced into the inner bag until the outer one measured
three inches and twahirds in diameter, when escape of the gas was prevented by
turning the cock. The gas was thus, by the elasticity of the bags, sultgeaterich
higher pressure than any ever likely to be steadily exerted upon the contents of the
gastraintestinal tube As we heard a storm approachirg toutside bag waguickly
removed by cutting, when, allowing for its thickness, the diameter of the sphere was
found not to have enlarged an appreciable degreélere the removal of the outer bag
represented a sudden relaxation of the gastric muscular force, and supposing the original
pressure to have been only equal to what may occur in the stomachdaggto the
theory in questionexpansiorof the gas was to bexpectedBut as no change resulted, |
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infer that no pressure can possibly be exerted on the gases in the alimentary cavities
sufficient to produce by its withdrawal the phenomena of rédr&nd sudderflatus.?’®

Well I have suddenly realized, somehow or other, that I, through my blundering forgetfulness,
forgot to give you the Great One’s name. His name is drthur lsgared, M®, M.R.L.{., Senior
Physician to the Great Northern Hospital, and Physician to the Royal Infirmary for the Diseases
of the Chest. And, of course, genius creator of manmade, but only in the safe confines of the
serious scientist’s laboratory, farts, (i.e., flatus).

ONIONS [Bawdy Russian Folktale #5]

There was once a tailor who possessed a magicAsrgpon as he put it on his finger
his tooF’” acquired arextraordinarydevelopment. He chanced to be working 4had y * s
house, and, as he wawvearygay andatherfacetious kind of a man, when he went to
sleep, he always neglected to cover his genital padghat explains whié Lady

remarked that he had aveb'igtool and“being desirous” s he t ofmastidgl y sai d
the power of suchaweapbs he cal l ed the tailor into her
“commit fornication with me?”

“ Wh y Madam?There isonlyonecondition. You must not fart! If you fart, you
must give me three hundred rubles.”

“ Ve r yln that dade,will not-fart!”  groreised And so hey went to bed, and
the lady took every precaution possible to prevent farting during the copul8tdore
she got into bedlee hadordered henWomanin-Waitingto fetch a large onioand then
to stuff it up her. a darse,sand to hold ih there with both hands. These instructions
were exactlyfollowed, but at the first assault the tailor made on the lady, the onion was
violently expelled and struck thgomanin-Waitingwith such force that it killed her
instantly,stonedead! The lady lost the three hundred rubdesl her maid The tailor
pocketed the money, and setfdd return homre with tender thoughtsolling aboutn

the clovered confines ¢fis headallper t ai ning to the ad7ernoon
5))

OY GEVALT! [Bawdy Czechoslovakian Tale #2]

“Telling how, by a quaint conceit, a Jew justified his filching of his betrothed’s virginity prior to,
their marriage...”

278 |, e., farts. This great man has created farts in the laboratory! How can he not be a household name? Do you
know his name? You better look it up!

277 His penis, that is, which at the moment has only an ordinary development.
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Tellsthistale the story ofAvramij a manwho was a prosperous middéged Jevof
Chelci’®and a woman of his own racgere shortly to be married, albeit their
betrothal had been protracte@ver a period of quite some yeapending the time
when Avramij were riglenough to feel that he couldifford a secondwife. And now that
the date set for their nuptials waat last so close to hand, on a Sunday went that Jew to
the home of Zsusana, hdslicioushydelightful,intendedbride.

And he saidtohef: Co me t o d a ydelwiougdwel,mgdelightiypearl, and
togetherwe will inspect the very fine and costly new house which | have had built to give
you for a wedding presentve might as well do that since today is a holiday and | can
make no more money bAndthen hmeefinallyistopped talkingmy s h o p

So she got herself ready and kept him comp&hs. did this because he would soon
be her husband.

The building already had been completed and most of the shiny new furniture was
lasciviouslynoved in, ready fodampoccupancyMeanwhile thosetwo had been
wandering over the premises for some tinkerhaps it was due to thgiroximity, and
maybe just byhe fact that,they, being secludednd all alonghere in the house, no one
might disturb their billingor theircooing..all this just swirling around v r a mi j ’
Sowith all the persuasiveness he could command, he set himself to indistedeyed
virgin to experiment a little with the pleasures that he assured her viouetdiately
become a fixed habit after their marriadgut ourZsusana, hogver, was abashed and
timid, and she raisethnumerablevirtuousobjectionsto his everympassioneglea She
pushedresisting even his caresses with a fortitude little short of the miraculous.

G! 56> | @NeYpebfested coyly, “you know very
anything |ike that yet .. and besides it 1is

h
v

s hea

[
ot her within a scant two weeKksshauldtnytebe whi c
good, if you can now, because alwdys ve pr omtilsa&td Imydeddye my
the wedding night."”

But Avramij waslOTto be denied, and-to tell you all the absolute truth the
sumptuous Zsusana, for all her lucid and reasonable arguments against the maximum
familiarity he besoughsheherselfwasconsiderabt worked up by that time. Hence
when all was said and dorietranspired after, what was really just @ouplemo me n t
hesitancythat she finally, caved in.

As the crucial instant approachedipne in the isolated, neduilt house Avramij
became so wild and inconsiderate that the damsel was startled into one of those
noisome gas explosions to which the harassed human body is occasionally given, and
which, once they have broken through, seem to putrefy the air of an entire room.

& hgevalH sputtered the sweating and panting Awigas hisshrinkingnostrils
reluctantly took in what had haltepqlthat wed . “Zs

S

278 Chelcic is an imaginary place. You are at liberty to imagine this land in any way you desire. Yes, it is that kind of
novel!
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di dn’ t wai t umodw !l whevo we'ekes ma romiweutd . That \
YSOSNI KI @S (@stikdiy I ye gl @ HE

Figteenthy Tntetlude

In the Laboratory

(see Charcoal Excerpts for Reference: Footnote #234)

Sl6ve has been able to spend time on three different project s. All three are

lab projects, you know,  projects, possibly an experiment or maybe a prototype,

like when <rthur leared invented the Whoopee®, those kinds of things. Tonight

Slove is working on the problem of the burning fart. 279 He was experimenting

on how to extract the burn from the burning and just leave thei  -n-g.

Apparentlythei -n-g di dndét burn and t tvawasaitarsThet he | deal
sting and burn came from the carbonic acid being splattered a Ing the anal

edges, like ocean waves crashing upon the rocks along the shore. It was also

due to exposure to the very rare sulphuretted hydrogen , not even one part per

thousand . And itwashere wher e S| °veds expeentisoue Rarfeel acui t
wasndt qu exadotly, ssharcarbonicacid was, andhehadndt a c¢cl ue wh
to look for that sp oradic sulphuretted -stuff. He thought , instead, if he had just

thought about it a little bit harder or, maybe, just  a little -bit more. Maybe then

his genius would emerge! And as he  began his lonely journey into his sporadic

thoughts, he simultaneously closed his each eye, and was, soon, very soon,

asleep.

Fart Juice.

Slsve felt bad that h e -negdastinighhbiutthe has o slawvlye t he i

comet o realize that evesangtbirgsBatdf the k nead scientists at
the local University would only listen to him and perform the critical
experiments, al t ho kngv-howendkrowledgettheyt have

279 Not to be confused with the actual burning (as active verb) of farts, but the burning sensation experienced along
the mucous membranes of the pectinate line, across the anal verge, as potent flatus passes by.
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acquired,hehasa certain sense of what is true and wh
been wrong yet, so far, anyway. | f he could locate some distensible India -

Rubber and a devise that will cut through all that distensibility, he would be  in

business. But, having  only the genius but without the means, he perceives that

he is everything priced to go, lowest prices in town. Once the distensible rubber

is cut, it should be easytosew thepieces i nt o a bags. tagdsithait need t
isfi an inner one and one that will fit, snuggly, o ver that one. One of them, the

inner one he thinks, gets a stop  -cock, which is similar to the cock you pee with,

but i triost he s ame. | t s t h rtlErds inidiancetere Bhe a miger t wo

bag, not the cock! SI 6ve tries to remember what he learned from Professor

Learer, his ph.D. advisor at MsIQ. O0The escape of the gas is prevented by the

turning of the cock, this way and that, so the gas can become thus due to the
elasticity of the bags, 6,shdulduonlybecohe ttwefitieth get t o
of an inch thick or the experiment womnot worKk
even any fart juice , asitis knownin all the fartological journals , oi f subjecte
a much higher pressure, higher than would ever be likely to be steadily exerted

upon, 6 uwhat The bag, or bags, o rthe distance between the two, which

must be maintained, or else. Or else what? Sl6ve is now starting to panic! He

candt r emember whsadkndawto sucsesstully proceed aoh to the

end of the experiment & to that happy place where the fart juice is. If he could

only remember his own  past discoveries fi thiswould beeasy then.But it wonodt
be easy unless he beginsto really putinthe work. And doing the work meant
going back to the beginning, back to the drawing board, starting from scratch,

giving ita restart and do -over, a bit of renewal and even more of a reprise .. He
finally hadto learn it, and learnit well, learnit so that he could make a
difference in the world of fartology and finally win some renown some of his
own well-deserved renown . But as our humble Slove begins to,  seriously,
contemplate his fate, he thinks h e @first, just have that smart glass of fart
juice and rest his lolling eyes. Then as one-eye follows the -other in its
downward , negatively -signed, slope, he is soon, very -fast, asleep , and possibly
dreaming of fart juice, and Fluffie, and his always -delightful Wonder.

Dreams of Death.

palo, or as he was introduced that fateless day, by our fawning and

unknowing host , “Palomitas de Maiz, the Iconic Popcornologist, 0 was telling me

about the problems he was having about getting the popcorn, giant kernels of

popcorn the size of watermelon by then, to pop while it was falling after being

released by high flyingamid -306s Cessna Ai,whoalhedbeen.myPal o
friend since we both attended that famous Mad Scientist Institute of Quackery,

is a dog, the same kind as Mr. Peabody, another famous  dog professor | know
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personally. Although he use to pretend to be anignorantdog  to get away with
pissingon peopl e h e Paoiwdanti@etsmartestkdeg,I ever knew. He fl ew
that Cessna like a cat! Fearless  he flew as he scratche d through the powder

blue sky, dropping those watermelon -sized popcorn kernels with only 38  .2% of
them popping as they should. The others were destroying gardens and killing

small pets whenever they hit them just so. The whole town was now always
looking up into the sky to avoid getting hit by one of them. oWhat 6s up?06 too
on a whole new meaning in the rural communities of Western, New York. One,
infact, j ust gl azed t he s ionthae dayfhe vehttowisitdalo witke a d
a likely brew of fart -juice -ignitor glaze. Getting glaze-bonked on the side of the
head is what gave Slove the ideas on how to get Palo what he needed. The two

of them had been quite productive during the time they had known one
another, before the Great Disaster ha  d spoiled everything , for all humanity , all
those years ago , which left nothing behind except for some remnants of

peopl eds. diHe aens u | d nénbughpfartguiceifore allof Pal o0ds needs.
And so t hey began to bring in good money , enough to pay expenses, anyway

Publi cations were getting accepted everywhere. They , the adventurous Palo and

Sléve, were getting recognized, even on the sidewalks of Geneseo, New York. I

even hear there was a book written about us and what happened back then.

Palo was deemed exempt from local leash laws everywhere and unlike other

dogs, he picked up hisown  poop. And although SI 6ve still had wanted to get a

head st art ,hemuietlyh sat tHe@ s instead, inthe quiet lab, just
reminiscing, thinking about t hethgsabygone and of
daysi her buttocks, toofi before the days she became arobot , until his eyes,

one closed and the other not quite open, fell into a deep, thoughtless, slumber,

where he dreamed that he had died.
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KK ) )
Chapter 16: “PN(BO Pristine Entries)

dlthough the P’s have the most gntrigs, by far, theg do not comprise the largest proportion of Igtters having only
1.7565498 % of the total, or 12,561 of them. l.ots of gntrigs yet relatively little support for the interweaving of the novel as
a wholg. Theg word PUCR, by the wagy, oceurs in this novel, used gither as a noun or a verb, pluralized or conjugated, 33
timgs—morg than gou’d think it would in a book mostly about farts.

PARADOX IN PRAISE OF FARTING

Here is an anonymous poem, first published in Dublin, Ireland in 1723. It often goes by the
“title” A Paradox—The Best Perfume. Or, A Paradox in Praise of Farting. It consists of a single
page, twenty-eight lines, two-hundred eight words. It states the word fart eleven times, but fizzle
only once.

| sing the praises of a fart.

That | may do’t by rules of art,

| will invoke no deity,

But butter’ d®peas and furmity

When Virgil’s gnat, and Ovid’' s fl ea,
And Homer ' ' s thedaygs strive for

There is no reason in my mind,

That a brave fart should come behind

Music is but a fart that’s sent
From thewindyguts of an instrument:

The scholar but farts when he gains

Learningwithcratk ng of hi s brai ns ..

And to learn the abstracting art,

What does he get by’'t? Not a fart.
The soldier makes his foes to run

With but the farting of a gun;

That' s i f he make the bullet whistl e,
Else it’s no.better than a fizzl e
They are but farts, the words we say,

Words are but wind, and so are they.

Applause is but a fart, the crude

Blast of the fickle multituzl

Hand clappingommencesbut bye and by,

Sincefart-like they are they breatheandthen die.

So ake vhat | sg, takeit in good part,

BORdzNNAGEE oFa I RAAK 2F 4KSHG 062AfSR Ay YAt FyR a8l3a2y8R gAldK OAyYy
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If not just remember, tarenot a fart.

Yet whenthe windpicksup,
mixingwell the deathrain,

'Tis but fars-in-the-syrup,
fizzling with methanea(i4:1))

PEANUT BUTTER AND JELLY

“Peanut butter and jelly,
Makes them smelly!?”

“Clam chowder
Ma k e s t h e mfornhardPetitecierchio) ”

PEELE, GEORGE (1556-1596)

George Peele was an Elizabethan dramatist and ne’er-do-well (so claims Legman) who was said
to be short-legged, dark complected, red haired, and squinting like his father. An English
jestbook had this to say about him:

George was upset with some | ady at a bangqu
to take the Capon, George sitting by her, yerks out a huge fart, which made all the

company in a maze, one looking upon the other, yet they knew if came that way. Peace,
guoth George, and jogs her elbow, | will say it was I. At which all the Company fell into

huge laughter, shee into a fretting fury, vowing never she should sleep quietly till she was

revenged of George his wrong done unto her
((128v2:859))

Here is what Sir George, a well-known London Gentleman who was, on rare occasion, a student
at Oxford, actually said on what happens to be at the very end of the very last paragraph of the
last story found in his The Merry Conceited Jests of George Peele, first printed in1607281,
whereupon he finally took his opportunity to be the first and only writer to use the phrase:
“Yerks me out a huge fart!”

How George Served a Gentleworffaithe finalsentences) George kindly entertains
her, and being seated, he desires her to reach him the capon that stood by her, and he

281 There is an earlier edition but it is undated. (In Stationers' Registers, 14th December 1605 ((Arber IIL. 308)), is the
entry : —"ffrauncis ffawkner. Entred for his copie under the handes of the wardens A booke called the Jestes of
George Peele || .... yj&.”

282 «See Thorns' Anecdotes and Traditions, p. 23 ((Camden S01)) A portion of the story is there told of Sir John
Heydon (died 1479; his mother’s name was Jane) and the Lady Cary." — Carew Hazlitt. It is here that Lady Cary
teases Sir John on his fashion choices and he one-ups her with “Hold you contented, good Madame, for if it were not
for Printing and Painting, your face and my breech would soon be out of fashion." Touché!
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would be so bold as to carve for his mon&sy/she put out her arm to take the capon,
George sitting by heyerks me oua huge fartwhichamazedall the companyOne

guest wadooking upon the other, yet they knewcame bywayof the gentlewoman
“Peace, quoth Georgewhilejoggingher on the elbow*| will saytwas me& At which all
the company fell into a huge laughtérK I =  &K$h& intda fréting furyThe
Gentlewomarvowed that nevershe should sleep quiettigl she was revenged of George
for thewrong done unto herAnd, so, in a great chse, she &ft their company-ike an
angry fart from a indignantgnat?83

PEOPLE
People, over the millions of years of occupying the earth, have changed little, as Kurt Vonnegut
laughingly assures us at the end of Chapter 36 of his 1985 novel Galapagos.
People still laugh about as much as they ever did, despite their shrunken brains. If a
bunch of them are lying around on a beach, and one of them farts, everybody else laughs

and laughs, just as people would have done a million yeargiagWonnegut’s Galapagos
[1985], page 204))

PEPPERMINT WATER

Practitioners of herbal medicine claim that a strong cup of peppermint water—also known as the
saturated aqueous solution of peppermint oil, wherein the peppermint oil content is 0.05%
(ml/ml), and thus prepared by boiling peppermint leaves in enraged water, then steeping,
straining and cooling the solution—can “ease symptoms associated with excess gas. 23

PERD
The always scholarly Joseph T. Shipley has waxed here upon a fart, or as he prefers, a perd.?®
Some of it is new, much of it is entered elsewhere in this work. But | always enjoy the
seriousness such scholars attempt to bring to the topic, a seriousness | sometimes mimic. | think
it’s funny to do so! The entire entry from his Origins of English Words (1984) is presented here.
The footnotes are all mine.
perd: fart. No less than three imitative roots are assigned to this word: the act was once
as unrestrained as among (at least the pre~-Communist) Chinese the uninhibited belch,

283 From the 2" Volume of The Works of John Peele. Edinburg & London: Ballantyne Press: 1888, page 404.
“Seven hundred and fifty copies of this Edition have been yerked out and the type distributed ; viz. — Four hundred
copies for the English Market, and three hundred and fifty for America. No more will be published! ” (Emphases
added.) -EsP

284 As with all herbal remedies, consult your physician before using peppermint water.

285 Playing the game “word ladder” see if you can change the word PERD to the word FART by changing one letter
at a time. It can be done in three steps.
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a sign to a host that one has enjoyed one’s dinner. From the root peis, via Gc286, come
feist, tizgig, fizzle. From the root pezd, perhaps pediculosis, of the foul-smelling insect;
but see /us.#57 Via Fr?88 perdrix, parfridge, from the whir of its sudden flight. Pefard,
from the loud noise; as in Hamlet, iii, “the engineer Hoist with his own petard.” Fr, pef;
Gc, fart.

Even the “divine” Sarah Bernhardt paled during the 1899 vogue of Joseph Pujol, the
“petomane” whose musical expulsions of anal wind captivated society; as the famous
diseuse Yvette Guilbert reported, “The laughter and hysterical screams could be heard a
hundred yards from the Moulin Rouge.” Pujol’s biography was translated into English
in 1976, and eight producers vied for the motion-picture rights.289 His “art,” however,
is old; in A.D. 430 St. Augustine wrote, in The City of God, xiv, 24: “There are those
that can break wind backward so artfully you would think they sang.” Juan Luis Vives,
tutor to Henry VIII’s daughter Mary, in his commentary on that work, mentions a
German at the court of Maximilian (ca. 1500) “that could rehearse any song
whatsoever with his tail.”?9° razz, shortened from raspberry, is a Cockney rhyming
slang, the full rhyming expression—the Cockney usually does not give the rhyme—
being raspberry tart.??! Eric Partridge, in Shakespeare’s Bawdy (1947, 1968), tells us
that this is the sound in Hamlet’s mind when he taunts Polinius: “Bzz, bzz” (sounded
bts, as czar was earlier and is sometimes still spelled, and sounded, £zar).

Oddly, what in English is called a Spooner or Spoonerism, in French is contrepet, the
instance, and confrepeterie?? the practice: transferring initial letters or syllables so as
to make other, and often risqué, sense. Thus Rabelais turned femme folle 4 la messe to
femme mole 4 Ia fesse: foolish woman at the mass; woman with the flaccid ass. 4
Beaumonte le vicomte became 4 beau con le vit montfe.

The most notable farfin English literature is that of Chaucer’s The Miller’s Tale. In
her husband’s absence, Nicholas is lying with fair Alison, when a clerk, Absalom, comes
and begs for a kiss. Alison in the dark night, comes to the window — and squats.
Absalom, leaving, reflects that a woman has no beard; he comes vengefully back with a
red-hot poker and begs for one more kiss:

This Nicholas had risen for to pisse . . .
And up the window he did hastily
And out her ers he putteth prively

286 Gc = Germanic

287 \Where lus = louse

288 Fr = French

289 See also pPuJoifor more details.

2%0 See also ST. AUGUSTINE, VIVES, & EMPEROR CLAUDIUS.

291 See also entries at RASPBERRY, RAZZERS & DISGUSTING MENUS.

292 Shipley seems to have missed the origin of the Fr term contrepéterie which literally translated yields “cross-
farting.” See SPOONERISM.
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Over the buttock, to the hauncHzone.

And therewith spoke this clerk, this Absalon:

“Spek, swete brid, |l not not where thou
This Nicholas anon let flee a fart

As great as it had been a thunetant,

That with the stroke he was almosblent;

And he was ready with his iron hote,

And Nicholas amid the ars he sméte.

The victim’s anguish cry betrayed the adulterous lovers. More expulsive anecdotes are
recorded under windin my Scholar’s Glossary of Sex (1968), published under the
name Roy Goliard. And among the many images of love, perhaps none is more
eccentric and borborygmus than the Cavalier quatrain:

Love is a fart

Of every heart;

It pains a man when ‘“tis kept cl ose,
And others doth ofend when ‘tis |let 1o

—composed by Suckling, who also invented the game of cribbage, but worthy of
Donne, who in 1635 seized upon 7he FHea:

Mark but this flea, and mark in this

How little that which thou denyst me is:

It sucked me first, and now sucks thee,
And in this flea our two bloods mingled be;
Thou knowst that this cannot be said

A sin, nor shame, nor loss of maidenhead.

He pictures her “purpling” her nail by killing it, and ends:

Just so much honor, when thou yieldst to me,
Will waste, as this flea’s death took |

History does not record whether this poem by the royal chaplain and Dean of St. Paul’s
achieved its purpose.295 ((201:310-11))

293 For much more see CHAUCER.

2% By Sir John Suckling from his “Love’s Offense” written in 1646. This was new to me! It is quoted by Dr. Samuel
Johnson under the entry “fart” in his two-volumed (20 pounds, 2300 pages, 42,773 entries) Dictionary of Modern
English (1755). See suCKLIN®r the entire poem.

2% Nor do | understand why Shipley quotes it here, for it has nothing (I think) to do with the subject at hand.
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PET DAIRY PRODUCTS
“Interlingual taboo” designates words that look or sound offensive in some language other than
its own. Now imagine the embarrassment of the PET Dairy Products Company when they began

to market their product in French-speaking Quebec, Canada. Condensed farts in a can, anyone?
((7:150))

PET-DE-LOUP
This is French for “wolf’s fart.” It is used to refer to an absent-minded professor and can be used
in polite language without apology. ((2o4:31))

PET-EN-GUEUTE

This is the French way of saying “fart-in-the-face.” It is included here because of my conviction
that many readers will at some time in their lives find themselves in a situation for which the
exclamation of this French phrase will be appropriate. My own time came upon writing this
entry. ((128v2:935))

While sitting in jail for saying there is no God and then masturbating into a church, the Marquis
de Sade was busy with his own quill writing a comic epic?®® where he attempted to appease
himself for his sins by being as gross and unbecoming as possible. It was during this time that
the Marquis fantasized about playing the game of “pet-en-gueute.”

Once the guestwere seated at théable, and having by means of some drug or other
stuffed bowels of all the subjects, men and women, with an abundance ofamthdpw
that supperwas overwe played the game dffart-in-the-faced thedinner guests and |
allfour of us, two men and two very young woméay back upoour couchesour heads
raised, andone by onethe members of the household stepped up to deliver their farts
into our waiting mouths Duclos the statisticianwas requested to do the counting and
mark down the score©f the servantshere were thirtysix—hence thirtysixfarters
against only four swallowerSonsequentlyhere weresome of usvho received as many
as one hundred and fifty fe>°’

2% The book quoted here is his infamous 120 Days of Sodom. This occurred on playful day number 25. The sun was
fully down by then with a rather dull sunset rapidly disappearing, as had the fireball sun moments earlier. Later,
everyone, both guests and servants, were treated to peppermint water and pumpernickel bread.

297 Unfortunately we are not told who the winner was, nor how many farts in the face he or she received that blustery
night.
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PET FART® *Refillable

“Thi s cont ai n erequirereeats of the Fedgral dFartsCommessios. Please
send for unsolicited endorsements from Senators and other glittering personalities who
now find Pet Fart to be a daily necessity.

It is a cold cream jar, without any cream. That’s all. When opened a handwritten note is found
enclosed, It reads: “Oops! You let it out!” The jar comes in a black box with a white ribbon
painted upon it, It looks rather elegant. Written on the box is the following:

“Do you recall that one most glorious phen
But where is it now? Floating somewhere, lost, forgotten, sad? But now there is PET

FART! A home away from home for those ‘spe
the most power f ul bl ast . PERFECT FOR GUEST

Pet Fart® Copyright 1979 Four Kids Novelty Co.
9 Comet Lane
Massapequa, NY 11758 $2.99

Only don’t write them thinking that you are going to be able to find out more about their product.
I already did and I never got them to answer me. Oh well... They’ll probably send you their
empty cold-cream jar in a box, though, if you send them a check.

As I already cordially informed “Four Kids,” an interesting note is the fact that pet in French
means “fart.” Thus we discover the formula

Pet Fart = Fart?

PETOMANIAC
This term is used to describe a person who farts a great deal. For an interesting discussion of this
see FREQUENCX petomaniac is sometimes merely referred to as a farter. (Personal communication)

PETOPHONE

A petophone is any devise that is used to produce the sound of farting — other than the anus, that

is. Allow me to quote Dr. Carlyle F. MacIntyre’s That Immortal Garland (M.S. 1942), page 1:
“1f Reginald had been @édtophomewhicihle conldhavted have
used I n conversation. Gallantly he coul d h
l adyship, and tubse:ssd) (Ske alsdwvHODHEE AusHDN A i t .~ 7
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PETS DE NONNE

These French soufflé fritters are made with choux pastry. After the fritters have been dried and
drained, they are filled with various creams or jams. They should be made to approximate the
size of walnuts.

Their invention is credited to an anonymous nun of the abbey of Marmonfier along the Loire.
And although it is known that “soupirs de nonne” (= nun’s sigh) was derived to evade the lower

form “pet de nonne” (= nun’s fart), the derivation of the latter term is unknown.
((75:333 & 202@pet)

PHEROMONE

An odor secreted by an individual that influences the behavior of another individual by
stimulating a physiological or behavioral response from other animals of the same species is
called a “pheromone.” ((220))

PINCH-FART

The Freudian connection of feces = money in dream-lore extends itself to the fart when one
realizes that a “pinch-fart” is selfishly hoarding his farts and money to live up to the niggardly
miser he most assuredly is. As a colloquialism from the 16" to 17"-centuries, | shall squeeze out
nary an additional remark. ((154:631))

PISTUM FARTUM

Thomas Dekker (1572-1632) was a versatile and prolific writer of many dramas, poems and
pamphlets. He collaborated with Ben Jonson and John Marston. He spent seven difficult years in
King’s Bet Prison due to a forty pound debt to his father. He said that the horrible experience
caused his hair to turn white. Perhaps it was there that he met George Wilkins (1576-1618).
George was a true criminal, working in London’s Cow-Cross area. He was a thug, often present
in court where he was charged with thievery and acts of violence — especially against women. He
ran a brothel and acted as their pimp. Influenced by his friends Tommy Dekker and Willie
Shakespeare, he wrote, among numerous pamphlets and a novel, two Jacobian plays. He and
Thomas Dekker also compiled the quick money-making jestbook Jests to Make You Merry
(1607) which continues “with the conjuring up of Cock VVatt (the Walking Spirit of Newgate) to
tell tales, unto which is added, the miserie of a prison, and a prisoner. (1607)

Here is a short excerpt of that book where we learn the true meaning of pistum fartum.

A mad country Parsanvited a groupf his friends to the eating of a tithe pig and some
other good cheerOne of the guests brought along with him a Puritan, which sect the
Parson never could abide. And, having carved once or twice to the rest, at length he
called aloud in Latin to the Puritan (for he took him to be a schetausehe went all

black)a | Sdzi R2YAYS> @Aad (dz O2YSRSNEB ¢ dzNRdzY >
LJA & ( dzY A Which ttieYothér, blessing himself to think that a Churchman should
utter such filthy words (ase construed them)ngrilyrose fromhis seat at the tabland
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indignantlydeparted all the whilereproving the Parson fdnis being, in his own words,
“ deastlyand unmannerlChristian The truth béng, by Turdumthe Parsormeant a
black bird that stood on the board, Bartuma pudding, and bgistum fartum a pan
puddi ng t Afeertsuck tontfamlkriesyd both the Parson and hisiigts friends
had some difficulties, in keeping back, their frolicking giggteste-7))

For fun | put the Latin phrase “Heus domine, vis tu comedere Turdum, vis tu comdere Fartum,
vis tu comedere pistum Fartum ™ into an 2020 online translator and it spit back the English
sentence, “Hey sir, do you want to eat a thrush? Do you want to eat a sandwich? Do you want to
eat a pistachio sandwich?” A funny language, that Latin!

POLYESTER

Polyester (1981) was a movie starring Tab Hunter and “Devine” and directed by John Waters. It
was somewhat unusual in that it had a scratch-and-sniff card able to incorporate ten odors into
his artistic palette. It was advertised with the claim that it will “blow your nose!” The following
letter reveals why this was of interest to the practicing fartologist.

Dear John Waters,

| recently experienced your odoramic muttedia extravaganZ@olyesterVery amusing,
haha-ha! My initial reason for viewing your new-piéce went beyond mere
entertainment | attendedonlydue to the fact that | amesearchingny new book
Flatulence Deniedfou segl am a fartologist (in théheoretical realm only) and this is
what fartologists do. My firgart book entitled Fee! Fie! Foe! Fundealt exclusively
upon the topic of farts and farting. In it there is contained everytyhinmeed to know

about the subject except one thing: alas, there is no mention of your new movie. But no

need to fret, for Volume Two will rectify that as welinsortalizeyou as dartician in
your own right. Volume Twwill alsoincorporatemany anecdotes. Perhaps you would

care to share a few that deal with the fartological concern and may have come up in the

making of your movi e..

The real purpose of this letter, though, is to gain information about the more singular
creation of ODOR #2 on the odoramic card. Who created the odor? Would | be able to

obtain his or her address to acquire data on this obscureddr@atology directly? | am
interested in relevant biographic data on the inventor as well as the history of the

invention and any anecdotes therewnid so forth Whatever help you can give me with
this will be greatly appreciated.

Yours truly,

E. Sloverombles
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Note: A film or a play in which scents or sprays are used to create a realistic effect is referred to
as a smelly. This term was coined around 1958. ((154:1281))

The 1959 movie Behind the Great Wall by the Italian film-maker Carlo Lizzani offered a
cinematic tour of China during which odors were pumped into New York City’s DeMille theatre
“through ceiling vents of an air-conditioning device that is called AromaRama. They are merely
synthetic smells that occasionally befit what one is viewing, but more often they confuse the
atmosphere,” writes the NY Times reviewer at the time (Bosley Crowther, in fact). “The artistic
benefit of it is here demonstrated to be nil ... while the flow of sensation from the ‘smell track’ is
highly irregular... In between the suffusions of odors, the air in the theatre is cleared by a
purifying treatment that itself leaves a sticky sweet smell, which tends to become upsetting.”
Crowther informs us, within this same review, that a ““ similar perfuming of a theatre was done in
connection with the song An Orange Grove in California in the Music Box Revue of 1923.”
Crowther further reveals to us that “when this viewer emerged from the theatre, he happily filled
his lungs with that lovely fume-laden New York ozone. It never has smelled so good. Perhaps we
should note, for the record, that AromaRama is not to be confused with Smellovision, yet another
device for providing a motion picture with scents. Smellovision is to be released by Mike Todd
Jr. in January in connection with his new film, Scent of Mystery. But here is not the place to go
into a long history of smell in the theater as nowhere else was the essence des flatulence so
utilized as in Polyester. ((52:51))

POOP

“Poop” is used as both a verb and a noun. Less elegant than the equivalent poupe, this short blast
or toot was defined in 1721 (Bailey) as “a breaking of wind backward, softly.” Its use continues
today but merely as a replacement of the less-colorful generic fart. It is also used as a euphemism
for defecation, but that is for another study, other than fartology.

POOPMOBILES

See SPARROW FARTS

“POO-POO” CUSHIONS
This is the same thing as a “petophone”. See PETOPHONE

POOR MAN’S PIANO

Mel Brooks with tell ya... “With a full plate of beans fit under one’s jeans, it is anyone who can
play the piana.” The “poor man’s pian0” is equivalent to a meal of beans, and the piano concerto
that follows approximately four hours later is due to the wind thus generated inside the bowels.
Mel Brooks’ movie Blazing Saddles (1974) took advantage of the poor man’s piano where in one
important scene he “had a rough cut, and maybe | had 16 farts. Things didn't get exciting until
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the fourth or fifth one, and the laughter began to diminish around the twelfth fart, so | said, ‘OK,
cut it off at 12.” 1 did it kind of systematically. | do a lot of homework."

POOR ROBIN

We discover in “The Delectable History of Poor Robin, the Merry Saddler of Walden,” a
chapbook written in 1680 by the prolific William Winstanley (1628-1698) in which he shews
“many merry passages of his life, of harmless mirth, to lengthen delight, and strive away
melancholy. Printed for J. Conyers, bookseller, at the Sign of the Black Raven in Fetter-Lane,
near Holborn.” A later edition included the word “delectable” in the title description. Some
unknown reader angrily crossed that word out and supplied, scribbled hastily above, the
alternative “damnable” to replace it. The following story, “How poor Robin kist his Wifes Back-
Side instead of her Mouth, ” is the most likely reason for making that hurried and not
unwarranted scribble!

Poor Robin having been out very | ate one n
mistook himself, ante bounced into his beithe feet-insteadof-the-head of it Once

settled inhe beganremembering hovearlier that day, hehy his ill husbandrhe had

offended higillowyWife. In an attempto appease her anger he fallsunknowingly

kissing her posterior8ut he is kissing themmagining it has been her MoutBut finding

the platform bigger tha his face, he asks her the question“* Ar e you feeling
You’' re not Aesiyaurkheeksa w e ? '$hé foranswerreturns him a Foist

Towhich made him to ask her agdinAr e y o u my dea® For youjpreatH |

stinks ! "herélypon she burstout in a very great laughteihat shelet fly such a crack,

that the grains flevall about his faceFinallygettingit Poor Robinkereupon in a great

rage turned himselfonto the other sideand said with a stern defiancé/ou beastly

whore (quoth he) must you spit in my face, e v i | hi msel f shoal | kis
ki ss vy dRoor&Rgbathiemfell into a deep and dreamless sleepe:284))

POPE PAUL
An example of an “0ld fart.” (Personal communication)

POSTERIOR FLATUS
A synonym for the noun fart. It takes the word “flatus” and gives it both location and direction.
(See FLATUB

PRESIDENT ROOSEVELT
See final comment under the entry FART
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PRIVY?%® FAULT
A. S. Neill, founder of the Summerhill School in England, confessed in his autobiography that he
had a “privy fault.” As a preface to divulging his own such fault he described one of a different
kind:
| have a-angxpressigpossilytaken from Concreve where a lord remarks,
to a guest, referring to the pretty maid w
she f art s —alovelynway of bettayng pis relationship with the m@iatz:314))
Neill’s own privy fault was not that of nocturnal emissions (that’s the right term, isn’t it?),
instead Neill’s privy fault was the anger he secretly held inside whenever he was publicly
corrected. Fortunately, he also stated that he was never thus effected if corrections or criticisms
were relegated to print.

Therefore, to calmly correct Mr. Neill, the expression “privy fault” thus defined is not from
Congreve. It is revealed on page 103 of A. Reynold Morse’s The Limerick ((145)) that the
witticism is Ben Jonson’s. Here, | think; is a relevant limerick:

There was a young lady nam@kinner

Who dreamt that her lover was in her.

She woke with a start

And let a loud fart

Which was followed by luncheondadinner.((145:136))

Oh dear! A late Note: Mr. Morse needs correcting, too. The pretty maid’s privy fault is really a
creation of Jonson’s contemporary Thomas Dekker?®® (1572-1632)! It is recorded in his
Shoemaker’s Holiday (produced in 1599) Act 11, Scene 3. Eyre the Shoemaker makes the remark
about Cicely Bumtricket, a servant.

PUJOL, JOSEPH (1857-1945)
Joseph Pujol was that wonderful man known better as “Le Petomane.” He could fart at will as
long and as loud as he pleased, so he devoted his life to it: he became an artist.

2% Dear Readers, privy has more than one meaning. For a fun story outside this novel, find, list, define, and provide
a sentence for each meaning of privy, for homework, due Monday! For extra-credit, find multiple meanings for the
word fault, as in “privy fault”. The newly added entry we’ll call MULTIPLE MEANINGS.

299 An old friend!
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The stories of how he discovered his gift while swimming, of how he could impress his friends
and how they encouraged him to enter into the theater, of how he got sued for farting freely and
many more true tales can all be found in a delightful little book entitled, Le Petomane, his
definitive biography, penned by his eldest son Louis-Baptiste Pujol. ((148))

Rather than attempt to print the entire book here, I have chosen only two passages; the first being
a recollection of a fellow performer, a singer who used his ordinary voice, Yvette Guilbert; the
second being a fantasy written about Le Petomane in 1893 by E. Grenet-Dancourt.

At the Moulin Rouge | (Guilbert) heard the most extraordinary outbursts of laughter, the
hilarity was at times almost hysterical. This is how it started. One day Zidler was visited by
a sad, pale faced man who told him he was
become the talk of Paris.

“A what is your gift?”
“Well, you see sir,” his visitor explained

“Oh! Yes?” Zidler said icontinhedasifbeonlerda deadpa
professor giving instruction.

“You see, simhel mgtaaoausyi shat bucan open an

“So what ?"”

“So thanks to this providential function |
gi ven..

“What’'s that?” said Zidler. “You drink thr
went on ceremoniously.

“A |l arge basin of water i f you will."”
“Mineral water?”

“No, thank you, ordinary water please.”
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When the basin was brought the man took off his trousers, revealing a hole in his pants
at the necessary place. Then seating himself on the basin, which was filled to the brim, he
emptied it and refilled it in no time at all.

Zidler then said that a slight smell of sulphur spread through the room.
“l1 seemanmnsuwf aycotuur e ¥nghien water!”

The man gave him a little smile.

“Ah, that’ s not all, sir..once | "ve been ri
almost infinite quantity of odourless gaand that is the basis of my gibu see, the
principle of intoxication..

“Just a minute,” Zidler interrupted, “Ilet’
fartX K

“1f you I|Iike to put i1t that way,” the othe
the deep range of sound | can produce.’”

“You mean you sing through your backside.”

“Well , yes.”

“Right. Go ahead. l " m |l istening.”

“First the tenor ..one, next the baritone..tw
and the vocaliser ..five.?"”

Zidler now completely captivatedintcawed out
“Here she is,” said Le Petomane.
And onthat Zidler engaged him. On the billboard it read:

Every evening from 8to 9
LE PETOMANE

The only one who pays no author’s royalties

Zidler put him in the Elephant in the garden. They fell over themselves to hear him and

the | aughter, shouting, women’s shrieking
hundred yards away from the Moulin Rouge. When Le Petomane saw his public gripped
in this way he shouted, “ Al together, the

and the whole house was convulsed.

That Sunday Le Petomanaeisssiof ake was a thous

30 This just water from Lac d'Enghien = a large body of water in the Tle-de-France region.
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E. GRENHJANCOURT
Le Ventomane
Comic monologue by X..member of the
Comedie- Francaise

Ollendorff, 1893

All of my life | shall never forget the first time | saw him or the second time | heard

hi m..Ast ommiveos.sngh.l i me! Never had | been carrtr
art.never, never, never .the moment he came
around with a sweet melanchohalmost as if dreaminghe took in the house and

what an audience he had! The nobility from the two Foubdbirgad every single

|l iterary, artistic and fashionable persona
will always draw a crowd and even the most blasé display at times a determination to
immerse themselves once more in the ideal and to breathe another air than that of every
day ..t he, thidavsldoraerdbowed slightly, put his hands on his kneewl with the
nonchalance of a lord, smilingly opened-hés —hum!...and began. A thrill of

excitement ran through the auditorium. To begin with a sweet song like that of a

swall ow..somet hing gentle, timid and tender
who had known unhappiness..a breath, a mere
changesandgrowst he poem becomes epic..hesitant anc
grows firmer and stronger ..no | onger does i

thunders, explodes, groarscyclone-hurricane—tempest! Lightning strikes in the

tortured firmament and whilst in the distance a warning gun is fired, distractedly under

our very eyes the thunder growls to excess
storm..a dry storm, of course but then they
returned and the gentle song of rocking wa
har mony ..har mony ..harmony!!! And so it went
there hanging on t he Mandwhderthe snenlsoughsto hide e v er i
their emotion by biting their moustacheseneath the velvets, silks and lace the

women’' s breasts heaved tumultuously..as for
enough strength | eft to applaud the man wh
up and looking down once more on the audience with his sweet dreaming melancholy,

het ook his farewell and disappeared..l went
sleep tried myself to reproduce what | had
next morning | beganagatt he same result ..indeed even af:
step further on..not a thing..others in my p
di scour aggmo.ti tf &i si.vpeén one has a fixed i deée
one has something in the wind..one fine mor

301 What they then called the suburbs of Paris. -ESP
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sought out the Master and asked him to instruct me in his method, to give me

|l essons ...it’s a difficult career, he told m
competition til!/l now, young man, but the g
di fficulties..he had himself started very vy
perseverance and will power that he had succeeded in making a name for himself and an
enviable situation..he sahandtbitthatwdsnohad t he p
enough..other qualities were necessary, hnhay
parents often have preconceived ideas and that perhaps my family intended me for some
other profession than that of an artist. Nevertheless five minutes later he was giving me

my first |l esson..oh! How difficult it 1is o]
voi ce .Ffyesplliemgy of that, gesture, warmth, b
of despair .but he restored my battée ed cou
said..have patience..it will come..and it’'s t
in volume.but of quality.so I am no | onger
sharps and flats stil]l bother me a |ittle?
one ortwo drawingroomsa mong fri ends of course..and
mot hers with marriageabl e daughters have s
parents—swel | , they’'re actually pr outdshal?ve?me t he
|l Il give you a I|little sample wddsawbuwt | ca
must be indulgent .. Right! ... Hm!. .. It"s a qu
|l > ve got it (bowing graciously at the audi
evening.soft breezes (he gets into positio
the sky). Here we go.. (after a moment hi
has suffered a totally unexpected accident and straighdenp he holds himself tightly
in)lhavebeen taken short.goodbye! (He pivots r

speed.X(148:90-95))

Happily someone took the effort to record one minute and fifty-nine seconds of Joseph’s act on a
windy September day in 1904. It can now be heard on the Internet Archives here: Record Le
Petomane Mr LEFIRES Sept 1904 , The FART MAN : CuriosityPhono, Monsieur LeFires : Free
Download, Borrow, and Streaming : Internet Archive.

In 1979 a short, thirty-three minute film, was made depicting the life of Joseph Pujol. It was
produced and written by the British comedy team Ray Galton and Alan Simpson. It was directed
by lan MacNaughton, the director of the Monty Python TV shows. Leonard Rossiter, one of
Britain’s great comedic stars, played the famous flatulist (pictured below). It can now easily be
found on YouTube.
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https://archive.org/details/record-le-petomane-mr-lefires-sept-1904-the-fart-man
https://archive.org/details/record-le-petomane-mr-lefires-sept-1904-the-fart-man
https://archive.org/details/record-le-petomane-mr-lefires-sept-1904-the-fart-man

Leonard Rossiter A Salute to Le Petomane Bruz Fletcher I FNGYlFyQa | SEFNIONBF]SNEO®

There is also an LP vinal comedy record (Traf 1000), a reissue of novelty records of the 1930’s
and 1940’s, pictured above, available in a limited edition — occasionally seen for sale: F.AR.T. A
Salute to Le Petomane. | believe the salute is relatively small. It features three songs, of which
only one references “gas,” once, by Bruz (Sloughton) Fletcher3®? (1907-1941), songs easily
found on YouTube, and two songs from Hartman’s Heartbreakers, with not a puff’s worth of
farting, a band of “hot hillbilly rhythms from the 30°s” — emphasis on the hot! The
Heartbreaker’s two songs can also be easily found on YouTube. The back cover tells us that it is
“printed in England,” but it was probably printed in the United States, at the “Howard A. Traf
Studio.” I do not know who Howard A Traf was. The front cover promises it to be “a Natural
Movement record from Gaston, III.” I don’t know what that means, either. The album’s tracks
are listed as

Bruz Fletcher My Doctor

Bruz Fletcher NymphoeDipseEgo Maniac

Bruz Fletcher Lei from Hawaii

Hollywood Hot ShotsThe Pl umber ' s Tool

Har t ma nbreskerbl-&eels $0 Good

Ha r t ma nbreakerbl-&a Ve Play With It

Unknown Artist- The Great Crepitation ContdseeBATTLE OF THUNDERBL.OW

NogohkrwhpE

PUMP
“Phew!, who pumped?” A Scottish term of the 19" and 20"-centuries also used as a noun. Eric
Partridge considers it a low colloquialism. ((154:667))

PUMPERNICKEL BREAD

What is pumpernickel bread? You probably always thought that it was a roughened, dark bread
made from whole rye berries that have been coarsely ground. Well, you were wrong! For it is
none other than the devil’s fart...or, more accurately, it is the “fart goblin.” Pumpernickel is
derived from the abusive and now obsolete German word pumpern, which means to “break
wind.” Originally this Middle High German word meant “to knock.” Nickel is a pet name for
Nikolaus who is often associated with “Old Nick” or the devil. We also know Old Nick as “Santa
Claus,” but sometimes we forget his devilish origins. The old English nicor referred to a water

302 The boy from Indiana, whose semi-tragic life is worth looking into if you have not heard about him before.
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demon. The word pumpernickel allegedly comes from the fact that pumpernickel bread is
difficult to digest. Some dictionaries omit such coarse etymology, letting it pass, while others let
loose with the full facts of the matter. | suggest you consult your own dictionary to discover
within which category it lies. (Informant:WayneAlbers) — It was he who told me to “check the
etymology of pumpernickel — the bread’ and so | did!

Now, if anyone tries to tell you that the origin for this bread’s name comes from that bully
Napoleon spouting that the bread was hardly even a nutrient for his phlegmatic horse, whom he
named Nicol (a peine assez bon pour Nicol)*®® — you can now set them straight!

PUNCTUATION

| know a very intelligent man, for instance, who makes serious statements and
punctuates them with farts. They are his commas, semicolons and colons (yes, an
obvious connection here), exclamation marks, question marks and full stops. And what
could be funnier or more appropriate then a wetied fart in the midst of the

platitudinous twaddle of cacademia?

—Shirl Piperglow158:140))

Gixteentiv Trntetlude

Who would have thought that  constantly gobbling pumpernickel would
navigate its way towards becoming the glorified Staple of fartology. Slove eats a

lot of it now, morning, noon, and night, as they say. Just canot
and t hat 6s swditgn atbie roly goly. So fat, in fact, that he hadto

enlarge the doorway to his secret lab ! In another month or two he most -

probably woul dve®itt. So i ts goopsttakaé-hitblarger. hatd e i t
should do for the mean time . So, after p lonking down his quill , upon the

tireless complet ion of the squiggly -scrawled Pds, he thinks back over

assiduousness he putinto writing them and all that he has learned . This was

one of the larger chapters ,and,al t hough he shouleghilabated t i r ed,
instead . He was introduced to and was able to spend time  with , over the past

few days, so many great men. P 6pe Paul, for h e a v esak&,¢he Old Fart

himselfl And Sléve was able to listen in on a conversation between President

303 1n English: Barely good enough for Nicol (the horse).
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Roosevelt and Joseph Pujol , which was very deep , and really quite interesting,
even though Sl6éve never quite understood all they were saying. 394 There were
others he met, too, like George Peele, Poor Robin, Mr. Pinch -Fart and people in
general. In the end, though, he changed the heading entitled PEOPLEO

somet hing el se and now where those geapletare weghme mb e r
the Concordance. But he finally underst ands the difference betweena perd and
a fart, which is not much. But Sléve never did get to finish telling you about

the new embellishmentsto his evening meal: (1) Peanut Butter and Jelly on
Pumpernickel (PB & JOP!), for the main course, (2) Nu n &arts fordesert (I 6 m
sure Pope Paul would love to join Slove for some of that), and (3) a tall glass of
Peppermint Water to wash italld ows. The rest of the day he downs slices of
pumpernickel, one wedge at a time.

| trelt just like a wolf farting in his face as Sléve came across those two

entries. This presents yet another game. Sl 6ve happens to like games and this

is one of his favorites. Go back through those P headings again and see if you

can find which  of those two entries Sléve sayshe 0 c a me a cYowhawe . 0

t hree minut e s nolwleWhatramne yon stiledoing here? The other

readers are going to find the entries before you do and you might feel bad that

you never even tried. But, if you noticed anything at all , we have all

transgressed the novel we were reading, all of us together. Now we have

reentered the realm of the meta -novel! And there is no necessary reason, no

mandatory restraint, to keep us in this particular meta-novel either! But we

remain on the outside nevertheless. We suddenly realize that there are a

multitude of meta-novels, like turtles, on e standing atop the other.  Boldly we

travel to the N-novel, and beyond! But, to avoid a spinning in the head, to

circumnavigate a certain lightheadedness, (have we been here before?), we had

all better get back to the actual story that Sl °veds wr iwthiobgg partne
beginning to feel dizzy himself , was intending to tell i the story about a pseudo -
scientist named Sléve who is obsessed with farts and is writing a book about

them, the farts, that is. So, by now , you should be back with  those two entries

Sléve was obsessing about and for which you were sent searching At he wol fds
fart and the fart -in-the -face, only the latter one was writtenin French. What
unexpected entries! Slove was delighted when he came across them, one after

the ot her. He hasndt aamangstu the whbleareéalmtoftrengs, me a n
but they were certainly interesting and maybe they do, in the ir own way, mean
something very profound. Sléve , now done thinking hard about his philosophy

of life and universe with respectto fartology , is ready for some peanut & jelly

304 That’s because they were talking gibberish the whole time, which is what great men generally talk about in a
novel like this.

296



on pumpernickel.  Sléve, suddenly, 305 chuckl es to himself. He is thinking about
Mr. Pinch-fart !

“George P e e | ebyeds s&ling aloud, to no one in particular , since he is
alone, all by himself as always, in his slight ly chaotic la boratory . 0 Wilowddt

it be like to have been George Peele?6 You coul d | earn a | ot fror

inside the head of another person.SI ¢6ve di dno6t think it could
fartology ha d taught him anything , it was the fact that you are alone , billions of
miles from everyone else, even when stuck in a crowded Doppler elevator . One

fart and they run. Hedd r at heBettentmbeabreela| wi t h

Which brings him backto 0 Ge or g e ,Pwhiel iswhat Slove is spouting

b €

about again, again to no one i n pabaptizedanlulyr . Geor

25, 1556, 6which was apparently on a Wednesday, using the calendar we use

today. Sléve thought about that. T h e r @réagy a difference between George

and him. Slove was never baptized and abhors the thought of ever doing so!

P6pe Paul agrees with  Slove on that one but he is sworn to secrecy and has to
pretend ot her wi se. aeatrute which hhankingaboutih, e 6 s

makes a bunch more sense.  Sloéve has moved away , a little to the left and on

the other side, from his thinking about George Peele and is now considering

what kind of nut Pdpe Paul is. A walnut? Pist achi6? Probably a candlenut or

red bopple. Geor ge Pe elheAdasgnnentsftParis awas c o me d y
performed by the Children of the Chapel Royal before Queen €lizabeth . Is this

the same George that SI Ove earlier calleda 0 n e -@Gleewe | |HB play, albeit a

kidds production, was bgiuddied eirgin Qdeerl dHatois & t h e
accomplishment andonet hat Sl °ve has yet to achieve.

S| ° v ethe s&dord difference between my sixteenth -century Geor ge and me.

Slove is still talking , to himself, of course. If you remember,t here is nobody else

in the lab, except, perhaps, you and me , especially this late atnightt 61 am, as
yet, somewhat unaccomplished , with regards to that! 6 he had said. With this,

Sléve began to rummage through the pages laying in disarray before him,

looking for a task needing to be done . dPutinthehardwork , 6 he muoahd er s,
| will prove that the world will be a better place because of my Science of
fartology. 6

305 Just in case you have not been counting, as you probably should have been, this is the forty-fifth time Sléve has
used the word “suddenly,” although previously advised not to (see Interlude Eight), in this silly novel. Have you
noticed that it is a rather silly novel? If you haven’t, you haven’t really been paying attention.
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Chapter 17: “@” (2 Queer Entries)

dlthough our last gntry also started with “@ithough,” | thought that | could start here similarly without angong noticing.
It may haveg worked, too, gxegpt for my blabbgrmouth! Meanwhilg, | have calculated the number of Q’s to bg 1027. The
number of Q's followed by the obligatory U is only 981. That megans that there areg only 46 freg-roaming U's—and that
can’tbe right. There should be mang more wagfaring U’s. {dnd how can we now trust ang of our previous
calculations?>* [ think [ am about to haveg a meltdown! The word “meltdown” oceurs only fwo times in this novel. Can
gou find them? Could a burning fart causg a meltdown? So much for a fartologist to gxplore!

QUEEF
“When the small unicorn inside your vagina sneezes.” -Anonymous [See CUNT FARTS

QQQ - THE SEMIBIOGRAPHICAL SKETCHES OF Professor E. Slove Prambies

I met my wife, Wonder, while attending a banquet in a London house. At the time I had been
scouring the London libraries for fartological clues in between the series of lectures | had been
giving at Oxford University. | was invited to this particular dinner by a friend who had assured
me that the great psychologist, Ernest Jones, would be there. My meeting with that great man
will be elaborated upon, at a later time.

It was a delightful dinner and we were now entertaining ourselves with some marvelous tales
while sipping at fart-juice liqueurs and munching upon pets des nonnes. All of a sudden | felt a
great embarrassment for a young, dark-haired girl of exquisite beauty, for she had just broken
bountiful wind during a momentary lapse in the conversation. | was then surprised to observe
one of the English gentlemen rise immediately from his seat to exclaim, “I beg your pardon,” and
reseat himself to nonchalantly resume a hearty conversation with the eager diner located just to
his left. The damsel, no longer in distress, gave her rescuer a blushed look and warmly nodded in
his direction. My bowels burned for her to notice me in as compact and simple a way as she had
expressed her gratitude towards him. | watched the lovely gestures of the girl as she appeared to
be listening intently to some aspect of the conversation. Apparently a joke was made, for she
looked about her and laughed aloud, a childlike and delightful sound, but accompanying it was
another intestinal lapse. Just as suddenly, which makes for two suddenlies in as many
paragraphs, another English guest was up and apologizing and obtaining his moment of the
divine girl’s attention. A strange jealously bubbled up through me.

“Why is it that these men apologize for the young girl’s farting?” I asked my neighbor.

308 Of course, as usual, Professor Promblés is using the wrong equation. What he has calculated was not the number
distinct U’s, but the number of solitary Q’s, solitary from the U, that is. The correct formula is, of course, U’s minus
QU’s. It is this difference, 23,639 — 981 = 22,658, that calculates the number of U’s not associated with a Q. That’s

a lot of U’s, but that’s also not so unexpected.
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“Why, don’t you know? That’s the gentlemanly thing to do,” he explained.

Alas, again the shining jewel farted but this time it was | that rose, restraining another who
had simultaneously begun to rise, and while pulling my adversary back down into his chair | said
aloud to him, “I beg your pardon, sir, but this one is on me.”%

I then received the yearned for glance, then the nod, and, yes, then — | swear to you this really
did occur — I was presented with the tiniest of a moon-crescent smile, a pinkish smile which
alighted softly upon the corolla-like corners of her quivering lips.

After dinner | espied this bonny lass with the musical, um, voice, at the bar with the
Englishman who had responded to the first of her languorous unwindings at dinner. | sauntered
over to where they stood and called to the bartender to quick bring me a drink.

“Port or sherry? The question fell flat on the surface of the bar. | preferred neither. To console
myself | ordered one of each.

All of a sudden®®, and wouldn’t you know it, the girl who had drawn me, like some fast-
spinning magnetar, into the bar, let loose yet again!*® | jumped to take advantage of the girl’s
most recent poot. But as if on cue, the girl’s companion shamefully bowed low his head and
chivalrously apologized, excusing himself as if the deed were surely his own.

| approached the two of them. “Madam,” I interrupted, “Madam. Did you hear that little son-
of-a-bitch fart?”

The girl drew herself up haughtily. How her black eyes shined! “I did not come here to be
insulted!” she said abruptly.

“Neither did I, madam,” I replied looking directly into the depths of those dark shadowy eyes.
“If the little bastard does it again, I’1l kick him in the ass.”3°

At that, she nodded — that wonderous nod! Her head then tilted backwards, she swung and
shook her hair as if taken by an autumn breeze. Then she straightened right up and eyed her
companion steadily for five seconds — no more. As the fart flew from her pretty posterior she
continued to glanced at her English companion, her glowering eyes melting into puddles of
giggles as he, all at once, realized the fart’s meaning and fled to avoid the tip of my boot. She
then bounced her booty onto the slippery stool beside me. She smelled good!

The bartender drew close, and without even looking to see who we were, he mundanely
uttered what may have been the only three robot words the bartender knew: “Port or sherry?”

“Oh, sherry, by all means,” bubbled my rumbustious nymph. “When I drink sherry, a
thousand violins throb in my ears, my entire body glows luminescent in the night, I am lifted
upon the wings of ecstasy...” On and on and on she went giving voice to such verbiage. It was
lovely to hear. Thirty-five minutes later she concluded with: “On the other hand, port just makes
me fart.”3!

307 ((10:179#460 & 52:176))

308 If I didn’t miss one along the way, that’s four more now.

309 And now the number of suddens and suddenlies is equal to the number of farts this stunning young lady has let!
310 ((10:148#380))

311 ((128V1:340))
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I remember our early months together, we were, oh, so much in love. We were, in fact,
besotted! The business of sex was new to us both and we felt that we were surely the first man
and woman to ever experience such beauty. I can still feel the passion that spilled, awash, within
me, as | would Kkiss her mouth, her ears, the nape of her neck, and her breasts, and finally her
belly and vulva. She would become overwhelmed with the feeling and, daintily or stoutly, I
never could predict which, break wind. “Thank God!” | would exclaim from under the covers,
“for that breath of fresh air!”’%'? “What did you say?” she panted at me. “Nothing. It’s was just
your jealous asshole. I told it not to worry, though— it Il be next! 31

We soon introduced ourselves to the double pleasures of the soixante-neuf.31* Alas, without
warning, she once again let splutter a little gas from her jealous behind. In response I quickly ran
to the window, opened the shutters, gasping for air. But our mutual form of worship of
sip 'n’slurp so thoroughly delighted us that we were, like two scalded cats, back under the covers,
again eager to enjoy more of our sweetheart’s delights. And what should occur then, but indeed,
she let out another one — a real stinker this time. | jumped from the bed and mockingly reached
for my clothes as if to scurry away. And as | did | exclaimed, “Baby! I can’t take another sixty-
seven of those!”3®

Surprisingly, the first time Sl6ve accidently let a fart his dear wife-to-be reprimanded him!
Yes, she did! They were engrossed in playing the game of “in and out” at the time, and Sldve
spankingly told her, Oh, don’t be mad. My prick so happy that my ass, he hallah, ‘Hoolay!’ &6
They then reengaged in their wild buttock jig and she forgave him.

Time passed. With winter snowflakes forgotten and the scent of spring flowers no longer in
the air, it was now the middle of a hot airless summer. We had been courting®!’ for nearly four
months. Tonight we had planned a dinner of beans and cabbage at her home. Afterwards we
would traverse some unpaved, bouncy country road. It was to be an improvised London hayride
for just the two of us, that is, if we don’t consider ol’ Bel-Phegor, the donkey who was going to
pull us through the cobble-strewn streets.

I had planned for her this nice surprise. My little stunner was to come back home early, in the
middle of the afternoon, rather than waiting until just before dinnertime as originally planned. As
Slove walked up the old wooden steps to her sagging back porch, he could see her through the
battered screen door. She was standing before the steaming stove, preparing their leguminous
meal in her underwear. All the while she was humming a new Fletcher Peck tune entitled, “/'m a

312 ((128V1:564 & 128V2:886))
313 ((128V1:564))

314 69

315 ((128v2:883))

316 ((128Vv2:887))

817 Definition for courting: “The real process of wooing someone by letting them see who you truly are as they do
the same for you. If done correctly, courtship can lead to the fulfilling and loving relationship you may be seeking,
and it can even prevent a lifetime of unexpected consequences and emotional turmoil.” ((Stolen from the Web from
some blog at ThriveWorks®.com/blog/ etc. etc. for what appears to be an address that goes on forever...))
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Fool for Beans.” Just as he was about to burst through the place where the screen had once been
blown away, she cocked up her chubby left leg and gave vent to a fat fart, clamoring “Haw! The
first relief!” Seconds later it was the right lumbering leg and “Haw! The second relief!” Sléve
continued to stand there, straddling the doorway, totally entranced, too shy and unwilling to
interrupt. He watched this “Wonder- "ful spectacle as she put some final touches into the meal,
tasted it, and readied it for the oven. Suddenly she snapped her head over her right shoulder and
saw Slove standing there, astraddle the unpainted door, looking at her through the rip in the
screen. “Well! And when did you arrive?” she hooted.

“Just before the seventh relief,” he kidded.3!®

The meal still had to bake for about an hour, so they decided to occupy the time seated at the
piano, a pastime in which they had participated in many times before. She was well into an
improvisation upon the piano version of Berlioz’s Symphone Fantastique, when, without
warning she made an abrupt change in the music to a banging®!® tune entitled “The Storm” —a
loud, violent piece.

“Did you let a fart?” SlGve asked her as the “storm” died down.

“No, of course not.”

“I’m sure that you farted,” he persisted.

“I did not!” she retorted, indignantly.

“But I seen you #ilt/”” he conclusively rejoined.3%

Wonder chose to ignored his comment and instead began plucking away at Strauss’ Till
Eulenspiegel’s Merry Pranks, again, her own arrangement. Out of the clouding blue she asked
him, “Shall I play you ‘The Storm’ again?”

Slove matter-of-factly replied, “Go ahead. But for Gawd'’s sake, dear, leave out the part where
the lightning strikes the shithouse!”3%

It was a real storm that ensued with that sentiment expressed. Sl6ve shouldn’t have said it.
And as a step along the way towards apologizing, he told her so.

After dinner, and she had done a wonderful job preparing it, which was a relief for them both,
and having finally made up with one another, apologies and all-that-comes with that done and
out of the way, the two little lovebirds hitched up ol’ Bel-Phegor the donkey, and started out on
their adventurous “hayride.” Although the evening air was still rather warm, there was enough of
a breeze to make their snuggling a pleasure. But in the midst of all this coziness ol”’ Bel farted.
His arsehole said, “Blat!”” Embarrassed and, to tell you the truth, somewhat angered by this
assault to this highly romantic moment, Sléve apologized for the donkey’s offence. “Really, I am
so sorry ...,” he began awkwardly.

His darling Wonder looked up at him, wide-eyed with surprise. “Oh, dear!” she said. “And |
thought it was the donkey!”3??

318 ((128V2:860))
319 “banging” as in it was a banging-good time!
320 ((128V2:861))
321 ((128v2:861))

822 ((128V2:859 & 163:56))
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And, indeed, it was the donkey. Oh, Bel-Phegor! As his love exclaimed her utter
astonishment, ol’ Bel did it again and let off what deemed to be a tremendously wet explosion,
followed immediately by another and-yet another. “Kaboom! Bam-bam! Boom!” This left no
doubt for anyone of Slove’s truthful innocence and who the real culprit was.

To shift the mood Sléve jokingly placed a wager with his dearest one-and-only. He bet that he
could mount her, Wonder, joyously, every time the donkey passed gas. That would entail a lot of
mounting. She was game and after several turns among her frills and flourishes, his sweetheart
was gently tugging at the frayed end of his sleeve, a sleeve dripping with love sweat. “Slove? My
dear, dear boy?” she whispered hotly in his ear. “Are you deaf?” She fell upon the floor of the
wagon, she shivered and then spluttered, “Can’t you hear it? Ol’ Bel, that lovely ol” donkey, why
he’s just farted again, dearest Slove!”3% And indeed the donkey had. Sl6ve, deterred only by her
hungry, love-dripped words, had almost lost the bet.

But soon enough, Sldve, alas, was in no state to continue. He could no longer traverse his dear
Cupid’s Lane. He had had enough! She forgave him, once again, but it took a while for her
shivering body to calm down.

On the way back home, the old donkey got stubborn and wouldn’t you know it? He stopped
right square in the middle of the railroad track. And, I think, that sound we all hear,

Dear Readers, is that of the sound of a train chugging along. Fastly! That’s the part that freaked
out Sléve and the part he says he doesn’t remember too well.

“Go ‘long there Bel. Git ‘long there, boy. You shur are lazy, you ol’ crepitatin’ donkey, you.’
Sléve could be heard a-hollerin’ this in the only kind of talk stubborn old donkeys understand.

Sléve wondered which to admire the most, other than Bel’s flatulating talents — the
stubbornness of the old donkey or his own patience in dealing such obstinance. There he was,
yelling and beating that dumb old animal, while his honey broke into sudden bursts of laughter.
Then there she was rolling on the floor of the wagon, tears flowing from her eyes, because of it.
“Ha, ha, ha!” she seemed to be saying between cachinnations. His frustration had become her
joy! But soon Sléve got to cursing violently about the whole damned situation. And he got
doubly-mad when he began to hear the train a-whistling and a-blowin’ on down the track. There!
| thought there was a train somewhere in this novel, and there it is, coming fast.

“Lordy,” Slove cried. “Here comes the ten-forty, Git along now, donkey! You’ll sure move
fast enough when that engine hits you!”

True to the London-Brockport Express, that train was ambling along at almost twenty miles
per hour. The engineer saw my predicament in plenty of time to stop his train. He crawled down
the side of his iron horse and strolled up like a cowboy onto the scene.

“Can’t git ‘im to move, eh partner? He’s testing the fate of his hoofs — thinks he’s good
‘nough for that new-fangled crazy glue! Man, when a donkey’s stuck like this, I might as well
take the day off.” Sléve was just kind of staring down, watching the shuffling movements of his
feet, just stirring up some railroad dust. It wasn’t his fault, but still, he let out a little-nervous-
holding-up-the-train®2* sigh just the same. His bonny young lover was still on the floor stuck in
some kind of perpetual snicker. It’s easy to be so blithesome when one is as pretty as she.

2

323 ((128v2:878))
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“Well let me see what I can do with ‘im,” said the eew donkeyboy engineer, taking control.
“Give me the reins.”

He first had to catch that dung-donkey which had just then made off with a trot and a fart and
a bound, a rush, a gallop, and another volley.

“I’m not coming,” said the Donkey. “I’'m shy.” The more they called him, the more gaiety
with which he made off, galloping and double-farting all the while. Until, that is, until the
cowboy caught him.3? The donkey, despite all that running around, had never left that spot to
which he was stuck.

Then the railroad man gave the great beast a walloping kick in the belly. As a result of which
the hillsides resounded immediately with a prolonged and prodigious fart. He gave ol’ Bel one
more blooter. There followed a second equally impressive bombardment of donkey gas.
Whereupon the donkey, the wagon, his only one-true love, no longer snickering, and Sléve, all
moved on past the railroad track like a bunch of flying fizzles out of hell.

“Well,” Slove serenely buckerooed, “you railroad fellows sure seem to know all “bout makin’
things go. But how wuz I to know ol’ Bel had his airbrakes on?”32®

Months later as Sl6ve was just passing through, and what do you think he saw, right
there, on the side of the old, never-ending, dusty road. He saw the young tech, Abé Cadaver, a
metal oxidizer, ingeniously pulling farts out of a dead donkey and selling them for five cents a
yard. Then he got up, Abé did, ever-so slowly, when he suddenly spat in the dish, blew a fat fart,
and pissed with laughter against the sun.3?” That Abé sure is queer!3?®

Geventeenthv Tnteulude

Slsve has fond memories of Bel -Phegor, that donkey. He used to collect

those donkey farts in bottles and pass them off as the gas of celebrities A a

lucrative sideline that paid the bills. And then the donkey died and the money

dried up. He and Wonder tried getting another donkey and some shyster

tricked them into buying an old she -mule. Her farts were so rancid, there was

nothing they could do to convince anyone that

325 Some of this was plagiarized from Rabelais, Book 5, Chapter 7. Can you find out from which translator this was
stolen? We can make it a game: Pin the Tale on the Translator! At least | didn’t steal “a rousing salvo of poops and
a furious rectal barrage.” That would have been atrocious! -ESP

826 ((10:193#498))

327 perhaps you noticed here some more plagiarizing from the Master. But it’s a different donkey than the one found
in Book One, Chapter Fifteen.

328 |n the old sense of the word.
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ever smell that bad. But things changed when Palo 329 arrived back on the

scene at the start of the first book, 4F, or as some called it, F4. 330 Palo had a
use for that mule juice we had been producing and storing in industrial

compressed gas cylinders u tilizing a CGA 350 valve outlet. Sléve had stored up

dozens of th ose cylinders and Palo could use them all. S| ° vligléfamily was
going to survive after all. The y could even afford to enlarge that entranceway to
the lab, which was increasingly becoming more of a need . Sléve ha d a little

trouble gettingin  some daysandd idn 6t ever s e e backt outwithaut e
enduring at least a little bit of niggling pain.

Theupcoming R6s shouldnét be too béa&dButtenl y

challenge will be to make them all rutty. That means none of the entries can be

level or smooth. They can be lumpy or jagged, choppy and protuberant fi even
knobbly would do. It would be  perfect, though , if they could all be lithic or
boulder -strewn. SI 6ve will strive to make them as such , with the savaging of
his porcupine quill, to make each of the twelve as rock -ribbed as possible. 332

“ﬂnd who does Sl °ve see up ahead amongst

Ray talking with Raquel Welch! SI  6ve squeezes his way past Rabelais and Lord

Randall, to get to John.|l tddehRerhembehme?Wa y s .

first met ib@svenkethi centudy6Y®u look good for being three hundred

andninety -si x years ol d. How have you been?o

be inducted into the Fartological Laboratory of Fame. Back in his century he
studied (1) botany , in order to further his pursuit towards new carminatives,
(2) the natural history of  basic flatulence in both living and nonliving entities ,
(3) the natural theology of flatus among the spirits, and (4) he also delved into
the zoology of intuiting animals as a source of atmospheric methane i or
flammable air as it was called in his day. In 1669 he and Francis Willughby,

one of the lesser fartologist s, published a paper entitled Experiments
Concerning the Motion of Flatulence in Trees.  John and S| 6ve had hit it off and
had been friends ever since.  Look carefully and you can see them talking now.
They appear to be totally engrossed in their rather animated conversation.

Rachel, t hough é lodkapsked| d o e s n dohn,ashyeutan see, is
very handsome, but like SI  6ve, the Work is the only important thing in his long
lifetime. Women can wait. The Marquis de Sade proved that! See SADEfor

329 | e., Palomitas de Maiz, the iconic popcornologist.

330 Slgve is here talking about his dictionary, Fee! Fie! Foe! Fum! (see #163 in the bibliography).
331 One fewer than a baker’s dozen. Otherwise known as a short dozen.

332 And by the end of the night, although tired, Sl6ve felt he had achieved that acute state of nubbiness.
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possible confirmatio n. Can you discover the hidden confirmation i the proof
amongst all of the floof ?

Chapter 18: “R” (13 Rutty Entries)

RABELAIS, FRANCOIS (1494-1553)

If he belched, it was oysters in the shell.
If he farted, it was brown cow-hide gaiters.
If he pooped, it was Cordova-leather shoes.
If he shat, it was toadstools and morels.
--Rabelais
(173 Cohen : Bk4Ch32))

RABELAIS dissecting society and writing his book.

Rabelais had, by one count, forty-nine comments regarding flatuescence contained within his
widely influential bawdy work entitled Gargantua & Pantagruel. A book comprised of five
books, that comes out to be, on average, 9.8 farts per book. It was a record until Fee! Fie! Foe!
Fum! ((163)) blew that record way out the arse, so to speak. Rabelais was an early proponent of
fartology and most factual material available to the sixteenth century scholar, pertaining to
L’Art, was known to him. I have consulted several translations, four in number, to obtain the best
quotations. Sometimes they are all the best, and hence | have no choice but to reprint each within
this omnibus of farting. Some quotations are recorded here while others are scattered in places
more appropriate. This will be a new game: Find the Rabelais Quotes! [Hint: there are forty-
seven of them.] Have fun!

Here is a story about an old hag’s jorum. It is an allegory whereby a new way to build the walls
of Paris is demonstrated. There may be more to it than just this, but you’ll have to read the entire
chapter to find out.

On their way home homeward, Panurge considered the walls of Paris and observed
derisively to Pantagruel:

“What wonderful wal
keep molting geese

I ! How solidly built
fr
cow with one fart cou

S
om straying. By my be
Il'd |l ay |l ow more than
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In the days when beasts still had the power of speech (it wasn’t the day
before yesterday), a poor lion was strolling in the forest of Fontainebleau, saying
his own private devotions. Thus intent, he walked under a tree on which a churl
of a charcoal-burner had climbed to cut down wood. Seeing the lion, the man
hurled his axe at him, inflicting a deep leg wound. Whereupon the lion limped
away, wandering through the forest in search of aid. As luck would have it, he
met a carpenter who was glad to examine his wound, clean it as best he could
and fill it up with moss. And he told the lion to wipe his wound well so no flies
cack?®33 in it whilst he, the carpenter, went in search of a certain medicinal herb
called carpenter’s weed.

The lion, healed, walked on through the forest until he met a sempiternal334
old hag, gathering wood. Terrified at the sight of him, she fell down backwards,
in such a way that the wind blew up her gown, skirt and shirt above her
shoulders. The lion, pitying her, ran up to see if he could help her. Standing
above her, surveying her jorum335, he cried: “Poor woman, how did you get
such a wound?” As he spoke, he spied a fox and called him: “Ho, halloo, whsht,
czz! Come here—and for good causel”

As the fox arrived, Leo said: “Friend Tod, somebody has dealt this poor old
woman the most inhuman wound between the thighs. There is a manifest
solution of continuity.33¢ Look how big the gash is, it runs from scut to navel;
why, it must be at least forty-four inches long. It was done with a hatchet, I
suspect, and quite recently, too. We must be careful to let no flies settle on it.
Wipe it, then, my friend, wipe away, I beg you, inside and out. You’ve got a fine,
long, bushy tail; brush away?337 at the wound, Friend Tod, brush away, I implore
you. Meanwhile I'll go off to fetch some moss to fill it. We must all help one
another, God wills it so. Therefore, sweep and brush, Brother Fox, you must
keep this wound clean as a whistle or the poor thing will suffer. Swab and
scour, friend, wipe and brush for all you are worth: God has provided you with
a rich tail, long and proportionally thick. Then fall to, friend, and never wary of
the task. The best brushers are the briskest, they brush broadly and breathlessly
with their bristles brushing on and on brushfully, brushing the breach and
bramble bravely clean of fliesT Mop and swab, my ballocky beadle, my bouncing
bully, I'll not be gone long.”

The lion then set off in search of moss, but from afar, just before
disappearing he shouted further encouragement: “Brush away, friend, until it’s
clean as a hound’s tooth. Brush, rebrush and superbursh and never regret your

333 .., shit. Note the change in meaning if the word flies is changed to fIy’s. In that case | would have had to write,
“Le., fly shit.” Two totally different meaning, one somewhat real, the other near impossible!

334 From OId French sempiternel, from Medieval Latin sempiternalis, from Latin sempiternus,, a contraction of
semperaternus, from semper (“always”) + &ternus (“eternal”). ((...from something called a Wiktionary?))

335 A large drinking vessel. Cohen and Urquhart use the phrase “her what-d’ye-call-it,” while Raffel relies on
comment a nom (“thing for which he has no name”).

336 See ((107:75))

Instead of brushing, Cohen has the fox “wipe it, my friend, wipe it”’; Raffel has the fox “swat at it, my friend,
swat”; and Urquhart has the fox “wipe it lustily, wipe it hard ... [for] a good wiper, who, in wiping continually,
wipeth with his wipard, by wasps shall never be wounded.”
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brotherly brushing. By God, my gamesome gossip, I shall have you appointed
Brusher and Wiper-in-ordinary to Queen Marie or to King Pedro of Castile.”

The wretched fox wiped up and down, across and back, inside and out: but
the false old hag fizzled and farted and funked like a thousand devils. Poor Tod
was most uncomfortable; he did not know which way to turn to avoid the odor
of the old baggage’s hindblasts338. As she shifted about, he noticed another
orifice, somewhat more remote and less extensive than the one he swept. This,
he ascertained, was the seat of the noxious and poisonous air.

Presently Leo returned with enough moss to make at least thirty bales. As he
stuffed it into the wound with a staff he picked up for the purpose, he exclaimed
with amazement: “Devil take it, this wound is deep; it will hold more than two
cartloads of moss, Ah, welll God’s will be done.” As he kept pounding it in, the
fox intervened. “Friend Leo,” he said, “please don’t put a//the moss in. Keep
some, I implore you, because there’s another little hole further back; it stinks
like five hundred devils. ’'m almost choking; it’s pestiferous beyond all

imagining!”
“That,” Panurge concluded, “is how we sho
onsl aught of flies, all owi n@7auagsezsnish o of f i

Later Panurge is found flirting with the Parisian ladies:

Next he would pullouthitskandker chi ef and say: “Look, | u:t
for you. It’'s from Spunkignan or Spunkarahb
their noses, causing them to sneeze for four hours on end. All the time he would fart like
a horse, and they would say with a | augh!
Madanms, ” he would reply, “1’"m merely tuning n

you are making with your nose (173 Coken : Bk2Ch16))
Or maybe | misheard and the conversation really went as follows:

“Tut, twut,” the | ady would say. “Are you w
“No, Madame,” he would reply gallantly, *“I
you make Wi taVBrecyraq:sachieym 0 S e .

Chapter Twenty-Seven, Book Two, is titled: “How Pantagruel Built a Monument to Their
Bravery, and Panurge Built One to the Hares and Rabbits They’d Eaten; Also, How Some of
Pantagruel’s Farts Created Tiny Men, and Some Created Tiny Women; And How Panurge Broke
a Thick Stick over Two Glasses.” We here ignore the monuments to bravery and to the well
digested Leporidae and move immediately to the tiny men and women molded from Pantagruel’s
farts. Perhaps you can make more sense from this than | was able.

338 Elsewhere the “naughty old woman pooped and blew” (Cohen) while the “false old trot did so fizzle and foist”
(Urquhart).
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And getting up, he farted, and jumped, and whistled, and cried out happily, as loud as
he coul d: “Long | ive Pantagruel!?”

But when Pantagruel tried, this time, to copy Panurge, his fart made the earth shake
for twenty-nine miles around , and the foul air he blew out created more thartlfifee
thousand tiny men, dwarves and creatures of weird shapes, and then he emitted a fat
wet far®3?that turned into just as many tiny stooping women, of the kind you see all
over the place, and who never get bigger, except that like cows; tails they grow down
toward the ground-or else, like Limousin radishes, they just get fatter and fatter.

“Hey!” said Panurge. “Are your f’arhe as p
says while starting to fartsome good worrout men and some nice fanieaded
women3®They ought to get married: their chil.d

And Pantagruel did indeed marry them, and called them Pigmies, and he sent them to
live on an island not far off, where ever since they have flourished and multiplied. But the
cranes are always making war on them, though they defend themselves courageously,
because these little human stumps (the Scots call them comb handles) are pretty short

tempered. There’'s a physical reason, too:
((173Raftel : Bk2Ch27))

And here is more! In Book 4, Chapter 43, On the Island of Ruach, whose native ways are not the
ways of ours.

They do not shit, piss, or spit on this island. But, on the other hand, they poop, fart,
and blech most copiously. They suffer from all sorts of varieties of diseases. For every
malady originates and develops from flatulence, as Hippocrates proves in hisrbook,

Wind But the worse epidemic they know is the windy colic, as a remedy for which they
use large tympanites; they all fart as they die, the men loudly, the women soundlessly,
and in this way their souls depart by the back passage.

At this moment we received an order, in t
woman of their country aboard any of our ships for the next three hours for he had been
robbed of a full fart of the original wind which that old snorer Aeolus had given the
Ulysses of old, to propel his ship in the calm. This he religiously preserved, like a Holy
Grail, and with it cured several frightful maladies, merely by releasing and distributing to
the sick as much as woul d-whiehisrthe Blesged t o mak
Sisters’ name {daorbellaa7scobenmBguchadt t he back

339 Urguhart uses the single word fisg [fizzle] to replace the fat wet fart that he had emitted.

340 Urquhart translated this as: “How now,” said Panurge, “are your farts so fertile? By G—, here be brave farted
men and fisgued women.”
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Or like,

if they do not spit, piddle or cack in this island, in compensation, they belch, poop and
fart prodigiously. They suffer every sort and kind of iliness, all of which spring and
develop from ventosity or flatulence as Hippocrates shows lothi®e Flatibus, Of Gas.
Their worst epidemic is wirgblic. As a remedy, they use laxggouse®sr dry-cupping
vessels, into which they blow veritable gales of wind. They all die of dropsy and
tympanites (swelling of the abdomen caused by air in the intestine). The men perish,
farting; the women, pooping. Their immortal souls make their exit from between their
buttocks.

Just then we received warning, by the kin
woman off the island on our ships for three hours. This was because somebody had
robbed His Majesty of a bag containing a rousingpidied fart of the very wind that
goodman, Aolis, god of winds, a rumbling snorer, had granted Ulysses to push his ship
when unexpected calm should befall him. The King of Windy Island kept this fart
religiously, like another Holy Grail. Already, several times, he had used it to cure critical
maladies, by merely letting loose and distributing to the patients a quantity sufficient to
compound avirginalfatwh i ch i s what our Sancti moni al s
d 0 o r Bfed7slecierty: BkaCha3))

These final last two, short ones, will have to be, the last two, for now.

If questioned on things past or present, Francois Rabelais replied so pertinently that his
audience was dumbfounded. Did somebody ask him about the future? Invariably reality
seemed to escape him; he told untruths, he flatly confessed his ignorance. In lieu of a

reply, he would utter a rousing fart or mutter some unintelligible barbarous gibberish.
((173LeClercq : Bk4Ch58))

If any spoke to old ma"ﬁrangois of things past or present, he gave pertinent answers,
sometimes to the amazement of the hearers: but if of things to come, then the devil was
graveled, and used to lie as fast as a dog can trot. Nay, sometimes he seemed to own his
ignorance; instead of an answer, letting out a rousing fart, or muttering some words with
barbarous and uncouth inflexions, and not to be understQo.irgusart : BkaCh58))

341 <“\Which is, if you must know, what our sanctimonials, alias nuns, in their dialect, call ringing backwards.”

((173Ulquhart : Bk4Ch43)) These nuns being nuns of the noble nuns of Dryfart.
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RALLYING

Often, when the unexpected sound of a fart is delivered, to obscure the embarrassment that is
sure to be draped upon its author, the farter has numerous phrases to rally the fart so as to
displace the inevitable humor on to the phrase used, rather than the fart itself. Here is a brief
sampling.

2. " You shut your mouizéwzstenobody asked you!”

3.“1'f you’'re goi ngaztzeent al k, [ be quiet ..

4. “The Voi ceqzevdsenDest i ny!”

5. “Pardon my Sowidvssynyn accent ..”

6. “Who pul | e dizsyzerahr chi n?”

7. “Your announczsvzgieOscar Poot!”

8. “Did an Annegzelz)speak?”

9. “Beans f orqazheseakf ast ?”

10. Or one may merely slap one’s buttocks in a scolding way. ((128v2:876))

1.“ Opps, | st e @i atle Rodhd} Dar@erficll th ek 980" movie Caddyshack.)

12.* Nowarthhei s, now hear thiswtispand then comes t

13.“ Par d on (peyonal tordmiinidationyn * "

14.* Shut up (or *stop t al k{nswhsespecialgBedbytigi Ve your
Australian Armed Forces of 1914-18) ((154:331))

15.“ Are you t al ki n@@ormiteelechiteslo) your back?”

16.“ 1t s better to fart and bear the shame,

Than not t o f ar ®ccaswralgupwardyaxpurgatedho @urgma i n . 7
(Informant:ShirleyRichardson)

171t s bad manner s t o0 ppleudurkatchAphrseRo-yerbuty,I ar s e
addressed to the farter, i.e., “one who noisily breaks wind in company.”) ((154:986))
18.“ I  m  bgeroimdnticarysgbitk)”

19.“ Do you spit mu cdhadian, ta.tioho-143d @si:1060) Algog*hY?0"u ' v e
had a bad " Tbaghs a badcaaoou@sizsyhpou have,”

200 “ Foxes al ways s me ®kaysParttidge:&Uttefed byahtictilprithh @n kn@avof -1 r st . 7
often serious — to shift the blame of a fatus onto the first complainant;” ca. 1890-1914) ((154:1096)) Qui
s’ excuse s accuse.

2.“ 1t s a sor e ar @e-centul) qib4:114832ver rejoices.”
221t s t he Qoe-@nfury gipre1k i ng. ”
23.“ 1t s a poor sol di er wh owi@ad datch-phrasSptofari d hi s ¢

upon a complaint; circa. 1890s) ((154:1229))

24." Ther e’ s a s mealm}: lateadf - 2@ deitufed (w5d:281)). ~

25." Thesshei’ts not f aworkmbn® lhtel 197 d20t bedusy)t((154'1269))

26.“ S p e aHarsouBpr, 0 W(Actlat: Londoners’ & Forces’: since ca. 1930) ((154:1288))

27.0newife Every time | | et one, my husband snic
mi nd!”
Otherwife That’' s not ghuwmghardelrgt ¢« ionmee mhe says,
for yougizsvieezmey! ”
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28.“ A f ar t e r,tolrallydis farg wokild leok behind himself and solemnly intone,
‘Speak to me, oh toothless one, thou who has’t no tongue.” | SO admired this action that | have used
it mysel f (mrsbns9-03820 asi on. ”

29.“ Whoops! That 0 N e ’ (I8ormdit:DoiseCor@val) t of the oven!

RANDLE

In the 1800’s, students were not permitted to break wind during class time. If an accident
occurred, the boy — for it was usually the boys who got the schooling, and besides, before
recently, girls did not fart — would be well “randled,” that is, punished. Purposeful tooting would
induce severe randling!

The verb was derived from a less threatening situation. Grose (1785) tells us that a randle was

a set of nonsensical verses, repeated in Irelargtbgolboys, and young people, who
have been guilty of breaking wind backwards, before any of their companions; if they
neglect this apology, they are liable to certain kicks, pinchesiligrg] fvhich are
accompanied with diverse admonitory couplet:179))

The trick was to learn to break wind forwards! Such “diverse admonitory couplets” (though
Americanized) can be found in in the opening sections under the heading/ | L[ 5w9 BLQRE. C! w¢
The term was obsolescent by 1880 and had disappeared by 1930. ((154:686))

RAQUEL WELCH

For amorous eructologists only, a “Raquel Welch,” among other pluralities, is a Cockney-
English euphemistic slang term for “belch.” It is contemporary to the late 1960’s and was
derived from its rhyming sound. ((18:120))

RASPBERRY

Late 19" — 20"-century. If a theatrical performance goes bad, the actors can expect to “be given
the raspberry” or “rasp.” ((154:688)) The “raspberry” is none other than a disapproving fart-like
noise projected towards the stage to indicate the audience’s disappointment. I imagine a variety
of imitation fart methodologies can be employed, but the most popular in this case is to put your
tongue between tulips and blow out. Often claimed to be derived from the idea that such a noise
can be considered a “rasping sound,” let us instead contemplate the following:

“Raspberry” is also an abbreviation 0of the term “raspberry-tart” (ca. 1875) which is a clever way
to say “fart” in public. This term evolved due to the rhyming sound. The audience, is in essence,
farting at the actors for their inferior performance.

Interestingly, “raspberry-tart” has a second and apparently unrelated meaning — and that is “the
heart.” Partridge enhances this definition with the following excerpt from some unidentified
poem ((154:688)) Which in the context of my research proved highly humorous.
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“Then | sullied forth with a careless air-r
And contended raspberty ar t . ”

The poem, by A, R. Marshall, is entitled “The Rhyme of the Rusher” and can be found in the
October 29, 1892 copy of the British magazine Sporting Times. Obviously, both definitions fit
comfortably in the context of those two lines!

I was promised a fart in Fellini’s 1972 film classic Roma and all 1 got was a raspberry, albeit a
rather lengthy one, in response to talent night at a live and chaotic theater during the 1940’s. If
you are into raspberries you should really check it out. If there was, indeed, a fart it must have
been a silent one, perhaps laid in the catacombs below the Italian capital where we catch a
glimpse of a lady pictured in an ancient fresco holding her nose.

RATING SCALES

Some people are particularly good at farting. Others are not. How do you rate? To help determine
this, scientifically developed scales are needed to accurately measure one’s talent. Fortunately,
the University of Colorado has already developed such scales circa. 1934-5. Explored were two
means of measurement. These employed (i) decibel measurement and, (ii) odor, the baseline here
being the smell of the more substantial and, alas, forthcoming “fecal nodules.”

TWO METHODS

l. The “Sound” Scale (by increasing vol ume
Fizz | Fuzz | Fiayz / Poop / Taloop / Teaass / Rouzer

Il. The “Smell” Scal e: |l nvos$ melnlg aontee mtr 'mi (0
percentage, of the emerging ga®orse:12-22-82))

Other, later, methods culminated in an investigation of the practitioner’s undergarment. This
method regrettably was practiced by one of my siblings (“the one with the curly hair”), Fluffie’s
uncle, who relying upon this evidence, easily photographed, was able to create little doubt as to
his own talent. Let the following joke explain what | will refrain from explaining.

FI' RST BOY: “My brother can bl ow smoke ring
SECOND BOY: *“Did you actually see him do
FI'RST BOY: “No, but | seem the nicotine on

Such stains are elsewhere referred to as “racing stipes” (Informant:MyCurlyHairedSibling) and “hash
marks.” (Informant:RogerWeiss)
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RAY, JOHN (1627-1705)
John Ray, English naturalist, was also a devisor of popular (well, they ought to be!) proverbs
such as these:

“1t’s good farting before ones fire.
“As Itahzey tasnker, who | aid down his budget t

“As free as a desxa)) horse from farts.”’

RAZZERS

A “razzer” is a one-inch piece of flat rubber tubing, one end of which is wrapped about a short,
hollow piece of cylindrical wood serving as a mouthpiece. Derived from “razz” — shortening of
the term and having the same meaning as “to give the raspberry” — it is a device able to produce
the best of all possible raspberries! As a child, razzers were fairly plentiful, especially at
carnivals, but evidently they have lost much of their popularity.

| had a wonderful idea to help promote earlier iterations of this work.®*? | decided | would buy
several thousand razzers and have Melodious’ name printed on each one of them. I imagined that
with such a quantity, they would only cost a few pennies apiece.

My first obstacle was in learning the correct name for such an instrument. At the time | did not
know it was called a razzer. Although | have operated many a razzer in my time, | had never
been aware of any name with which to attribute one with. | called many carnival supply shops,
toy stores, party shops, and the like, before | was finally able to get hold of a man capable of
giving me the proper labelling, but only after his razzing me over the telephone to confirm my
attempts to describe a razzer without the aid of such onomatopoetic eructions. He also told me he
would get back to me with a price. Unfortunately, the price of razzers turned out to be much too
high. And he would not sell me one (1), or provide me with a sample. What a farthead!

To discover the identifying label took me only a few days. To actually hold a razzer once again
in my hand took many months. | had a great deal of difficulty finding anyone to sell me such an
item. In my pursuit | have stumbled across duck, squirrel, goose, turkey and other such game
calls used in hunting — none of which contained the sound for which | was searching. | finally
discovered a razzer for sale in Huntington, New York’s “The Party Lounge.” It was there that I
was also able to purchase my first whoopee cushion. Both are now residing in the fartological
archives where there are nestled together.

The cardboard packing used for my 14¢ razzer has printed on it the following:

“Rubber RAZZER Honk! Bronx Cheer, Bl ow you
parts not recommended for children under 8

342 | ., fartological experimentation and research.
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This is accompanied by a drawing of a man pretending to blow his nose while really blowing
through a razzer. | should have purchased some fake snot while | was there.

REGARDING FOOTNOTE #81

I haven’t the faintest notion on how to create a footnote inside a footnote, nor if anything of the
like has ever been done before; nor do | wish to learn. But | sure have a need for such a footnote
right now and that footnote is about to be footnoted here. But first, let me relocate Footnote #81
and bring it here. Here it is now, in all its entirety, and most of its glory, too. And you will see
the magic displayed below. Behold! It is marvelously footnoted with Footnote #343:

Footnote #81.

81Some of this was plagiarized from Rabelais, Book 5, Chapter 7. Can you find out from

which translator this was stolen? We can make it a game: Pin the Tale on the Translator!

At |l east d NRdchAAy3dsdlea®2 2F LI22THatwouldR | T dz
have been atrociou¥®®

RIDDLES (OLD ONES)

Fart riddles! They do exist. Here is a sampling from days gone by.

1. “Demaunde: Who was he that lett®¥ the firs
2. Q: Wherefore doth a maery Atkins when he lets a fart?

A: Because it is alnagranfor a stink®*® ((100:11))
3. To all around me Mirth | maké

tho seldom spend my Pelf:

And what so’ere | chance to say,

| always shame my self.

|l " m usher’”d into Company
343Ormaybeevenworse,itcouldhavebeen:WeII, I must e’ en scamper, or take what

and wincing, and yerking, and calcitrating, alias kicking, and farting, and funking, and curvetting, and bounding,ilgd spring
and galloping full drive, as if the devil had been come for himopria persondproper person].

34 From Wynkyn de Worde’s The Demaundes Joyous: 1511. This book is considered to be the first joke book made
available in English.

35 From Edmund Gayton’s Wit Revived: or, A New and Excellent Way of Divertisment digested into most ingenious
questions and answers. London: 1656.

348 This is, as is the riddle that follows, a “What Am " riddle to be sung to the tune of Steve Winwood and Jim
Capaldi’s “40,000 Headmen.”
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of those with besDegree,
Who all congratulating Bow,

when ‘ere they know ‘“tis me.

Yet who so ‘ere me entertains,

turns usually a Sneaker,

Tho’ of the commons House (‘tis true)
| once was Mr. Speaker.

And tho I""m chose no Member now,

| often fill the Chair,

But very seldom come into ‘1t

i f th’ Speaker not be there.
| live to go great length of Age,
| die for want of Breath,
And yet when ‘“ere | hap to die,
| sing before my Death((7aesaurus Aenigmaticus. 1725-6: pg.35))
4. Because | am by Natuibénd,
| wisely chuse to walkehind
However, to avoid Disgrace,
| let no Creature see my Face.
My Words are few, but spoke wi8ense
And yet myspeakingyive Offense:
Or, if towhisperl presume,
The Company will fly the Room.
By all the world | arfd LINB &4 4 Qi =
And myOppressiomives thenmRest

It is at this point that we find ourselves with the uncontrollable urge to blurt out the question,
“Who am I?” — true to the genre of this kind of riddle. Yet the poem continues...

By Thousands | am sold and bought,

Who neither get, nor lose a Groat;

For none, alas, by me can gain,

By those who give me greatest Pain. (Lin&@)3

In me, Detractors seek to find

Two Vices of a diff’rent Kind:

|l " m too profuse some Cens’'rers <cry,
And all I get, | let it fly:
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While others give me many a Curse,
Because too close | hold my Pui¥e. (Lines 2328) ((124 & 206))

And now, a riddle from Rabelais’ Gargantua & Pantegruel (Bk. 1, Ch. 39):

“Speaking of nothing, why aaBeckdrmichtohi ghs o

And here are two answers, albeit the same answer.

@m*“lt stems,” said the monk, “from three <ca
cool:primo, because the water runs all the way dosecondob e cause it’ s a
pl ace, dark and hidden, where the sun neyv
continually ventilated by breezes— from th
most frequently and especialpf r om t he codpi emsmmw: And | oy ol
Bk1Ch39))

2“ This problem,” said Gargantua, “is neith

in Plutar chKNSS TOdidzeStak é mahatiplaceis by whi ch
naturally refreshedPrimo,because the water runs all along3ecundpbecause it is

a shady place, obscure and dark, upon which the sun never shines. And thirdly,
because it is continually blown upon, and aired by a reverberation frobathe

door, by the fan of thesmock andflipflat of the codpiece. And lusty my lads, some

bousing liquor, page; sorack, crack, cr&cX &(1737: Bk1Ch39))

RIDDLES (SOME NEWER ONEYS)
1. What smells like a worm but is invisible?
A r o b i (nfdrmant:Lifdapytie) t .
2. Why do women have bad breath?
Because they hold in their far{gformant:SueMasica)
3. What did one burp say to the other burp?

Let’s go out the back way and be 1| it
(Informant:TheOneWiththeCurlyHair)

4. Why do farts stink?

So the deaf can enjoy them tqoformant:RudyRucker)

347 From Jonathan Swift’s “Because | am by Nature blind.”
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5. Does the bassoonist really make that noise with his mouth?

| hope SOX(from Dr. Paul Englisch IN HIS Das Skatologische Element in Liferatur, 1928, page
57)

6. What’'s invisible and smells |like a rabbit

A bunny fart!(Personal communication from Reinhold Aman, 7-29-82. I don’t
remember either one of us laughing.)

7. What is big, red, and goes boom boom boom?

Santa Claus after a bakbdan suppert(1977 American Greeting Card #75V
9901-3C))

8. What’' s a womb?
The noise an elephant makes when it farts in a gage4o0))
9. Sir, how do you spell relief?

The most sensible answer | hads blurtedrom an elder lady in tennis

shoesand petal pusherwh o sai d, *ARTE&Epel | relief,
(Informant:RobertodeAbacus®# 5-22-82)

ROSIE-CROSSE, Brotherhood of the

The following baffling footnote was found tucked away within Yale’s Studies in English, edited
by Albert S. Cook, Vol. 28, with Introduction, Notes, and Glossary by Dr. De Winter, New
York, Henry Holt and Company, 1905: Mysterious Footnote #4.2.34, hidden away somewhere
on page 202. It is quoted here in full. These words have long had, and continues to have, a deep
and profound influence on Slove’s life and studies. He believes it holds the key into unplumbed
depths and capacities of all things fartological.

34.1.2 Thairy brethren of the Rosi€rosse. The first mention of this mysterious order
appeared in a manifesto published at Cassel in 1614. A second book appeared in 1615,
and a third at Strasburg in 1616. The wonderful stories they told of the practical wisdom
of the Brotherhood, and especially of their skill in fartology appealed to the credulous
among all classes, and caused much dispute. Johnson's Encyclopedia says:

“The alchemists particularly were anxious fo join if, sure that it had found the philosopher's

stone and could make gold, but the whereabouts of the Brotherhood remained unknown. For

several years the secret society of the Rosicrucians was the all-absorbing fopic of the day. Some

think that the books were writfen by Johann Valentin Andrea simply as a satire. Of the real
existence of such a society there never was found the slightest trace.”

348 Robert Patterson of Ithaca, New York
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In Airy, Jonson alludes to their uncertain whereabouts. He says much of them in the
Fortunate Isle€1626). In hifNNews from the New Worttiey

“have their college within a mile of the moon ; a castle upon wheels with a winged lanthorne
[i.e., lantern].”

ROWSING ONE

William Hicks, probably some hack 17"-century writer trying to make a living and not Sir
William Hicks, 1st Baronet, 1596-1860. But who knows? The following was plucked from his
Coffee-House Jests, “by the author of the Oxford-jests (London, printed for Benj. Thrale, at the
Bible in the Poultry, near Cheapside, 1677.” Cheapside happens be near the Mansion House, if
you know the area well enough, this might be useful. The earlier 1671 Oxford-jests lists his name
as Captain William Hickes. Its full title is “Oxford jests, refined and enlarged: being a collection
of witty jests, merry tales and pleasant jokes. Collected and composed by Captain W. Hicks,
native of Oxford.” He had several similar volumes available from around 1670 until 1770. Yes,
most likely not the Baronet.

A country woman that was a bold Gossip, came to a Butchers in Oxford, and when she
saw a Shoulder of Mutton hung up, she askt him what she should give him for it? He told

her two Shillings and a half: “Two farts a
two farts and a half and thou shalt have i
have at i1it;” then she |ifted up her pretty
“there’ s one;” then sweet soerlasgoxhhen | i fted
l'ifting up her two | egs one after another,
t hr ee, but where’s the half one?” “Why,"” s

for that was@zes)yr owsi ng onel”

Eightteentiv Tnterlude
| am reminded of my promise  to you, dear Persistent Reader, back on page

nine of this novel, that I have hidden t he wor d isedmewhereg with inth is
novel. Have you been looking forit ~ ? You should have! There is a BIG hint

towards its discovery, situated atthe start of thosebygone Q6s. You mi ght w
to begin looking for that word finqy again, especially now t hat youdre r emi
that this is one of the joyful allurements to a novel likethis . Ot her novel s d
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come with games. This one does! Youdd, expect
woul dndotAtydbeast that 0s OvecemewpwitcWwhiehewas Sl

scratching out this part of his wonderful life. 0OA | i f e (lw\Wdndeoand (2)
farting would be no |Iife at all, 6 he mur murs t
is no way she could hear him being back at the ranch, asleep, alone he

hopes 349, in her bed.

Ok . | 6 viothey 0 i da | e a godd ond. \What has four hundred and

sixty -two minus four hundred and fifty -eight letters, three of them are not an F,

another is a vowel, of which there is only one, and that vowel starts with an

0 a s s h oTheet ®addthat are left (another riddle: how do | k-n-o-w there are only

two letters left?) come fromthe word ROT! Can you guess the word |
thinking?

yo udd think fr omsly-8ladvsen-bietamhical love -life, back

t her e i n, tyhothinkQdthat SI 6ve and Wonder had a life with nothing but

love, sex, witticisms and laughs, wisecracks , lots of rumpy -pumpy and fun!

And itwas, dondt get me wr gilh adtotvarkt ard Imbst ef his time

went into that. He was driven. No time for family or fun now. It was Fartology

or Bust! |l tds hard to buil d especibllyisfartolegy.s and a
Sometimes , to relax , hed dlaydream , 0y o u PdpénRaul is a nut, but what

about that Sléve? H e &he real pist achi6!6

349 Slove is still hurt about that time she slept with Sparkle Plenty, the poet turned serial killer, so long ago. Then,
even after Sparkle was convicted, she confessed she wanted to do it again and that hurt him even more. “Huhh...”
sighed Slove.
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£KKECY Y)Y
Chapter 19: ”;S) (26 Salty Entries)

It was my understanding that the most frequently used consonant is the S. [ reeently Igarned the truth. The & holds only
an gighth-placg ranking, sharing only 5.7351% of all Igtter-occupying spaces in the accumulation of all novels thus
writtgn. E is in first placeg with a whooping 11.1607%. W¢ will providg a final analysis of all lgtters in fhis novel beforg the
final chapter. &, by the wag, is used 48,361 times in the present novel. The word “novel” is usegd onlg 162 times, which is
ap around 60 timegs sincg last ¢dit.»®

SADE, DONATIEN ALPHONSE FRANCOIS, MARQUIS DE (1740-1814)

| balked at entering this entry into the fartological concordance until | was able to realize and
appreciate the humor of this perverted French nobleman, politician, philosopher, and lusty beast
of prey accused of wanton sex crimes. Of nobility he was something between a Marquis and a
Comte.®! Politically he was on the side of the people, called himself “Citizen Sade,” and was a
delegate to the National Convention where he wrote an admiring eulogy for Jean-Paul Marat. As
philosopher he was declared insane and spent time in an asylum. His last year of captivity was in
solitary confinement, after which he was release for good behavior having been deprived of
writing tools and paper. When he saw the sun again, he had just turned seventy. His old heart
became enchanted with a nubile fourteen-year-old named Madeleine,**? with whom he began a
sexual relationship that lasted until his death four years later when she was still a teenager. A
contemporary descendant of Sade’s makes a living by selling bronze replicas of his famous
ancestor’s skull. 33

The Marquis had a sense of humor, albeit morbid and twisted, but playful nonetheless. He has
been maligned and belittled as he quietly sat in jail writing his ridiculous books. Rightly so? It is
now time for you to judge. Each of the following scenes are from his The 120 Days of Sodom, his

350 Um, yes, well I am told by an unnamable source that there are 48,384 R’s in this novel and that the word
overlooked occurs twice. Oh, and yes, can you find them?

%1 .e., a Count, as was Dracula.
32 Madeleine LeClerc—a great-great-great ancestor of Jacques LeClerc, unless | am mistaken.

353 Here is the advertising spiel, in full, for the €2,500.00 bronze skull: “On Friday, December 2, 1814, at the hospice of
Charenton, died Donatien Alphonse Francois, Marquis de Sade at the age of 74. Buried in Charenton, the body was exhumed a
few years later, when the cemetery was moved. On this occasion, the young doctor LJ Ramon, who had accompanied him in his
last hours, had the Marquis' skull given in order to study it. Dr. Spurzheim, a disciple of Dr. Gall, father of phrenology,
borrowed the skull and made a cast of it. The skull traveled to England, America and Germany to illustrate lectures on this
theme. By the time Dr. Spurzheim died, the skull was gone. Only the cast remains. That is in the Museum of Man [i.e., Paris’
Musée de I’'Homme]. According to phrenologists, the skull of the Marquis de Sade ‘was in every way similar to that of a father of
the church’. This bronzing of the skull of the Marquis de Sade was made from the authentic cast. This artwork was executed by
master art founder Avangini in May 2012. Each bronze sculpture is signed with the initials of the Marquis de Sade (DAFMdeS).
They are numbered from 1 to 99 sans 69 for reasons unknown. As you will have understood, this numbered molding is rare.
however, of the 99 98 copies of this series, there will always be a few.”
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only work that exploits flatulence, fifty-seven times, for my assistants have counted them at my
repeated insistence. Here are but three of those scenes.

Pay Six of Ong Hundred Twenty. latg Wfternoon. The sun is casting longish
shadows against the gently wilted window pangs.

He stood up and guided me to the edge of the bed upon which he installed me in such
wisethat the upper half of my body rested on the bed, then, seating himself on a very
low stool, he found himself situated between my wildeg legsvith his head on a level
with my ass. He peers at me for another instant, then, deciding | am not yet adjusted as |
ought to be, up he gets, fetches a cushion, fits it under my belly, thus arching my ass
more sharply; he sits down again, examines, and goes about everything with the
sangfroid and confidence of the seasoned and mature libertine. A moment passes, then
he grasps my two buttocks, spreads them, poses his open mouth upon the hole, fastens
his lips hermetically to it, and immediately, pursuant to the signal he gives me and in
obedience to the considerable pressure that has built up within me, | unldesimang
fart, possibly the most explosive one he has received in all his life; it shoots down his
gullet and he backs away, furious.

“What the devil!” he cries, “so you are s
And he straightway claps his mouth to my asshole again.

“Yes, Monsieur,” | say as | release a sec
who kiss my ass!”

“Very well then! Fart, i f you famtpsay,, you I

fart as hard as you like and as often as you’can

Pag Seven of Ong Hundred Twenty. Midmorning. There still remains a light fog
across the guarded yard. It gives the appearance of a drizzle.

e

“He knelt down b e3andlkissed itlavinglydfarts weeelovtn ugp u m
his nose, he waxed ecstatic, opened his mouth, the lady opened hef¥Maistiongue
went enthusiastically in quest of the mellow winds soughing in that tunnel. He could not
resist the delirium into which the operation was plunging him. From his breeches he has

34 The bum of an “aged procuress whose withered buttocks bore a powerful likeness to a crumple of old parchment
being used to keep tobacco moist.”

355 Please note that the venting of “her arsehole was so naturally large that, all-unawares, she blew driblets and farts,
and often, more besides.” ((Sade:37))
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brought out an ancient, pale, shriveled little devitan object as #lavored as the one

he dei fies. “Ah! Fart, my old sweetie, far
frigging himself with al/l his strength. ¢
spel |l binding this slumbering princel!”

They lay eager hands upon those foul and rammy asses, solicit farts, obtain them, and
are fully prepared to be just as happy as@@wn Attorney.

Pay Fifteen of Ong Hundred Twenty. High noon. The sun is as bright as oncg were
the goung damsel’s tear-strewn gyes. tler smoek beecomes shamefully stainegd with
thosg tears. The sun makes them glisten!

“But, Monsieur, what am | to do
“Why, Jesus Christ, are such questions sti
and show me that damned ass | ' m pa

Lucile obeys, trembling like a leaf, and discloses a little white ass just as darling and sweet
as would be that of Venus herself.
“Hum ... |l ooks all right,” mutters the
Then, getting a firm grip upon the two buttocks and separating them forcefully:
“You’'re damned certain no one’s ever d
“Oh, Monsieur, no anywehehraes..’ever touch
“Very wel | . Now fart!"”
“But, MOhyQawowe, |
“ Wettylff or Chri st’s sake. Make your se
She struggles, frowns, squintden finallya little breath of aromatic wind does escape
and produces a little echo upon entering the infected mouth of the old libertine, who
seems delighted and almost allows a smile to drape across his musty lips.

SAINT AUGUSTINE (354-430)

St. Augustine was an early Algerian church father who in the middle of his life gave up the life
of a pagan and a lot of things that go with that kind of life to become devoted to the Christian
belief system. Thus he tells us, in order to prove that his God has given men free will, in Book
xiv, chapter 24 of his City of God about a man who could fart at will. “There are those that can
break wind backward so artfully that you would think they sung.” QED. See also MONTAIGNE

3% His aged penis.
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SAINT GENGULF’S WIFE

You don’t hear much about Saint Gengulf (who died 760 CE) these days because the church is a
little bit embarrassed about the miracle bestowed upon his not-so-lovely wife. Saint Gengulf
became a saint after his wife and her lover killed and dismembered him. His various body parts,
through the boundless and ineffable benevolence of god, were able to cure a variety of ailments.
A young servant of the wife excitedly came to tell her of these miracles, to which the guilty and
angry widow responded, “If Gengulf can work such wonders, so can my ass!” And as soon as
she spoke these words, all her future utterances became but the humiliating blurts of farting —
“putt, putt, putt!” You can learn the whole story in Richard Harris Barham’s (1788-1845)
entertaining poem A Lay of St. Gengulphus. This humorous poem is sufficiently grisly, but sadly
he changes the farting into a talking couch cushion. Nothing could have made me more
disappointed. But in any case, still, it is a talking asshole.

The cushion stuck fastiFrom that hour to her last
She could never get rid of that comfortles

So this shocking bad wife heard a voice all her life
Crying ‘Murder!’ r-erdhersabaltsi@zzrzip m t he cushi on,

Here, found in Urquhart’s wonderful footnote regarding a phrase written by Rabelais, is how |
originally discovered this deserving lady’s plight:

The legend of St. Gengulf says, this man had so brawling a wife tbahbteiyingt to

be properly the business of heaven to deliver him from the contalaidorsof this

woman, begged of the Almighty, that for the time to comtenevery injurious word
sheshouldoffer at uttering, might be so many farts issuing out of her mouth. | do not
remember whether his prayer was heard or no; perhaps not and so this disappointment
might put him upon trying another method, that of imploring the aid of the inferna
POWETrS.((173 Urquhart:141))

S.B.D.
Silent But Deadly farts, like “sliders,” cannot be heard. They make themselves known by their
powerfully odiferous effect (Personal communication)

Remember what “Bugs” Baer once said? “God put the stink in a fart for guys who are hard of
hearing...and to catch the bastards that try to sneak out of those silent sneakers.” ((128v2:863))

SCHICKELE, “PROFESSOR” PETER
“Professor” Schickele has become known for his creation of P.D.Q. Bach, the forgotten son of
Johann Sebastian Bach. P.D.Q. Bach was also a composer and it is his invention and use of two
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instruments, the windbreaker and the slide windbreaker that is of interest to us here. | am aware
of two of his works that employ these instruments. In his “Erotica” Variations (S. 36EE) the
theme is presented upon the windbreaker and its third variation employs the slide windbreaker.
In his oratorio The Seasonings (. Y:tsp), the duet Bide Thy Thyme is written for soprano and alto,
with slide whistle, windbreaker and trombone as accompaniment; the aria Open Sesame Seeds is
written for bass vocal and kazoos along with both windbreaker and slide windbreaker.

The windbreaker, says the Maestro, “is a strange instrument. I’ve never been able to figure out
why it’s called a windbreaker; it doesn’t resemble a jacket in any way I can see. The best thing to
do with a windbreaker is to ignore it. The slide windbreaker...enables the player to slide from
one note to another without sacrificing any of the obnoxious tone quality of the regular
windbreaker.”

Both references include pictures of the windbreaker. ((194 & 195))

SCHOOL OF SALERNO

This eleventh century school was founded in the Gulf of Naples by four well-known doctors — a
Greek, an Italian, a Jew and an Arab. Unfortunately their names have not been passed down to
us.

It appears that once the Crusaders came to this center of learning to alleviate the pains of “wind
held in.” The school’s Health Code was that

To release certain winds is considered almost a ciN@iethose who suppress them risk
dropsy, convulsion, Vertigo and frightful colidsese are too often the unhappy
outcome of a sad discretioq148:54))

SCOGIN®7 LETS A FART

What follows are two tales: (1) “How Scogin Let a Fart,” and (2) “How Scogin and His Wife
Made an Heire,” They can each be found in The Jests of Scogin, and later as Scogin’s Jests. Yet
both titles are “full of witty mirth, and pleasant shifts, done by him in France and other places,
being a preservative against melancholy.” Originally printed in 1626, these tales were lifted from
the “1796 printed for W. Thackery and J. Deacon, reprinted for J. Caufield” edition.

357 «John Scoggin was educated at Oriel College, in Oxford, and being an excellent mimic, and of great pleasantry in
conversation, became the favorite buffoon of the Court of Edward 1V in which he passed the greatest part of his
life.” -W. Carew Hazlitt (on page 8 of his Old English Jestbooks. London: Willis and Sotheran, 1866).
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How Scogin Let a Fart:

There oncewas atime that Scogin was converséifbothint he Ki n g angdthec hamber
Queerns. ThereatScogin would peake her@nd there and allbout, and on this

particular daywithin the Queeris chamberThe Queen by @iom, asismost commorto

all greatgentlevomen and ladieshelet aloudfart. She then said, thinking she was

quite alone," fie same is worth to me twenty pountdScoginupon hearing thigemark

firt out a fart like a horse or marand proclaimed" fithat fart be so dear of twenty

pound myfart is worthfortyH 840RAL: Here a man may see that a knave may doe that which an
honest man may not speake. ((99v3:112))

How Scogin and His Wife Made an £f8ir

Once upona time they died in Londo#§ and Scogin and his wiéscaped so ttie in
the country, and whiléhey did lie there Scogirdid purchase a copyhold, and went to
aske counsel of a man of law, sayitdrave purchased a copyhpkhd | am come to
aske your counsel, and I will give you for your labbiite.

“Sir; said the man of lawyour copy must be made under themeof law, and |
counsel you to make an héir.

“Sir; said Scogirt rl this matter, | will goe home, and aske counsel of my wife, and to
morrow | will come againe to ydu.

Scogin went home, and told his wife what the man of law hadegédding thathe
copy must be made under thermeof law, and that it were good to make an heir. Then
Scogin sdito his wife“ \We, let us goe to bed, and we will make an heiatgyby.”

So hey went to bed andoonScogin pulled the sheet abthnketsover his own head
andthat of his wi e. Hethendid let a greatdrt. 362

&Now site thou £362 said Scogirfand we shall have an hglty and by, so lonthat we
lay together, witithat stink, Whereby theywere almost choked.

“Ah! said Scogin to his wifél will buy no more copyhal@or it isnoughtto make an
heirl ”

358 Familiar, up-to-date, acquainted, aware, and knowledgeable!
359 Pun obviously intended.
360 That places us in the years 1665-6, during the Great Plague of London.

361 «“Copyhold was a form of customary land ownership common from the Late Middle Ages into modern times in
England. The name for this type of land tenure is derived from the act of giving a copy of the relevant title deed that
is recorded in the manorial court roll to the tenant; not the actual land deed itself. The legal owner of the manor land
remained the mesne lord, who was legally the copyholder.” (Wikopedia@copyhold)

362 The original manuscript states: “he did let a great **** ” I am making an assumption regarding the true meaning
of those quadrupled asterisks. -ESP

363 Could this be a mere typo and Scogin herein commands his wife to sit, not siste thou, patiently, under the covers
amidst the miserable miasma of his powerful flatulence?
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On the morrow Scogin went to the man of law, saying: be you ready to goe to
Westminster?

“Wherefor? said the man of law

To whichScogirreplied “ @ make my copy, $ir”

Said the man of law, Wh y Sl cam ghake itight here in my housé.

“Nay; saidScogin“you said ® me yesterday that it must be under théormeof law
and, as everybody knows, itisWestminstewhereis thebestforme of law in England,
and therefore let us go sit under ®of thoseformes. 364

“Tush! sdad the man of law,“the copy must be madaccordingo the lav, and beside
youand your wifewe must prepare aopyfor your children’

“Why,” said Scogirf, i f y oyaubade roearlake aheir, and | and my wife made

such an heir in our beds yesternight, that shee and | were almost poisivegAL:

Whereby it appeara mis-hearing of a tale maketh misunderstanditigereforeplainespeech is best®
((99v2:93))

SCREAMERS
Farts that are very loud and high pitched speak out their existence and are therefore called
“screamers.” Odor rarely accompanies them.

SENGAI GIBON ( ) (1750-1837)

This Japanese artist®®® once painted a picture (see page 4 of the present work) entitled “The
Teaching of the Law of a Hundred Days,” ‘hundred days’ meaning always—everyday. It is, in
fact, a drawing of a boy bent over farting and is “remarkable in that it unites the very lowest with
the very highest, and when this is done we have humor, poetry, and whole Truth.” ((30:249))

“The picture shows the beatific pleasure
farting with his right hand stretched to the rear. From the Freudian point of view we

must say that farting is a sexual pleasure, and a sexual symbol. But more profoundly, the
uni ver se 3 bdost@®bud find that iestinks, and hold our noses. We should,
instead, take @ozheep breath of it.?7”

364 Ha-ha! Get it?
365 Although Scogin knew what was spoken and had turned it into a jest.
366 He was also a monk of the Rinzai school of Zen Buddhism.

367 This needs repeating: “The Universe is God’s Fart!” And it is from this perspective that Professor Promblés
approaches all problems in the realm of fartology. It is, too, with this understanding that this novel is written. To
quote from Christopher Flower’s Quotations from the Mystical Writings of E. Sléve Promblés ((78:135)): “God is
speaking to us all the time, sometimes several times a day. Are you listening?”
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The characters scribbled along the side say:

Gb2¢ GKSYH 9FdG gl &H
5NRAY {1 dzLJ @2dzNJ S| Hé

SHOCK TREATMENT

‘a1 b e r i g hdistraotinghim! Heécrded nat t® tall lesdnothernmdy was

in the bathroom and Adam wandered in that directions, summoned by her voice. He
could hear all the noises she made in there and he tried not to listen, his cheeks warm.
He heard the sound of a toilet flushing and the wafea faucet running. Amy stepped

out and saw the blood staining his cheeks.

farts bother you. |t ivse®Hatdrshetald him shehadn at ur e

chosen the words deliberately. “A bit of
—f rom Roberdamthe Cheasitesay) ' s

SHOOTING BETWEEN WIND AND WATER

In part, this phrase is a humorous method, among many others, of determining that, indeed, there
lies between these two the “hole of contentment,” the “thatched house under the hill,” the
“keystone of love,” the “agreeable ruts of life,” the “ivory gate,” the “doodle sack,” the “end of
the Sentimental Journey,” the “flower of chivalry,” the “custom house goods (being the place
where Adam made his first entry),” the “gap over the garter,” the “happy hunting ground,” the
“lock of all locks,” the “mouth that says no words about it,” the “nest in the bush,” the “poor
man’s blessing,” the “tuzzy-muzzy,”: call it what thou wilt!

“Shooting between wind and water” accurately designates, for the woman’s male partner, exactly
where she expects him to “pocket the stakes” when she finally agrees to “make feet for
children’s stockings.” The objects wind and water (i.e., farts and urine) serve as asymptotic
boundaries for the “vertical smile” between. “Shoot, ” albeit somewhat misogynous, is actually
an attempt to describe intromission and most likely the “giving of juice for jelly by the bald
headed hermit.” Thus I surmise that “shooting between wind and water” is a male perspective on
human coitus. ((All euphemisms found at154)) The phrase is occasionally given as “to hull” between
wind and water. And to hull is to be carried along by the impetus of wind or water against the
main body of the ship alone, sails furled. Between the years 1830-1870 the “wind and water” of
it became shortened to the “two W’s.” ((154:1267))

368 | ater that evening Amy also told him that “most of us find that it stinks, and hold our noses. But you and I, Ace,
we’re different. We should, instead, be taking a deep breath of it. Afterall, the universe is nothing other than a fart—
God'’s fart!”
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On the other hand, if one happens to be “shot betwixt wind and water,” that is a much more
serious thing. If that is the case, you should probably make an appointment to see your doctor,
for while you were busy shooting, or being shot, between wind and water, you have
simultaneously been poxed or clapped, terms found in a different kind of a concordance than this
one. ((92:198))

SIMPLICIUS SIMPLICISSIMUS

This is the title of what is considered to be the greatest German novel of the seventeenth-century,
and the first German masterpiece. It is at times very funny, especially when not describing the
horrors of war. It is an adventure story, contrasting the foolishness of human mores and pursuits
through the eyes of an alleged simpleton. We follow Simplicius’ spiritual growth from
simpleton, to warrior, to man of means, eventually to his becoming a hermit. Translator George
Schulz-Behrend does a wonderful job bringing out the crude life and vitality with which the
original author, Johann Jakob Christoffel von Grimmelshausen, was able to tell his tale. It takes
place during Thirty-Years War (1618-1648). The full subtitle gives you an idea of what the book
is all about.

Thebiography of a curious rogue namiielchior Sternfels von Fuchshaiwhere and
how he came into this world; what he saw, learned, experttrared suffered therein;
and why he voluntarily quit &llagain. Exceedingly jolly to read and useful for everyone.
((91:xviii))
The author, Johann Jakob Christoffel von Grimmelshausen (1621-1676), was kidnapped by
soldiers at the age of ten and groomed to become a regular soldier. He was noticed for his
writing skills and was promoted to be a scribe in his regiment's chancellery. From there he
entered into the service of a bishop. And finally, when in his middle forties, he was made
magistrate and was able to spend the rest of his years writing stories. | wonder what a magistrate
is and if you can still become one.

Chapter 27, Book 1, is entitled: A Powerful Stench Stinks Up the Secretary’s Office. It
commences with The Author’s praise of an Inkwell, a metaphor upon the wonders of the quill
(now computer). | love the way he describes the power and magic of what a writer is capable of
and what can be strived for—even if it is only for evil. For me, this is personal. For | have
created for you a massive and wonderful fantasy—a fantasy unbelievably about farts! And you
(and Sléve) have been willing to go along with me, and | thank you for that.

Chapter 27: A Powerful Stench Stinks Up the Secretary’s Office.

My master’s favor toward me kept increasi
(who had been the hermit’s wife) but also
improved the more our good food and lazy days made me sleek and pleasant to look at.

This favor was extended by others as well, for whoever had something to do with the
governor showed favor toward me. This was
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who was supposed to teach me arithmetic and who had a lot of fun with my ignorance
and simplicity.

He had only recently graduated, and was s
which he had been famous at sché&f§iHe often persuaded me that black was white,
and white, black; that’'s wHYOncgwherfli rst | be

reproached him for his dirty inkwghle answered thakhis inkwelbwas the best thing in

the whole office, for he could get out of ivhateverhe wanted—clothes or money; in

fact, he had fished a good many other things out of it. | did not want to believe that such
bulky and valuable goods could come out of such a tiny glass. But he asses{dttise

papyrilt hat s what he called the ink) coul d dc¢
“well” because it was deep enough to hold
out, since the well wasn’'t wide enough to

replied he had an arm in his head that could do it, and he had hopes of fishing out some
rich and beautiful girl; he was confident that if his luck held he could get real estate and
servants out of it too. And this was nothing new; it had all been done before.

You’ve been very patient and I thank you for that. But, no longer must you wait, for I can see the
fart coming towards us, just over the next horizon. Je péte!®’!

While we were discussing the inkwell, a book on epistolary titles and salutations
happened to strike my fancy. | said to the
of Adam, all are dust and ashes! Why the big difference in salutation? Your Lordship, your
Holiness, your Worship, your Grace, your Invincible Highness, your Majesty. Are these
di vine char act er tésedketad/ had toyaugh & hajexglamed 'these

things to me, and while | was | aughing abo
out such a fiendish fart that it startled both of us.

The smell spread through the office in no
said to me. “Go to the other hogs in the p
a conversation with educated people!” But
horrible stink was unbearable. That’s how
promi sing business tr@issm) ng in the secreta

The first English translation (William Heinemann, 1912) describes the scene without direct
reference to the fart. | give it here for contrast:®"?

369 Some thought he had bats in the belfry!
370 And in the end, nothing!
37 French for “I'm farting!”

372 There has been an operetta (Johann Strauss, Jr., 1887), an opera (Karl Amadeus Hartmann, 1934), and a made-
for-TV German movie (1961, directed by Hans Hartleb) — but, without investigation, I am assuming also without the
fart.
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“But this favour of the secretary towards me lasted not long, for by reason of my boorish
and filthy habits | presently, after his foregoing discourse, behaved myself so foully (yet
without evil intent) in his presence that he must bid me betake myself to the pigs as to
my best comrades.

Chapter 28: Someone Full of Envy Teaches Simplicius Soothsaying
and Other Gentle Tricks.

| had gotten into this trouble through no fault of my own, for the unusual food and
medicines | haito swallow every day, to straighten out my shrunk stomach and innards,
raised many powerful storms inside me, and they bothered me when they urgently
sought an exit. And since | did not think it at all bad to let nature take her course (it was
(1)impossible to resist her at lengtior (2) hadmy hermitever instructed me in this
matter, nor(3) had myknar?”3forbidden it),sol let the wind passuntil the day | lost
face with the secretary. Now, perhaps | might have done without his sympathy if | had
not gone from bad to worse, for | fared like a pious, good man who comes to court, a
place where Goliath tried to undo David; Minotaur, Theseus; Circe, Ubtsses,et. al.

My master had another page, a smart aleck and sharp cookie, who had been there
several years longer than I. Well, | chummed with him because we were of the same age.
| thoughthe i s Jonathan and you are David. But
toward me, which grew daily. He worried that | might want to harm him; and therefore
he thought secretly of ways to discredit me and through my fall prevent his own. But I,
with the gentleness of a dove, confided all my secrets to him, and because these
consisted only of childish simplicity and piousness, he could never get at me.

Once, in bed, we talked a long time before falling asleep and while we were talking
about soothsaying he promised to teach it to me for nothing, he asked me to stick my
head under the covers, this being part of the game. | did so eagerly, and watched closely
for the arrival of the spirit of prophecy. Holy cow! It went in at my nose and with such

concentration that | couldn’t possibly sta
teacher . I answered, “You farted!” “And vyo
caught on beautifully.?”

| did not think this was too bad, for at the time | was still too naive to take offense. |

only wanted to know how to | et out gquiet o

nothing to it. Just raise your left leg like a dog at the corner, whisjpéite je péte, je

péte,and push as hard as you can. Then when these travelers come out, they do so as
guietly as thieves.” “That’s good,” | said
everyone will think it was one of the dogs
earlier todayk(91:57-8))

873 | e., father
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Chapter 31: How Simplicius Fails in Art and Is Beaten Black and Blue.

While | was thus waiting at table, platter in hand and mind full of thoughts and notions,
my stomach informed me that there were winds demanding passage. Following
instructions of the night before, | raised my left leg, put on the pressure, and would have
mumbled the magic worde péte But a tremendous, rumbling tornado passed out, and |
was so embarrassed | felt like a condemned man, rope around his neck, on the way up
the ladder to the gallows. I lost control of my muscles, and my mouth (unwilling to be
outdone by the behind) started competing with it in noise. The worse the wind broke
below, the louder came out thje péteabove—as if the entrance and the exit were
conducting a contest in decibels. This brought me a lot of inner relief, but it also incurred
my master’'s disfavor.

Al most all of the governor’s guests sober
mortars, trumpets, and bombs, and their reverberating echo. For my failure to control
the winds, | received such a good licking that | can feel it to thig@asgo))

SLIDERS

Farts that are purposely released in such a manner as to “slide” out noiselessly are called
(appropriately) sliders. Let us quote Mr. Legman ((128vz:864)) Who appears to be an expert on
sliders:

“Iln practice..the individual, anxious to av
l eans on (“tilts”) or draws open ome butto
fermentational gas of the intestine to ooze out quietly. Though generally successful, this
unfortunately sometimes has only the effect of changing the timbre of the note achieved,
bringing it into a lower diapason in which might only have been an embarrassing
‘screamer’ emerges as a disastrous “fizzle

SNORKLE
See BATHTUBS.

SOLDIER AND THE LITTLE RUSSIAN, (The) [Bawdy Russian Folktale #6]

A soldier who lodged in the house of a Little Russian had an idtfigitd the wife of
his host. Théausbandperceiving thisleft off working in the fields and did not leave the

374 S1ve wasn’t sure what the author of this folktale meant by the word “intrigue”” here. He looked the word up in
his pocket dictionary ((Webster’s New World Dictionary, 2002, $3.94)) and was even more confused. (1) to plot secretly or
underhandedly, (2) to excite the interest or curiosity of, (3) a secret love affair—ah! Never mind!
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house. The soldier therefore had recourse to a trick; he changed his dressr@ndne
eveningand knocked at the window of theba And here is how the soldier tricked the

husband.
“Who is there?” asked the Little Russi an
“1lt I s Babe,” replied the soldier.

“Who i s Babe?”
“The man walltheLwdfRuskiaMenssand Ladiéds the master of the house
at home?”
“What do you want of him?”
“An order has baktelne ilsistutelde tRu sfsuitanesr! Open
The husband who heard these words did not know where to hide hintgetfaught
up a cloak, wrapped himself in it and hichder a bench.
The woman opened the door WharedsheWheresol di er
the master of the house?”
“Hennos home."”
The soldier began to look in the stove, in the loft and in all the corftdest
something undareaththe bench attracted his attention

“What is that?”

“1t is a calf,” replied thiseandoegamtotow likdVi t h t
the animal he was supposed to be.

“Very well! Since the master of the house
therel!?”

“Oh, Lord! Can’t you wait til!l my husband
“How do you think | can wait? | have to v

only one, | shall get three hundred blows of the stick on my back. Lie down at once. |
have no time to stop here talking to you.

The Little Russian gave herself up to the caresses of the soldier, who pressed her so
hard that he made her fart. Whehey were done with theifuttering, he went away.

The husband then came out of hishidm¢ ace. “ Wi fe,” he said,
trouble you have takeapon yourselfor my sake You could not contain yourself and
begantofar, he cont i nu e dutlsaym supedhtathifet had beanydase, |
should haveshitmyself. @, wife, you are very clever, but | am more cleverer that you.

You only spoke of the ¢&%difi-3»h whilst | | owed

SPARROW AND THE MARE, (The) [Yet Another Bawdy Russian Folktale #7]

Inacowward of a peasant’s house was a whol e
to boast to the others. “The grey mare,” h

375 Moral: Sometimes everybody wins!
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sly glances. Would you like to see me t{#dser in the presence of all this honorable
company?’
“Yes, we should |Ii ke to see that,” replie
The sparrow flew to the mare, and saigth his breath upon her ear while clinging to
her forelock;y Good day, my "dear | ittle mare
“Good day, dndwhdatibithaty omg svaett ?”
“Look here! I want darmd atstkery olue twhil g e rmed ..
trusses in her ear.

“Very well,” replied the mare; “in our <co
a girl, it is customary for him to give her presents, and he buys her nuts andoyeager

But as for you, what could you give me?”
“Only tell me what you want.”

“Very well, go and bring me, grahawe by gr a

me .
The sparrow set to work, angith much hard workhesucceeded at lash collecting
a whole bushel of oats. Thefieathers all afluttent went and fitted before the mare
“Come al ong, my dear , heshicthis)thetsparrcelt kitleh er e . ”
patienceand, being a bird, no unflappability
“Al'l right,” said the mare, “IlIt is no goo
remain chaste all my life, and the affection of a fellow like yooti® be despised. Bring
the oats, and call your comrades togethemmnot ashamed to let you do what you like
as long as you dbproperly. Now st nearmy tail, close to my arse, and wait till | lift up
my t Uponthe maré wstterance ofthis, the sparrovgot himself readied to do his

business
As he marebecame entrenched with theating of heroats, the sparrow saprightly
atthebaseofthenar e’ s t ai | , and talhaboutdhe tweloveropar r ows

see what would happeiThey all continued to wait asd mare ate and atdhen,
suddenly?’” she shook her ass whitifted hertail into a luxurious swirend the sparrow
quickly gothis tremendous sparrothingintot h e ma r bdcksidend fellenl y
Caught like Jah in the whale The mare squeezed himdeeperwith that same
luxurioustail. The unflappable sparrothought that he'd never escapelowever, when
she had finished eating skindlybegan to fart. The sparrolaving been puffedut in a
hurry, went and bragged to its comrades.

376 Slove is confused again. Not knowing exactly how this action word moved the narrative forward, using the same
dictionary as used in a previous footnote, he looked up the word truss. Once he was done reading the definition, he

was still confused, for here is what he read: “Truss, as verb, (1) to tie, bind, or bundle, often with up, (2) to support

with a truss.” Neither definition made any sense here, and Sléve hadn’t a clue what a truss was and was too lazy to

look it up yet another word.

377 OK? How many is that now? And what is the relationship between the word suddenly and farting?

333



T thissthe way wdine-featheredfellows do it. The mare—shecould notstand it any
longetDi d you hear ¢mesy she farted?”

SOME AFTERNOON QUICKIES— and, like the Sparrow and the Mare, all Rabelaisian.

1. A not so newly fledged graduate called to his young inspiration: “Hullo, hullo, it’s a long time since I saw
you, dear bag.” “I'm always glad to see you, my jolly pipe,” she answered, “Couple them together,” said
Panurge, “and blow up their arses. Then you’ll have a bagpipe.” (173 Cohen : Bk4Ch9))

2. A wooden loggerhead said to a young wench, “It is long since I saw you, bag.” “All the better,” cried she,
“pipe.” “Set them together,” said Panurge, “then blow in their arses, it will be a bag-pipe.”

(173 Urquhart : Bk4Ch9))

a. One smutty fellow talking to his piece of goods, said: “Don’t forget, poop,” and she replied: “I shan’t
fail you, fart.” “Do you call these two relations?” Pantagruel asked the Governor. “I think they’re
more like enemies than allies. He just called her a poop.” “My dear visitors from the other world,”
answered the Governor. “You have few relatives that are as close kin as this poop and this fart. They
emerged invisibly from the same hole, and at the same instant.” ((173Cohen : Bk4Ch9))

b. A bawdy batchelor, talking with an old trout, was saying, “Remember, rusty gun.”“l will not fail,”
said she, “scowerer.” “Do you reckon these two to be akin?” said Pantagruel to the mayor: “I rather
take them to be foes: in our country a woman would take this a mortal affront.” “Good people of the
other world,” replied the mayor, “you have few such and so near relations as this gun and
scowerer®”® are to one another: for they both came out of one shop.” ((173 Urquhart : Bk4Ch9))

3. And here we have a trio:

i When he belched, it was bushels of oysters.

When he broke wind, it was dun cows’ leather spatterdashes.
When he funked, it was wash-leather boots. ((173 Urquhart : Bk4Ch32))

ii. Does he belch, it is oysters on the half-shell. Oh, those farts, those poops, those
scratching and those songs of his! They were a dun cow’s legcloths, cordovan boots,
new ordinances and peas in a pod. ((173LeClercq : Bk4Ch32))

iii. If he belches, its oysters on the half shell.

If he farts, it’s brown-cow leggings.
If he shits, it’s mushrooms and toadstools. ((173Raffel: Bk4Ch32))

c. I wishto God Priapus were here, as he was at the nocturnal rites in Canidia, to see them farting full
blast and quavering in counterfart. ((173Cohen : Bk5Ch27))

a. God’s mercy, for every one of them you squash, two more arise. On, if but Priapus were
here, as when he witnessed the nocturnal incantations of Canidia, the sorceress, and scared
her off by salvos of the bum. How he would poop and counterpoop his gutful in quavers,
semiquavers and demisemiquavers of rectal harmony. ((173LeClercq : Bk5Ch27))

i. “Bounce tail, and God ha’ mercy guts; if every fool should wear a bauble, fuel
would be dear. A plague rot it, we must know how may farts go to an ounce.
Would Priapus were here, as he used to be at the nocturnal festivals in Crete, that I
might see him play backwards, and wriggle and shake to the purpose.

(173 Urquhart: BK5Ch27))

4. The satyrs, captains, sergeants of companies, detachment leaders, and corporals, wildly sounding the
charge with their goat’s horns, rushed furiously around the army, leaping and prancing like goats,
farting, kicking, and plunging...while the satyrs, captains, sergeants, squadron leaders, and corporals
sounded the charge on their trumpets, whirling wildly through the army, leaping and jumping and
farting and bucking and kicking...while still the Satyrs—captains, sergeant-majors, squad leaders and
corporals—bplew martial, orgiastic airs upon the cow-horns, darted furiously round and round the army,
encouraged their comrades to fight valiantly to the accompaniment of reels, prances, leaps, kicks, a
flying-out at heels and a sustained bombardment from the rear. Yet the satyrs, captains, serjeants, and
corporals of companies, sounding the orgies with cornets, in a furious manner went round the army,
skipping capering, bounding, jerking, farting, flying out at heels, kicking and prancing like mad,

378 |.e., one who scours or cleans or brightens the surface of something by rubbing it hard.
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encouraging their company to fight bravely; and all the delineated army cried out “Euohe!” ((173all:

Bk5Ch40))
a. The Pope gave everyman leave to fart at his ease if the blankets were not steaked... ((173Cohen :
Bk2Ch11))
b. ...and whereas His Holiness the Pope gave each and every man leave to break wind at his ease,

so long as the materials of solid color are not striped, however tragic the poverty of the world...
((173LeClercq : Bk2Ch11))

i

ii.

iii.

iv.

And, Holy Mother, how many captains have we seen, on the open battlefield — when
they were given hunks of the holy bread of the Fraternity the more honestly to nod
their head — play the lute, crack with their bums and give little platform leaps! ...and I
see ordinarily in all good bagpipes that when one goes luring birds, making three turns
of a broom about the chimney-piece and putting one’s name on record, all one does is
to bend the bow backwards and blow one’s rear horn, if it happens to be too hot, and
then skedaddle. ((173Cohen : Bk2Ch12))

Now, by the Holy Mother, how many great captains have we seen, right out on the
battlefield, slammed about with monkish holy wafers, so they could be more graciously
and forthrightly cuddled, go playing their lutes, farting, and performing pretty little
dance steps right out in public! ...and I see that in all good bagpipes, ordinarily, when
you go bird hunting, you dance around the chimney three times and hand in your
commission, and all you have to do is tighten up your kidneys and blow it out your ass,
and if by any chance it’s too hot, then, well, just roll ‘em, ... ((173Raffel: Bk2Ch12))

By the Holy Virgin, when on the field of battle the blows dealt with the brotherhood’s
sanctified bread fell fast, how many great captains have we seen straining their utmost
to swang-dangle, to play the lute, to make music with their tails and to jiggle about on
the platform, shod with dainty slippers lashed like the beard of a crayfish? ...and
whereas, if it be too hot, people do nothing but stretch their kidneys and blow through
their bumvents, whirrberry-whortlehuck: 7%e letter finished off, af once / They gave
the cows back fo the dunce. (173 LeClercq : Bk2Ch12))

And, good lady! How many great captains have we seen in the day of battle, when in
open field the sacrament was distributed in luncheons of the sanctified bread of the
confraternity, the more honestly to nod their heads, play on the lute, crack with their
tails, and make pretty little platform leaps? ...and I see ordinarily in all good bagpipes,
that when they go to the counterfeiting of the chirping of small birds, by swinging a
broom three times about a chimney, and putting his name upon record; they do
nothing but bend a cross-bow backward, and wind a horn, if perhaps it be too hot...
((173 Urquhart : Bk2Ch12))

Gloves perfumed with farts. Gloves nicely perfumed with fart sniffings. Indeed a dainty pair of gloves
perfumed with the scent of bum-gunshot. Hence, the plaintiff is likewise innocent of the case privileged
from the dog-glebastardies he was presumed to have incurred because he could not jocundly excrete,
through a decision handed down by a pair of gloves perfumed with arseoptera and fartiolo. ((173

alfBk2Ch13))

SPARROW FARTS

“Sparrow farts” are the flatus fermented in the pygidium of the sparrow. When imprisoned they

are used to energize Pootmobiles, vehicles designed by the late Josiah Combs. ((Legman:7-21-81)) |
believe Legman was referring to the late Dr. Josiah H. Combs (1886-1960), a folk music scholar
from Kentucky.

Perhaps Professor Combs worked on his invention “at sparrow fart.” For such a phrase, used
around 1910 and then popularized by soldiers during World War 1, is a humorous way of
referring to daybreak! ((154:805)) Those natives of both England and Australia later made attempts
to clean up this phrase. Thus the English prefer the sparrow to cough while the Australians
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wrongly believe their sparrow capable of crowing (i.e., “at sparrow cough” & “at sparrow Crow”)
((154:1288))

The French, too, have sparrows and therefore are aware of the gases emanating thereof. They
don’t call this gas “sparrow farts” though. Instead they call these tiny puffs pet des moineau,
probably due to the fact that speak French.

SPIRITUAL FATHER [Bawdy Russian Folktale #8 & Musical Lyrics®’°]

It wasduring the time of &nt that a Russiampeasant came to confess. He put in a bag a
billet of birchwood, tied the bag up with string, and wemnt his wayo visitthe
Batushka

“Well speak, my friend! What sins have you committed? But what have you there?”
“It is a white sausage that I have brought you, Patushka.

“Ah, so much the better! It is frozen, I suppose?”

“Yes, it has been in my cellar all the time.”

“Never mind, it will thaw.”

“I have come to confess, Patushka. Once when I was at the mass, I fizzled.”

“Is that a sin? Why, one day it happened to me and I began to fart like a flutist while
preaching from the altar.

This is nothing, my friend.

Go! And may God help you!”

Then the pope undid the string which fastened the bag, and saw that it only contained a
billet of birchwood.

“Oh, my cursed fizzler! Where is thy white sausage?”
“Don’t you want a fool, you old farter?” (sic) ((1:101-2))

SPOONERISM

A “spoonerism” is an accidental transportation of initial sounds words. The term was student
wrought due to the English scholar Rev. W. A. Spooner (1844-1930) and his propensity for such
“kinkering congs,” which occurred whenever he grew excited in his speech. The word, now
generally literary, refers more often than not to purposefully induced transportations while the
accidental “spoonerisms” are now usually lumped together with “Freudian slips.”

379 Batushka (stylized in Cyrillicas . _ * + 1 ) is a Polish black metal band formed by Pope Krzysztof
Drabikowski. Their music and lyrics, which are written exclusively in Old Church Slavonic language, are inspired
by the Eastern Orthodox Church and are based on the confessions of Russian tricksters posing as peasants. What
follows is representative of such lyrics. | have translated these lyrics from the Slovic into the English. Please note
that the original lyrics are beautifully rhymed. The band members wear nuns habits and eastern orthodox schemas
during live performances in order to look cool and to conceal their identities. In contrast with many other black
metal bands, they use nine and thirty-seven stringed guitars—both numerical factors of the devil’s number. -ESP
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A classic spoonerism is the story of the fart smeller, er, I mean smart feller who happily informed
us that “the anal element — of looking at the other side, or back-side of everything — is very
prominent in spoonerisms.” ((128V1:181))

Interestingly, the French have a word of their own that refers to the same phenomenon. They call
such accidents contrepéterie, which, when literally translated, yields “cross-farting.”

I wonder if the English language possessed a word that means the same as “spoonerism” before
18447

STINGY MEN

Stingy men, or, as Sléve prefers, men who are stingy, are said to be “as full of gifts as a brazen
horse of his farts.” ((92:96)) Within the same source we learn that gifts consist of “small white
specks under the finger nails, said to portend gifts or presents.” It should now be clear as a murky
fart what it must be like to experience such an uncharitable life. (92@xzifts))

STIPEND

Kryptadia 11 (1884) is the second volume of a twelve-volumed collection of erotic folklore and
folksongs. The following is a translation from the French, translated by Professor Promblés and
his friend Mr. Gutgoogle. The French original is Story #26, literally translated as “The Fee” and
located on pages 81-2.

There was once a farmavho being without a farmhouswient to rent a farmhouse.
The BourgeoiMasterLandord (BML)leased it to him for one hundred francs aralfa
fart, all payable each year on Saint Michael's’fafter a year, the farmer came
crawlingto the dusty office ohisslumlandlord who, with a villainous chuckle in his
throat, invited him to dine at his table. The farmer ate &alll after quietly belching into
hisgreasynapkin,he was takento the cobwebbyparlor to settle higinancialaffairs with
the slumlord The farmer carefully counted out the hundred frariicglly getting it right
on his third trycarefully ensuringll the money was there. Hellowed this up with a
polite request fora signedreceipt. The¥lasterof the lsandrang up the money, and then
saidmalevolently, "Although the money is all there, ystillowe med 2 YS G KA y 3 d ¢
"What, our master? Have | not justledyowone hundred francs?”
"Yes, but you still owe me half a fart.”
The farmer who had haglicha good dinner did not have to hesitate, and loosening
his buttocks, he made such a resounding fart that the windows shook from it.
"Oh! Oh!" said the boUrgeoi s, “he's too b

380 St. Michael’s Day, or as the children like to call it, Michaelmas, is celebrated by all, except the heathens, on
September 29™. This happened to be on a Friday in 1884.
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The farmer did it this time with more gentleness, and he made agjetat'sTart—
onesoweakthat it barelycould be heard.
"But this one is too sméllbellowedt he bour geoi squartérdfafari"s not
The farmer triedagainand-again several more timedut his fartscontinued to
alternatebetween (1xhunderclapsand(2)bab i sighs. Finally, hisourgeoidandlord
said to him, "My poor man, you wilbt be able to do it today. I'll give you credit until
tomorrow.And i f you c ahH ltwas ahaegt! Andpso theyfarntehreturned
home, where halespondently mumbletb his wife, "I have just paid our master, but |
still owe himsomething.
"Didn't you bring him a hundred francs?"
"Yes, and | paid them. But | still owe him that half a fart. | have tried to pay this
stipend, but all the ones | did were either too big or too small, and so he gave me credit
untiltomorrow.But i f | ¢ & heé shutteres gt thb iynplitatioa of not being
able to pay that fart...
B I go with you,

s a i about ahthengl'iMimishaaying " a n d

him!"
The next day shéner name was Wondesiccompanied her husband to isister
leandlords house where they wetwoth, sosalaciouslyy nvi t ed t o di nner . T

wife ate her best and at the end of the mbelched aloud and theturning her giblet
eyes to peer directly into thosew-rightened eyes of thdumifounded landlorgd"OK

now. Just bwis it ourdeardearmastery s it t hat we are yet ind
"As your husband knows, s qu e a k e d |an il olvehalichl d rad t .
“Wel | , " s he sstrmdswirledskirtsIskirts tgiloradpom dustfilled

curtains she therprepated herself b put before the firing squalder heltbent

Thunderouspoot. "First ” s hpeintirg éoithe landlord;come over here and flop

yourself before tfs Cyclopean Fundament of my Being! Thewehyour sparklingknife

over mypristinebum precisely where the hole should @ndlastly, icewhen you’ ve
had enough!?”

Collected in Upper Brittany in 1881. That day happened to be a Wednesday.

STRAPAROLA, GIOVANNI FRANCESCO “GIANFRANCESCO” (1485?7-1558)
Straparola was an Italian writer of poetry—a lady’s man, a fact of which he was oblivious. He
also collected short stories and wrote some of his own. The following story can be found in his
Piacevoli Notti (1553): Night VI, Tale 4.

Threenunscompete for thePost of Abbess, the first by pissing through the hole of a
needle, another by tossing a peagtione in the air, catchingy andthen crushing it
between her buttoc&. The third as follows:
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“Sister Modestia...arose from her seat, and began to prepare for placement in this trial. She drew
forth from her bosom a die and laid it on a bench, the five points uppermost. Then taking five little
grains of millet seed she did put one in each of the five points of the die; then baring her backside
and bringing her buttocks near the bench on which was the die, did let fly so great and terrible an
explosion as did well-nigh make the Vicar General, the Nuns, and a// the help, faint away with
terror! And, albeit the said fart did rush forth with a violent noise and an horrible whistling, yet was
it let off with such an address and dexterity that the grain which was in the middle hole did stop in
place, while the four others surrounding it, did clean disappear and were never seen a’ more.”

Gershon Legman shares some background pertaining to this tale:

“Translated publication by Carrington, Paris, 1906, ITE same story is told in

F o r tdiomaté dei Novidil, 18 about the same period yet not translated till 2888

in the “Biblioteca Gr a3obrcDeliTertd transtatedirdoc t i o n
English (unpublished)128v2:873))

SUCKLING, SIR JOHN (1609-1642)

Sir John Suckling was one of England’s Cavalier poets, that is, those gentleman poets loyal to
Charles | (reigning between 1625-49) during the English civils wars. He is most famous today
for inventing the game of cribbage and for a poem in which he extols the fart. He shares with us
something we all know, but few will admit: we love the smell of our own emissions, while
abhorring those of all others, with few exceptions — see JOYCHor at least one counterexample. It
seems we regret even more when others detect, and reject, generally with a firm derision, one of
our own. Suckling’s poem is generally reduced to the obvious quatrain (i.e., the last four lines)
but here | reproduce it in its entirely.

If when Don Cupids dart

Doth wound a heart,

we hide our grief

and shun relief;

The smart increaseth on that score;

For wounds unsearcht but ranckle more.

Then if we whine, look pale,

And tell our tale,

men are in pain

for us again;

So, neither speaking doth become
The Lovers state, nor being dumb.

When this | do descry,

Then thus think I,
love is the fart
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of every heart:
It pains a man when t is kept cl ose,
And others doth offend, when “t is | et

| went to an original source®! to locate the name of this poem. It is called “The Discomfort of
Love.”

SUFFERING FROM A VERTICAL BREEZE
Occasionally the word “breeze” becomes a “gust,” but either way the phrase refers to that
‘windy’ feeling we have all experienced. (154:960@wind vertical))

SWIFT, JONATHAN (1667-1745)

The use of scatological literary devices throughout the works of Jonathan Swift has caused much
controversy amongst literary scholars. Many have viewed such devices as just plain dirty and
disgusting. Now that more and more people are becoming dirty and disgusting, Swift’s more
“obscene” works are becoming favorites among people within all intellectual realms. Here is a
sample taken from his poem The Lady’s Dressing Room. Also included here is his poem The

Problem. Other Swift examples can be found under the headings MARRIAGRIDDLES: BENEFIT OF
C!we¢LbD 9-t[!LbQ5®

FNBY ¢KS [ RE@BO)5NBaaAyd w22y
His foul Imagination links

Each Dame he sees with all her Stinks:

And, i f unsav’'ry odours fly,
Conceives a lady standing lgoe:91,Lines 121-4))

TheProblem(1699 (‘'THAT MLORDBERKEEBY ¢ LbY{ = 21 9b )I 9 L{ Lb [hz9d¢
Did ever Problem thus perplex,

Or more employ the Female sex?

So sweet a Passion, who would think,

Jove ever formd to make a Stink?

The Ladies vow and swear they’'Il | try,
Whether it be Truth or Lie.

31 The Poems of Sir John Suckling edited by Frederick E. Stokes (second edition). New York: Frederick A. Stokes
& Brother, MDCCCLXXXIX (you figure it out!). Being in the midst of the Victorian Age, it was not at all
surprising to find that the last quatrain, the important one, to be completely missing from the poem recorded in this
edition!

382 Of course Swift is here referring to Sir Charles Berkeley, 2nd Earl of Berkeley.
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Love’s Fire, it seems, I|ike inward Heat,
Works in my Lord by Stool and Sweat:

Which brings a Stink from ev’'ry Pore

And from behind, and from before:

Yet, what is wonderful to tell it,

None but the favorite Nymph can smell it.

But now to solve the nat
By sober philosophic Laws:

Whether all Passions when in Ferment,

Work out, as Anger does in Vermin;

So, when a Weazel you torment,

You find his passion by his Scent.

We read of Kings, who in a Fright,

Though on a Throne would fall to shite.

Beside althis deep Scholars know,

That the main Stringfupi d’ s Bow,
Once on a time was an Asses gut,

Now d a nobler Office put,

By Favour or Desert preferr’d

From giving Passage to a Turd;

But still, though fix’s among the Stars,
Doth sympathize with human Arse,

Thus, when you feel an habdund Breech,
Concl ude -dtringraefull stretBhp w
“Till the kind Loosenes
Conclude the Bow rel ax’

r al Cause

S comes, and t hen
d agai n.

And now the Ladies all are bent

To try the great Experiment,
Ambitious of a Regent
Spread all their Charms to catch a Fart!
Watching the first unsav’ry Wind,
Some ply before, and some behind.

My Lord on Fire amidst the Dames,

Farts like a Laurel in the Flames.

The Fair approach the speaking Part,

To try the back way to his Heart.

For, as when a Gun Discharge,

Al t hough the Bore be ne’er so | arge,
Before the Flame from Muzzle burst,

Just at the Breech it flashes first:

S Heart ,

341



So from my Lord his Passion broke,
He farted first, and then he spoke.

The Ladies vanish in the Smother,

To confer Notes from one another:

And now they all agree to name

Whom each one thought the happy Dame.

Quoth Neal, what e’ er the rest may think,
|l " m sure ‘“twas | that smelt the Stink.
You smelt the Stink! By God, you lie,
Quoth Ross, for 1’11 be sworn ‘twas |.
Ladies, quoth Levens, pray forbear,
Let's not fall out, we al/l had Share;
And, by the most | can discover,
My Lord’ s aneeswni-sper sal Lover.
Nineleentiv Tnleude
Slove had to pry himself free from his quill, leaving some of the skin from
his forefinger and thumb still stuck to the pen . A dribble of blood oozed and
dropped onto the story chronicling St . Gengul fds murderous wife

highlight her crime.  He had been writing for such a long time and without
interruption , except, of course, for the obligatory tea break s every two or three
hours. There hadbeen s 0 ma n )just@ldost seven percent of all entries in
hi s Concor dan ael margy rokthel® @ese long tales and often

in sufferably difficult to understand . The continual dripping of the ink down his
fingers and across his gas-stained palms, dripping since an hour before the
sun peaked above the pond |, thirty -five minutes before, anyway , had hardened |,

like a roasted hydrocarbon bonding, and it took quite a bit of force to pry the
two apart, S| ° vsk&i® and the adhering quill , that is. He sniffed at his finger s
and then he huffed uponhi s qui | | . Il n S| °ve sofspiffirgi ness yo

and huffing. Although it develops a bizarre kind of twitching along the rim of

the nostrils, fartologists generally ignore this major hazard for the sake of the
drt. Now that he has free d, also, each finger from the one adjacent to it, he is
wiggling them about, mesme rized by the knowledge that he is here, wherever
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that is, able to do that! Such mesmerization s last Sléve just a few minutes to,

when heoealgbad,uptt days and days and days. And

bad! Whoa! Then he suddenly 38 remembers h e @een spellbound now a while

and soit mustbe tea ti me. He | ooks at the c¢cl ock.

thanan hoursince he 6 s h dadtcup ofsea. It seems longer thanthat to
Slove as he sits there editing abitmore o f t hwaitir®dosthe kettle to

whistle . He does not get mesmerized by the editing A1 t 8 s mor efixdtadk e

onit and candt g.dtt dwsn d ti dtteegetht dobesbefgre all the quills
are used up . Then he remember ed that earlier he forgotto bespout his mantra.
H elléhave to say it twice now since he 0 scrimshanked saying it last tea, a little
more than an hour ago.

éléve’s Mantra; “The Universe is God’s fart. Most of us find that it stinks, and hold our nosgs.
But we fartologists should, instgad, take a degp breath of it, regardlgss of the funng twitchgs.”

Slbve should head on back to the house. The new door is working out great

and he wants to talk to Wonder about getting a similar one for their home. He
has had to camp out in the garage when he visits therenowicandt get
through the living room window, which is bigger than most others. He and
Wonder have been intimate out there in the garage on occasions, right next to
the lawnmower and hedge clippers. Now, just by  thinking about shovels and
rakes, heis getting aroused and is  thinking about getting intimate amongst the
garden tools again. Writing about the Little Russian and the Mare was getting
him é , and this single word he whispers aloud in a husky yet mysterious

honk : dHorny! I6 ng et t i n g He envisiopd himself the well  -hung sparrow
entering the cavernous echoing mare! He imagines her, the mare that is,

squealing with delightt Only, in reality, ités the other
Mel vill eds whale, and Wonder, well, Wonder

wouldnot that be un bothhimself anditbelpercupine? Better stop
thinking about it , Sléve, and make it happen! Get up and get out the door and
get away from thislab ! 0You deserve a break and a bit of a lusty rest before
tackthdTrsd 6 he assur @Berwhrdsméeh é . sai d to no
particular . GAnyway,6 he continued while remember

one
ing

h a

|t

hedos

W
i s

i
t o

his pocket before exiting the lab . dYou can have another cup oftea when youodr e

done and then test the acidity of any flatus accidently procured from th ose
luscious buns of Wonder, perhaps, after we dr e wel | crisped
over and done with .6 He then scurried from the lab with a smile on his face and
could be seen raising arutty dust along the pathway leading to his Wonder.

383 Just making sure you are still paying attention to all the subplots built into this novel. Take note, also, of the
number of mesmerizations that are starting to grow up all around us. Did you notice? It’s mesmerizing, isn’t it?
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When Sléve arrived at the house there was a note hanging on the garage

door,in Spar kl e Rhedwydos$ing, that said oWonder ha
to buy some groceries and she pr ohghthilvery wonot
late!é6 SIl1 °ve knew Wonder worked hard to keep the
to hand her that. Then he wondered where his rough and tumbled  Fluffie might

be and, after looking nearly everywhere for her, he finally found herinthe far

back of a widowds closet next to a jug of sul
had been drained and tossed , strewn across the urine -smelling floor. There lay

Fluffie, nestled peacefully  among the wrappings of the shipping ¢ ontainer she

had arrived in  when they first bought her . You could see hertiny scratch

marks along the sides of the box where she had attempted, unsuccessfully, get

out when the mail crate was still wrapped in its cellulose film . Sloéve reached

down to give her a loving pat. S he was still warm. Wonder,  apparently, was up

to her old tricks again. And although he loved her fiercely, from that moment

on he no longer trusted her with only his heart. So in anger, emersed in the

bittersweet remnants of  his newly -flayed love, Sléve curled himself into a ball

and rolled down the mountainside until he bounced off the side of the lab. 384

With a n additional shu dder and a wince, he got to his feet and stubbornly

walked, like a sparrow with a hardon, into the gas storage closet in the far

corner of the lab, using  his last match for his only light  source to locate all the

gas phials labeled “wonder. Once found , he began to smite them , one and all . It

was bewildering and soul breaking for the Author to watch Sléve do  ing this, so

he flumped down his quill to make it stop

384 .with a clang!
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(A3 )
Chapter 20: I (24 Tasty Entries)

I think the reason Sldve was so obsgssed with tea throughout the previous Interlude was becausg he was anticipating
Chapter 20, that echapter with all the T’s. flithough he loved Wonder, it was obvious to gvergong that he loved tea more.
But weg arg not to discuss the loves and teas of Sldve, we arg here for the datal Thus, without further ado, here arg the
statistics: t's = 73,665, the word tga = 13 and 73,665 + 13 g¢quals 73,678 T’s total, which includgs the five just added. The
word pgnis was mentiongd only six timgs whilg the morg voluptuous vagina, a total of tegn, which dogsn’t surprise me all.
The morg erude cock oceurs 29 times, that’s almost fivg timegs as mang times as theg morg polite penis, although Fluffie
oneg, as a baby, blurted out that pegnisegs arg neverpolite. Wonder wondered wherg she could have gver heard such a
thingP® The much morg erude and somegwhat misogynistic cuntonly appgears within the pages of this novel 29 times as
well—ong cock for gvery cunt in this novel, how convenigntl’™ The little boy’s wee-weg is recorded only oneg, as is the
littlg missgs foo-foo. But maybg that will changge. Hfterall, the novel isn’t over yet.

TABLONES

Tablones was a medicine in pill form that promised to cure all ill feelings pertaining to digestion.
Here is how it was introduced to the readers of Cassell’s Magazine at the start of the twentieth
century:

* FLATULENGE

IS NOT MERELY RELIEVED, BUT

CURED BY

BEING PREVENTED, through taking

TABI.ONES

And here is what “Flatulence really is:”

Flatulence is caused through Bowel Indigestion, that is,
failure to digest bread, potatoes, beans, and other starchy
foods, all of which is digested in the bowel, but not in the
stomach. If you wet such food as this, and keep it in a
bowl, and keep it warm, it will ferment and create gases.
This same kind of fermentation occurs in the bowel when
this food is not digested.

What Flatulence really is.

Now we know! And we are also told how to make kitchen farts — farts you can make while
socializing around the kitchen table. If you missed that, study more carefully, what’s inside the
rectangle above, to learn how. This four-page pamphlet also explains the realities of indigestion
and why it won’t get better without treatment—Tablone treatment, of course! Explained are the
“wrong views of indigestion held by the public” and how it can be cured. Then they go in for the
kill with “Why are Tablones ... exactly what you need?”

385 Nor could Slove.

386 Slove envisioned this to be a one-to-one correspondence (i.e., both a 1-1 and onto) but then while working late
one night he noticed permutations among the cocks and cunts—maostly cocks jumping from one cunt to another—all
very hush-hush, and throughout the night!
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Tablones contain Pepsin for the Stomach, and also the newly discovered and wonderful

medi cine called “Kurachi Di astase” which d
been discovered that wi || do thi s, and we
so that no one el se can supply it .. if the

cure the Bowels and will not harm the Stomach, or if the Bowels are right and the
Stomach wrong, it will cure the Stomach without any harm to the Bowel. If both are
affected, it will cure botR8’

And after seven or eight testimonials where “names and addresses are furnished, ” addresses
from India, Ireland and all across Great Britain (Leatherhead, Stourport, Hammersmith,
Folkstone and Wolverhampton), it ends, as alas shall we, with the following:

TAE AFERT

This is a late-comer, and did not arrive upon the scene until sometime around 1998. But I include
it here regardless of its relative late arrival because it appears to be a great favorite of fart
fanciers everywhere. It is a comedic rendition of Robert Burns’ “Tae a Mouse” (1785). The
clandestine author of this parody thus far goes undetected.

TAE AFERT TAE A MOUSE

Wee, sleeket, cowran, tim’rous beastie,

Oh what a sleekit horrible beastie O, what a panic’s in thy breastiel

Lurks in yer belly efter the feastie Thou need na start awa sac hasty,
. . Wi’ bickerin brattle!

Just as ye sit doon among yer kin 1 wad be laith to rin an’ chase thee

. . Wi’ d’ri ttle!
There sterts to stir an enormous wind. b rundTns pattie

i I’m truly sorry Man’s dominion

The neeps_ anq tatties and mUShy peas Has broken Nature’s social union,
Stert working like a gentle breeze An’ justifies that ill opinion,

Which makes thee startle,
At me, thy poor, earth-born companion,

But soon the puddin wi the saucie face An’ fellow-mortall
Will have ye blawin all ower the place

Nae matter whit the hell ye dae

Adbbodys gonnae have tae pay

387 Neither Dr. Kurachi nor Kurachi Diastase could be uncovered despite my extensive research into both -Esp
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Even if yae try to stifle, I doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve;
. . What then? poor beastie, thou maun live!
|tS ||ke a bU”et OOt a rlﬂe. A daimen-icker in a thrave
’S a sma’ request:
I’ll get a blessin wi’ the lave,

Hawd yer bum tight tae the chair An’ never miss ’t!
Tae try and stop the leakin air Thy wee-bit housie, too, in ruin!

; It’s silly wa’s the win’s are strewin!
Shift yersel fra}e gheek tae cheek An” naething, now, o big a new ane,
Prae tae god it disnae reek. O’ foggage green! .

An’ bleak December’s winds ensuin,
But awe yer efforts go asunder Baith snell an’ keenl

Oot it comes like a clap oh thunder

Thou saw the fields laid bare an’ waste,
An’ weary Winter comin fast,
An’ cozie here, beneath the blast,

Ricochets around the room Thou thought to dwell,
. . Till crashT the cruel coulter past
Michty me, a sonic boom Out thro’ thy cell.
Imighty it fairly reek
God a ghty It a_ y reexs That wee-bit heap o’ leaves an’ stibble
Hope | huvnae shit ma breeks Has cost thee monie a weary nibble!
Now thou’s turn’d out, for a’ thy trouble,
Tae the bog | better scurry But house or hald,
Aw whit the hell its no ma worry. To thole the Winter’s sleety dribble,

An’ cranreuch cauld!

But Mousie, thou art no thy-lane,

AbOdy roon aboot me Ch0king In proving foresight may be vain:
Wan or two are nea”y bokin The best laid schemes 0’ Mice an’ Men
~ Gang aft agley,
| &1 | feel better for An’ lea’e us nought but grief an’ pain,
. . For promis’d joy?
Cannae help but raise a smile. P o
Wiz him | shout with accusing glower, SOElI1h OEIO AOCO Al/
- The present only toucheth thee:
Al as too | ate heos "®0 | AEA ) AAAExAORT
Ye dirty bugger they shout and start On prospects drear!
. . '16 Al OxAOA OEI 0o )
| dinnae feel welcome ony mair ) COAOGO A1 & AEAAOA

Where err ye go let yer wind gan free
Sounds like just the job fur me

Whit a fuss at Rabbies perty

Ower the sake oh wan wee ferty.

TALE OF FUKUTOMI

sk Lo ollid B PR A o el ddududaibisi s [ g By ik Reiod A b el Lo



The Tale of Fukutomi, or Fukutomi Zoshi, is the title of a single-volumed hand-painted scroll
(ink and color on paper) depicting the story of a man who made a fortune off his farting skills.
His next-door neighbor tries to do the same when his wife insists, “Even you can learn the art of
farting and get rich!” Yet, he fails miserably. The story, told in the Muromachi Period (1392-
1573), is believed to have been created in the mid-1400’s. It is considered to be one of the oldest
such scrolls in existence. It depicts, visually, the story that follows. It presently resides within the
Cleveland Museum of Art and can easily be accessed online. The scroll is a little more than a
foot tall and scrolls out to a length of thirty-five feet! Here is a synopsis of the story found in the
Collection of Picture Tales from the Medieval Age. You can follow along with the pictures — and
remember, the story goes from right to left!

Near Shichijo in Ky ®tbe, whotmhade a fertuneioffhesd Fu k u't
farting skills. Next door, there lived Gokushdlota, who was always poor. Tota had a
wife named Oniuba, who was older than him.

One day, Oniuba, who was envious of the lifestyle of Oribe and his wife, prodded her
husband Tota, “Even you canmrm®learn the art

With no other choice, Tota asked his neighbor Oribe to take him on as a student and
teach him farting skills. Oribe, who thought that Tota was acting ridiculously, gave Tota
two round, black pills, and lied, telling him they would make him fart more.

Tota reported back this waiting wiféOniuba immediatelgnd hisheart leapt witha
desire to hurry and show off his skills.

Tota ate the pills that he received from Oribe, and went out to the residence of Chujo
dono in Imadegawa. GQhe way, his stomach was rumbling and his bowels were loose,
but hedesperately held it in. Although his stomach hurt while he passed through the
garden of the residence, he ate the treats that were offered to him. When he could no
longer bear it, he lifted up his clothes, and the moment he strained himself, all that was
inside of him leaked outwithaloudfart. ChRd@no’' s r esi dence was a

Although he tried to run away, Tota was caughtby Gthupon 0 ° s ser vant s, an
beaten many times with a whip.

“What a | ousy farter you are. You are a d
“There’s something yellow in your dri nk,
“Oh, it reeks! It reeks!”

Bleeding from his forehead, Tdiagan his longeturn home in a battered state. The
bones of his hip where he was struck were throbbing, and his skinned knees were
stinging. And when he would tr§o rest, he could not because of the atrocious smell
emanating fromhis body

388 This phrase can be heard amongst all wives across the globe and appears to be a unique humanoid trait. The
robots Wonder and Fluffie were absent this trait.

348



Oniuba saw her husbaridom afar,stumbling towardéiomealongthe main street.
She mistook Tota’'s bloodstained clothes fo
he had earned as a rewaislo, while awaiting his arrivahesburned albf her old
kimonas. Well what would/oudo? Probably just the same.
“What a | otTafoswmaket histhkksmokg coming fromyms e | f ,
house? It keepdriftingt hi s way . ”
Once Taro returned homee took offthe filthy clothesthat were stained wittblood
anddirt. But he soon learned thaehdid not have anything to change into. He had no
choice but to remain naked, aldw hetrembledwhenthe eveningweathersuddenly
turned nippy. His diarrhe@ontinuedon intothe nightandinto the next dayAnd he
suffered too, from a stomach ache. Oniublt pity for her husband Tota and devotedly
took care of him.
G¢KAA Aa I ff Cdz] TobeghiheRadvengemednNbBaced qutito ¥ I dzf ( H
the riverside, and prayed to the god of Jumano while couptimger rosary beads.
G[ S ( KS NBshexsBoutttlS 3Sy 3 SHE
Tota became weaker every day and night. Now, he could not go to the bathroom on
his own, and only wanted water incessantly, making incoherent satmidsdemanding
it. Oniuba had Wake d<iyomaro, who was a doctor, prescribe medicine for her
husbandThen she sat a waited. Patiently..
At around this timeOribebegan tosuffer nightmaresso he went for some hegnd
was advised by sooth-saying prognosticator t&-t-a-y athomeé However, theprideful
and wellshoedOribe set out on a pilgrimage tioe localtemples and shrinesistead. He
left early the next morningust as the woodpeckers began to peGkiuba;T o t faithful
wife, was waiting She had been waitirgince the early morninigefore the first
woodpecker ended his last dream of the night. And nowssieed this golden
opportunityas Oribe sauntered past hé&fpon €eing Oribe, shbit into him,swallowed
at oncewithout evenchewingandavengeder unfarting husband.

Fukutomi Zoshi on JSTOR provides yet another synopsis:

This handscroll shows t he s-doavellsetksthagathtoof an
quick fortune and learns the art of musical flatulence. Prior to a major performance, a mentor

(and competitor) advises him to consume morning glory s€&ddaxative. Thus, while

performing he fouls himself and ends his days in humiliation. The audacious nature of this

story and its presentatierwellanimated figures with dialogue adjacent to the appropriate

moments of action-create a primitive graphic novel. Japanese visual humor about farting

preceded this story, but the satirical, mespirited twist in this tale suggests its intent was not

merely to be humorous. The story was likely commissioned by court officials who disapproved

389 Morning Glory seeds are also, like this novel, an hallucinogen.
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of common performers rising to high positions, outflanking what was the accepted social
order.

TANGUY, YVES (1900-1957)
To quote Salvador Dali, who, after all, was his friend:

Yves Tanguy was the greatest petomaniac o
his time. He was capable of putting out a
candle at two yards simply by bending over i
certain way. He even played pool with his far
which he delivered against a wall and,
depending on the trajectory, he reached the

candle close to the cushio@which Dalibook did1
get this quote from? Did I dream it?))

Yves

Tanguy was also one of Europe’s great surrealistic painters. His paintings, which can be found in
any book of surrealistic artwork, give no hint of these more resounding abilities.

If you’d like to view the performance of another candle douser, I recommend you watch Ingmar
Bergman’s 1982 masterpiece Alexander and Fanny. Uncle Carl, following a Christmas Eve
dinner, secretly corrals the nieces and nephews together onto a darkened stairway lit only by the
candelabra he has brought along. He tells them that he is “about to give you all a Christmas treat
— by treating you to fireworks!” After removing his shoes and trousers, and left wearing only his
long johns, he runs up the stairs, and down the stairs, and up again where he lets off a sonorous
fart. “That’s number one!” he exclaims to the children’s screams of utter delight. Then down the
stairs he runs again where he squeezes out a squeakier but longer trumpet call. “And that’s
number two!” Then up the stairs he jaunts, and after positioning the candelabra at the perfect
angle, in the hands of his nephew, Alexander, he produces one more powerful blast and out go all
three candles, simultaneously, leaving the entire party, children and petomaniac together, in the
dark.

THE THREE LITTLE PIGS

An ltalian Bedtime Story

Orce upon a time there lived three little pigs who thought that they would be happier on
the other side of the river. But they had no boat so they had to use their imaginations
and knowhow to think of a way to cross the water.

The first little pig was the strongest of the three. He thought that if he ate lots of
vegetables and did lots of exer@seen he could easily swim the distance to the other
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side. So he got up early the next day ad began eating a huge breakfast full of spinach and
dandelion greens. He then exercised all morning. By lunchtime he was hungry for a big

salad of collards, cress and sorrel. Immediately following his last mouthful he jumped into

the river and began to swim. He was really a very good swimmer and everybody was sure
that he would easily make it across. But just as he passed the halfway point you could see
him begin to get tired. |t owa%owolmelwgnt a mo me
to the river’s bottom.

The second little pig was the smartest of the thideapproached the situation

scientifically. He thought that if he took lots of vitamins to give him lots of quick energy
then, he could easily swim the distance to the other side. So before he went to bed that
evening he took two of these and three of those and fell right away into a restful sleep. In
the morning he opened one eye and took one of those and opened the second eye and
took two of these. For breakfast he tooke of each. He thehoppedinto the river and
immediately began to swiswiftly out across the water. In moments he was speeding by
the placewhere hisfriend hadplooped andsunk. But he kept on going and denost

reached the othersideonl y not q-uandhewentdown—downpdbwn

down-to the bottomas well.

The third little pig was the laziest of the three. He never é&s@medhow to swim-it

wastoo much workHe thought and thought and thoughtying to figure out a way to
cross the river without having to exert an
though—too much workBut he was also a very lucky little pig. For he actually came up
with the perfect solution to the problem. For dinner that night he ate beans. In the
morning he ate some more beans. For lunch, what do you think he hadiSoHeea

beans for his treat, beans for his snack and he had a bean cocktail just before a dinner of
—t h aright! s BEANS! After dinner he went down to the river to relax. He cautiously
waded out into the water until it was waist high. He then turned slowly about and
carefully began to lay upon the river as though it were a bed. Everybody gasped as they
watched him do this for it looked as though he was going to drown right then and there!
But suddenly the little pig began to poot. It lifted him up todhgace of the water then

he pooted again, then again and again and again. Now he was lying on his back very
contentedly with his arms carefully tucked behind his head. He smiled widely as he went
putt- putt- putting like a motorboatslowly across the water. First he went past the place
where the strongest little pigdd gone under because he was not strong enoiégial

before toomuchlonger he was floating past the place where the smartest little pig had
gone under because he was not smart enouien all of a sudden the lazy little pig
stopped smiling. BAM! He hit his head on something hard. It was the bank on the
opposite side of the river. But he did not cry out or rub the lump forming on the back of
his head-too much work{informant:CatherineReginaChierchio)
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The whole point of telling children this story is to affect a jocose reaction spurred on by the
exaggerated power of the fart and its resulting exemplification of Newton’s Third Law. Stated
another way, the raison d’étre is to be able to exaggerate the power of the little pig’s pooting
until its motor force becomes humorously adaptable for use as an outboard stinkpot (see
Merriam-Webster definition #4). (Note here the similar use of the fart when children transform
it, in the adaptive form of a raspberry, into the roar of a maniacal motorcycle.)

Now suppose we want to learn something about related “tails” in which similar ideas or
underlying ideas are portrayed. How do we go about it? Answer: We analyze the “pootescence”
of the plucky pig; then we refer to the Fartological Motif-Index. ((164:91-102)) This particularized
index is based upon Stith Thompson’s Motif-Index of Folk Literature (z10:ax)) and has taken
advantage of Frank Hoffman’s excellent start @ ((39)) in eradicating what is lacking in
Thompson’s mammoth work by attempting to utilize the X700-X749 lacuna left open by
Thompson for the bawdy tale. Hoffman has given the general motif-number X716 to the
flatulating processes, subdivisions of which describe the various resulting consequences so often
perpetrated by such processes.

What kind of fart was it? Magical? Fortuitous? Smelly? Alas, smell had little to do with the
story, nor were those advantageous crepitations spluttered out by accident. The conditions
attributable to Porky’s puff were (1) its great power and (2) the resulting functionality of that
great power.

Such vigorous farting is indeed a “remarkable occurrence” and therefore we must search for
such farts under that indexing. Once such farting is located we can narrow the story’s motif
down by characterizing the resultant of that mighty monsoon-moan.

By looking up such headings in the Fartological Motif-Index one indeed discovers a tale that is
intimately related. First we note that under the overriding heading “MARVELS” (cataloged under
the letter F) there is a sub-heading ranked “Extraordinary Occurrences” (cataloged between
F900 and F1099). As we consider our next step in narrowing down the tale we note that the
specific extraordinary occurrence is that of the effect of pig’s potent poot which leads us to the
specified indexing of #F996, that of “Marvelous Swimmer.” And it is here that we place the tale
whereby we discover a nearby story that that tells the tepid tale of a Polynesian dwarf named
Tika-ue who was able to transport a fleet of canoes across a bay by using the same methodology
as our lazy little pig. Here is a synopsis of this new tale, found within sniffing distance of The
Three Little Pigs, for which the index number is F651.3.13.3.2:

The morning after a feast the Hiva Oa people again set sail for homewHseno wind.
Tikaue, the dwarf® happened at this time, however, to come on the rocks by the sea at
Hokau to relieve himself. He made so much wind that the canoes were carried right to

HivaOa by the force of itThe original story can be found in the Bishop Museum Bulletin #69:126; 1971
Kraus reprint of the1930 edition, NY.))

3% A Polynesian trickster.
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THEY GOT ACQUAINTED [Bawdy Ozark Folktale #2]

One time there was a county boy got on the train and he was going to H&Ptison
There wasn’ t n o bcoayta tewn gi, buit she actédekindcobstuck up
S the boy did not sagothingto her. Pretty soon they cdmgast a place where some
people had a slaughtdrouse down by the creek. There was always a terrible stink
around a slaughtelnouse inthemdays, andvith the train whizzing byhe wind blowed
that stinkright into the cars.
The town girl wrinkled up her nose, and then,shigh a great deal of daintiness and
delicate charmslipped out one of them littlgpinkhandkerchiefs witthel ace on it . °
g o0 o d n e s s ! Her egeb werészalyl fistyalidbve the wrinkle. Wh iathat awful
smel | ?27
The country boy figured this was a good chance to say something comasthesp
could get acquainted, “1 reltkoays hrecohlde ci
girl | ooked RABYeYW osnc otrhnifsult.saitisha. t o be i nsu
“Neither did I ,” says the country boy. *“I
wal k home t hr3Thgeh gtird kcrowsdhd!n”™ t help | aughi
and the ice broke right ther&o then they got to talkingAnd pretty soon the boy stuck
his hand up under herdrebsut | coul dn’t see what they wa
was in the wayHim and her wasmilingright friendlyby the time they got to Harrisgn
Arkansas, population 13,069, up from 12,943 since .Z0iO girl and boy and the wrap
up of the story all came together, at just about the very end, almost simultaneously,

whichcertainlyw a s aVery stuck up thing to do, all, like were his first impression.
((176:78-9))

THIBEAU, ANGELE

A farting imposter, this infamous la femme-petomane tried to ride upon the fame of the natural
fartist Joseph Pujol (better known as Le Petomane) by producing fraudulent sounds with a pair of
bellows hidden under her skirt. ((33:79-81))

391 Only ten of the united states have towns or cities with the name Harrison. They are, like this novel’s

Concordance, alphabetically ordered: Alaska, Arkansas, Delaware, Florida, Georgia, Idaho, Maine, South Dakota,
Virginia, and Washington—all fine states, one and all. Only Arkansas lies in the Ozarks. Therefore, he must be on a
train bound for Harrison, Arkansas. QED

392 SIgve used a certain part of this line when he was courting Wonder. He didn’t say “if he farts again, ” but did say
the rest of it: “let’s you and me get off this fart-smelling train and walk home through the brush!” Wonder later
admitted that she just pretended to be impressed with his wit and was with him that first night out of boredom. Her
true first impression of Sléve was that he was an asshole. Little did she know that she would end up devoting the
rest of her life helping Sléve deal with assholes and the airy products they produced. Thank God for Sparkle! Sléve
still doesn’t know what is meant by “walking together through the brush.” But it must be witty. It’s in an friggin’
Ozark folktale, after all! Yet another area for fartological research. -ESP
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THOREAU, HENRY (1817-1862)

Henry Thoreau once wrote, “I was determined to know beans.” See BEANSIncidentally, it
happens that Brockport, New York “was once called the bean center of America. Possibly you
did not know that!”3%

THOROUGH COUGH
For a cough to be thorough, encompassing all available bodily needs, it must induce the
“breaking of wind backwards at the same time.” ((92:224))

TILL EULENSPIEGEL

Like the English rogue Robin Goodfellow, the Native-American Coyote, and Terry Southern’s
Guy Grand, Till Eulenspiegel®®* is a jokester and a trickster (see TRICKSTERNd like the others,
he finds all things scatological to be uproariously funny. Here are three of his stories upon which
flatulence is an indispensable ingredient. | hope the unknown original author, “N, " of this 1515
edition (the original, of which only fragments exist, is from 1510), and Paul Oppenheimer, who
wonderfully translated the work into English in 1972, won’t mind too much that I have created
new titles for each of these works. Owl Mirror, and if you are confused by this sudden transition
see footnote 377, by the way, is a pun on a Low German phase doubling as “wipe-arse” where
ulen = to wipe, and spegel = mirror. In the German hunting jargon of the time, “mirror” referred
to the bright tail area of the European fallow deer.>®® ((150:mtro))

Story #12: Of Incense Smoke, Here before His Altar

When Eulenspiegel became a sexton in the village, he could sing out, as was fitting for
a sacristan. Well, the priest was now furnished with a sacétan.

Once the priest was standing before the altar, dressing himself and preparing to hold
mass. Eulenspiegel was standing behind him andh&lpsg toarranget he pr i est ' s
vestmentproperly. The priest now loosed so huge a fart that it resounded through the
churchand knocked Eulenspiegel back into the curtain behind him.

Once he had regained his footlBgu | enspi egel said, “Sir, wh
Lord with this sorbf incense smoke hebefor e Hi s al t ar ?”

3% The quote is Arch Merrill’s located pages 53-4 of his The Towpath.
3% Does his name really translate as The Tribe of Owl Mirror? Apparently so!
3% |.e., the unendangered dama dama.

3% A sexton looks after the church and churchyard. He is also, on occasion, required to ring the bell and dig graves.
In Eulenspiegel’s case, he also doubles as sacristan, hence he also must take care of the sacristy and its contents. The
sacristy is the place that the priest prepares for the service — a kind of green room where the priest can put on his
costume and make-up, pass gas, and where all the appurtenances that make the service seem bigger than life are
stored. Apparently this parish was lacking an actual sacristy and the sexton and priest had to make do with what they
had.
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The priWlsdt 'srae dy o U Thisechuich isingineaigho ut ? ve even

the right to shit in the middle of this <c¢ch
Eul enspiegel said, “l1t’ll cost either you
“Al'l right, """ he said. *“Ilt’'s a bet

Sotheybebne another. The priest thed” samnd, *“
he turned around and shat a great pilght onto the floor othe church. Thepstill
squatting,helooked over his shoulder at his sacristanarali d, “ L ocexton my de a
|l " ve won the barrel of beer.”

Eul enspiegel Fissawied ve“ ot F dtoh enre.a smiddleof whet he
the church, as we saiimustbe. ”

Well, Eulenspiegel measured it, and it was far from being in the middle of the church.

So Eulenspiegel won the barrel of beer.

But the maid became angry,akdh e el i ng b e fdidwith a dcrabbingpr i est ' s
brush in one handndpinching her noswiith the other, complained GddslY ou won’ t
let that cunning®’ servant go till he brings you intitterd i s g rsia Eoethis’was not
the first trickEulenspiegebad snookeredupon theeasily dupegbriest. ((150:28-9))

Story #51: More Natural than the Smell-of-Sheepskins
E ul e n s phendiged himself out as an apprentice to a furrier.
When he went into the workshop to séagetherthe animalpelts, he was unused to

their stink, and said, *“ Fyowstinklikefithy You may
garbagé€’

The furrier sai d,—afdétoho uwormné tsiltitkieng hltee rsenfe
only natural: that’s from the wool the she
Eul enspiegel kept quiet and thoudg®t, “One

And he released such a sour fart that both master and wife had to holshtseisand
wi pe each other’s tearing eyes
And the furriersquawked stentoriously *“ t\Wie bell areyou doing? If you like
makingsuchfilthy farts, get out of the roorand gointo the courtyard There you can
fart as much as you like
Eulenspiegaleplied in his calmest voice “ For t he heal th of a hu

more natural than the stink of sheepskins.
The furrier said, “Whether,gadintothe heal t hy o
courtyard”

397 Cunning does not seem to be the right word here. Perhaps that “mean-spirited, malicious, despicable, wretched,
deplorable, grubby, dreadful, truculently mocking brute” would better describe him but | was trying to keep the
story to fewer than 350 words and that would have put me slightly beyond that limit. -ESP

3% Note the following quote from Polish fantasy writer Andrzej Sapkowski’s 2007 The Last Wish: “Evil is Evil.
Lesser, greater, middling... Makes no difference. The degree is arbitrary. The definition’s blurred. But if I'm to
choose between one evil and another... I’d rather choose one of Eulenspiegel’s farts.”
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Eulenspiegdtied to rationalize his positiofiButMaster,outt h e r e lost NO fart be

enjoys beingoutinthecoldf or t hey’ re al ways where it’s
a fart: it’l1l immediately run back® to your
The furriey st i | | hol di ng b &daptaquletvigilHakndw hi s wi f e

perfectly well that he was being made the butt of a joketAndght he would not keep
his new employeéor long. Eulenspiegelvithout any attempt to remove himself to the
courtyard,remained sitting theregontinuing tosew and fartbreathing heavily in and
out while coughngout an occasiongtinhaled animal hair that had floated into his
mouth. The furrier sat and watched him and Keisiguiet till evening, after they had

eaten.

Then his mastezounselechim:* Dear assi stant, it seems cl
happy with this trade. |’ m convthanlcaeasee you a
by your attitude. Or you c ausedtothhwovkelf been a
you' d merely sl eptwavd Ithbkiuritg up your noSedhatrwayd ay s ,
and asking about it. It wouldn’t be offens

h a v emy 'ddsirdo remainhere,tomorrow please go wherever your house takes
you. 490 ((150:129-30))

Story #78: A Fart Paid for with a Shit

Afterl eavi ng t he DblusinesEulemapiegsravelédandttehis dafts which
he gave out freely to all he met along the road, toré@nlentvillage ofCologneUpon
arrival he went in search of an inn. All appeared to be full, but there was one who
promised hin a blanket and a hanging benchaibackstorage closet for a modest price.
Well, hehad no choice and paying the fee remained at thisvinere hekept to himself
for two or three daysButduring those days he noticed that his innkeeper was a rogue.

He now t hought, “ Gu atshbseinmdwohne’'rte htahvee ri ti nsnok €
rogue.l ought to bdookngf or anot her hotel .”

Thatthird evering his innkeeper revealed to Eulenspiegel that heladty of
availableroomsin hishotel. For Eulenspiegel noticed thaeveral nevguestswere
shownto a room with &ed,all the whilestill claiminghot to have such a roorand a bed

for him.
Eulenspiegadpproached himand ai d, “ Wh énhkeepeP t pay as muchVor .
my f ood as t hos etohbet-amdl ppdsed & sleep anhis
bench?”
The innkeeper sai d, morésohoeke t sh efroer ayroeu .a” cTohue
a fart, with another on t o'Andénallyhetopsedaand s a i

3%% QED! And we could end the story here and all would be satisfied.

400 «If the home is deserving, let your peace rest on it; if it is not, let your peace return to you. And take your farts
with you!” (Mathew 10:13)
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third fart—a realstinker—and saig “ See? Ther e’ sThiashouldegl e bed
you through,somehow until morning Then pile thesall up neatlytogether agairand
bring them back to me to be stored until you need them again.

Eul enspiegel k e ptYoqeseP @fdourseypwseéYhie’ ¢ éh ogu@th tt, o
pay this rogue withatricKk And he s thisehareredbahchdouthe nigh.

Well, the innkeeper had a pretty folding dinttable that was stored behind the

bench and retrieved each mornitmprepare seatinfort he i nn’ ' guestsunc heon
Eulenspiegel opened it, shat on it, and closed it again. The next morning he got up early,
went up to the innkeeper’s room, and said,
stay,” and wit h tatthefootlofdhe InkéepefsdddHe thensaldu ge s h
to him,* Tere liesbefore youthe bedfeathersthat you provided me to sleep upore
pill ows, sheets, and sinptacusile neatly folded g@asput t og
requested’

The innkeepeunflinchinglys ai d, *“ tHMankyoGsomwh, hat ' s f i ne. (.
forthemwh e n | Heg then realgsed™is eyes and returned to his slumbers, never

realizing whainverted cone now sat in a pile on his bedroom floor

Eulenspiegel said,ukt look arounany most generous of friend§ous houl dn’ t hav
any troublefindingthem. And wi t h t h &king hisfart$ veth him, ash e hou
per the tax collectoMathew,who quit his job to followlesus®! Forhe poke thusto his
farts, P AMdthdyddwsadsle

The innkeeper was to have many guests for I[thahday a n d KNheguestai d,
shall eat at my prettytable But when he opened the tabl e,
him. He found the filth insideandsaitdf He pays according to one’ ¢
paid forbya shit” ((150:199-200))

TOBA S0JO (1053-1114)

Toba S6j6 was a high priest of Tendai Buddhism and lived in Toba, Kyoto. The word Sgjo
represented his status as bishop, hence he was the “The Bishop of Toba.” Later he was promoted
to archbishop and later to the office of head priest—the forty-eighth such head priest. Of all
forty-eight, it is firmly believed by scholars everywhere that only he drew pictures of people
showing off their penises while farting in order to make an Emperor laugh.

“I'n the | ater part of the age, many humor o
and best being by Bishop Toba, a monk of the Tendai Sect who lived in Toba (Yamashiro).

401 Fun Fact #2: Flatulence is mentioned exactly three times in the Bible. (1) From Isaiah 16:11: Therefore my inner
parts moan like a lyre for Moab, and my inmost self for Kir-hareseth. (2) Isiah 26:17-8: Like a pregnant woman
who writhes and cries out in her pangs when she is near to giving birth, so were we because of you, O LORD; we
were pregnant, we writhed, but we have given birth only to wind. (3) Deuteronomy 23:10: If any man among you
becomes unclean because of a nocturnal emission (see top of page 289), then he shall go outside the camp, and onto
the courtyard. He shall not come inside the camp with such filthy farting!
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His age was one of political, social, artistic and religious languor and decadence, a
preparation for the Spartan Kamakura Period to follow. Toba seems to have been far

from unlike the witty and jovial monks of the European Middle Ages. He was the ninth

child of Minamoto Takakuni, the authorlofa wa MukashiHis four scrolls @@hojugiga

“Bird and B e a'sate ndvavarlcfamads, thBugle recentlyeseme critics
assessed them | ower, as art, than formerly

t- < ]

“Anot heri cgaurrcel lattri buted to Toba is the Sh
what is known as Kachie, which seems to mean Competition Picture, or Winning

Picture. The retired Emperor Enyu, who died in 1084, seven years after his abdication,
suffered from hypochondria, and when all other medicines and magical arts had failed it

was suggested that he needed to be made to laugh, so Bishop Toba kindly obliged with

the above picture of men and women farting. This may seem a little on the vulgar side,

but is not the good Bishop trying to save the world, and in a far more effective way than

the Bishop inLes Migrable® %92 ((30:287))

A copy of Toba’s scroll-picture, seen above, was made by Kano Tan’yt entitled Nankon hohi
kurabe (Penis and Fart Competition). It is presently housed in Harvard’s Art Museum (Object
Number 1985:568) and was created in East Asia, Japan.

TOILETS
Great ideas are often preserved in public toilets. Here is one of them:

“Her e | sit broken hearted,
Paid a di me @umdi2only farted.

In Germany it goes like this:

Das Bachlein rauscht, der Donner rollt, The steam rushed, the thunder rolled,

492 S1pve made a mental note that he should read Hugo’s Les Misérables as it might contain French flatus.
Surprisingly Confederate rebels were big fans of the book. It can be presently be found on bookshelves wherever
Republicans reside.
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Was darin steckt, ist kein Gold. Wh at |l i es t hesdgnei n i

TO MAKE A THUNDERCLAP OUT OF A FART

I add this entry at the risk of making more of it than is worthwhile. It really isn’t worth a fart.
Nevertheless, this is a translation of the German phrase “Aus einem Fruz einen Donnerscchlag
machen.” You might instead say, as one might in Germany, “You are making an elephant out of
a gnat!” And this would have the same effect as saying, in English, “Gosh, you’re making a
mountain out of a molehill. Settle down!” ((63:144))

TOM BROWN’S JESTER

The following two stories are found in the short-paged, frequently-reprinted book “Tom Brown'’s
Jest Book: Or, Companion to the Cloister, the Ne Plus Ultra*®® of Everything Funny. Containing
all of his comical and Humorous Stories, Curious Riddles, also without any curtailment, the
whole of his unique collection of Amorous Tales and Songs, Smutty Conundrums, Queer Jokes,
Witty Sayings, &c., &c., &c. London. Edward Duncombe, Middle Row, Holborn.” Although the
book I viewed was undated, the work was first printed, anonymously, in 1755.

1. The Fortunate Fart ((128V1:187)) (Sléve thought that he would have named it: The Contrary Way")
laawyer PerdQ éerk was in love with an extremely pretty.gitecourted her He courted
her long and hard. Finally bgreed to marry heiVedding entertainment wasangled
and arrangedThemusicianshowed up andbegan to tuneheir instrumentsTheywere
getting ready to playAmong the guests wash e  d¥laster, dawysr Perd. In theheat
of dancing, a sigh, caused by indigestion or windy ffacaped the bride the contrary
way, andt wasloudenough to be heard by all the compamnd what did the company
do? Whytheyfell into burstsof laughter Shet h e  méwdyhbeétrotledplushed, and
he, the bridegroom wassoconfounded and enraged, thhe instantlybroke off the
match Neitherremonstrancenor entreaty could reconciléhe riled clerkHe imagined
his acquaintancewould jeer him(they would),forever (ditto), upon thisfarting

403 Copied right out of the Merriam-Webster Dictionary: “lIt is the height, the zenith, the ultimate, the crown,
the pinnacle. It is the peak, the summit, the crest, the high-water mark. All these expressions, of course,
mean “the highest point attainable.” But ne plus ultra may top them all when it comes to expressing in a
sophisticated way that something is the pink of perfection. It is said that the term's predecessor, non plus
ultra, was inscribed on the Pillars of Hercules at the Strait of Gibraltar, which marked the western end of the
classical world. The phrase served as a warning: "(Let there) not (be) more (sailing) beyond." The New
Latin version ne plus ultra, meaning "(go) no more beyond," found its way into English in the early 1600s.”
Interestingly, within that Merriam-Webster quote, there are seven F’s, 39 A’s, 31 R’s, and 62 T’s! And as
we end this footnote, we find Sléve counting the letters a second time—just to make sure of his accuracy. If
he gets a different answer Sléve will probably be up way beyond his bedtime due to further recounts.

404 Never mind... just a private thought. -ESP
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accidentthat he left the house in a p&f How geat now was the disorder of the guests!

T h e cMager,tkGugh a man in years, had eyed the girl with great attenki@n in
fact,was smittemot onlywith hergreatbeautybut also with that tiny but splendid thing
that had gone“7he Contrarg Wag”. He then mt onlycondemnedhi s cl er k'’ s exces
delicacy, buhe proposedHeproposedto repair the injurythat hadbeendoneto the girl

by the evil clerlby offeringto marryheron t he spot. Piqued at her
pressed by hefriends who foresw the advantages of such a match, she consented and
they were marriedmmediately Oncemarried, and after sufficient training by the
Master,she behaved to him with so much modesty and discreti@at their marriage

was the envy of manghe gave hirmomuch joytoo much in factthat he soon after

died ofa happy heartButhe left his fartingmistress averyopulent fortune. Beingow a
widow, still bonny young andich, she had many offers of marriage, but accepted only
the clawing fingers oBuillaume Frangois Antoine, Marquisl'ti®pital esteemed
Mathematicianof ParisHealsg dyingtoo soonof too-much joy transformedher into a
widowonce moreand athoughnot quite as bonny as beforghe was now aidow with
evergreater additionso her wealthi% He, too, in death as he had in lifgrovidedher

with portentioustionor, a thing not easily obtaine#ier person and character were now
soamiable, thatCasimir,abdicatedking of Polanéf)’ presentlyresidingin an impromptu
leantto, concealedn the hills okasternFranceatfter his abdication of thérone an 16683),

fell in love with hecharmingairsandlustilymarried herbefore, weeks laterleaving her

all his wealth to become a Jesuit abbot in Paris.

Story’s Concluding Remark: “So great a fortune perhaps never took rise from so
burlesque an incident.” ((Tom Brown’s Jester:44-5))

2. The Tidy Housewife
The Lady FraixG--*%®took water at the Old Swaim her wayto Westminster3airs.
While at the waterindnole,one of the wateimen, who was a very sociable man, talked

405 This, in a pet, is the best of many phrases potentially tagged to be placed into the story at this particular time. It’s
timing that makes a weak story great. It’s a lot like brewing tea. Anyway, playing on the clerk’s peevishness would
have worked well too, or his sulkiness. | probably would have been just as happy to allow him to leave home in
anger. There are a lot of potential stories in this novel. -ESP

406 She was also now able to evaluate the limits of indeterminate forms using derivatives.
407 John Il Casimir Vasa (1609-1672)

408 He could be referring to Lady Francis Carr, the Countess of Somerset (31 May 1590—23 August 1632). She was
implicated in a murder (1) but somehow wormed herself out of being executed. She was married at thirteen to a
twelve-year-old boy and was immediately separated from her betroth to avoid his savage intercourse. They never
met again. On June 5, 1610 she danced in the costume of a nymph along the banks of the River Lea. It was there that
Robert Carr, 1% Earl of Sommerset, and the third or fourth Earl of Rochester, watched and yearned for her. He asked
her to be his bride, but first, at the Earl’s meddlesome mother’s request, Lady Francis was examined by ten or eleven
matrons and two or three midwives, each of whom found the happy hymen, still intact, smiling back at them. Just in
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to her ladyship a great dedfle confessed that e ¢ | davok of women in generél,

and this was just a leeway to discussingairiicularhow proud he wasf hisdearwi f e’ s
neatness” | $o pleasth her ladyshipl ’'h@lbe happyf you were agreeabl® plagng

alittle bet on itify o u willing to put upa halfa-crown” When her ladyship said that

she wouldndeed be wilhgand produced the halfrown from somewhere under her

skirts he was very thankfand smiledShe responded to that smile with te&atement:

“Pray, honest man, in what particulars is your wife sofieat he husband st ami
someandreaching towards the cosaid..

“Why, madam, she never goes to stool buft she first of all lets a bouncing f—t fo blow the dust
from the seaf betore she sits downI ” ((Tom Brown’s Jester:88))

TOM TOM THE PIPER’S SON

Let loose a fart and away he run.
But Tom fell in
And old shit bin
And ever since then Tom stinks like girb:9))

TORNGARSUK
The Eskimo Indians believe in a being called Torngarsuk.

“They don’t all agree about his form or as
describe him as a grehtigebear, or as a great man witlut a singlearm, ora squiggly

creature justas small agourfinger. He is immortal, but might be killed by the
intervention of drEPEYSQe4g) Crepi tus.” (See

case it wasn’t, the Earl’s mother had a backup. This girl, the backup, was her first choice, if she, the mother, had a
say. And this girl came in the form of Sir Thomas Monson’s very-pretty daughter who was present for each of
Francis’ examinations, incognito, behind a lavender veil, decorated with white swans embroidered across the
bottom, that fell caressingly across her rather small breasts, breasts that bounced merrily every time she passed
wind, with an intent for sabotage if she ever got the chance. She didn'’t.

This dame was inspected butt fraud interjected

A mayd of more perfection

Whome the Midwives dooe handle while the

Knight houlds the kand|e! therewasCleere inspectidn

(Author unknow, no explicit evidence of musical performance survives. Two tunes are provided here as options: (1) “Whoop! Do
me no Harm, my Good Man!” and (2) “The Clean Contrary Way”. The titles, rather strajghtforwardly, demonstrate how flatulence
is implemented into each song’s scheme.)

The night of the wedding proved to be a weak and dangling affair. The morning proved even harder, for the Earl,
claiming that this had never before happened, stood firmly before his comrades and lifting his nightshirt high above
his head, he displayed his perfectly competent erection to them all. When asked, “Why, then, not skhe?” he explained
that it was due to her having, earlier that evening, called him “a cow, a coward and a beast!” She didn’t.
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Crantz, in his book The History of Greenland had this to say about Torngarsuk:

“He i s i mmo miglbe killed, if ahyogeebteakbrvand in a house where
witchcraft 4P@oz®arrying on."”

TOUCH BONE AND WHISTLE

See FERRULE WHISTRARTS.

TREASON
What exactly is treason? To explain it, we have here a 1798 political cartoon (Library of Congress LC

uszca788)explicating the English people’s, represented by the busy John Bull*?, distain for
King George IlI:

TRICKSTER AND THE LAXITIVE BULB [TRICKSTER TALE #2]
This tale was collected from the Winnebago Tribe of Nebraska. Their ancestral lands are located
in central Wisconsin and northern Illinois.

409 This is very important information for everybody to know, but, most especially, field-tech fartologists need to
remember these tactics in order to survive cases of unexpected encounters with the Gods of Flatulence. -ESP

410 John Bull was a popular fictional representation of the common people of England at the time.
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As Trickster went wandering arouaithlessijne suddenly heard someone speaking.

He listenedreryc ar ef ul l'y and it seemed to say, “He
defeclhae! wWwas what it was saying. “Well, wh
said Trickster. So he walked in the direction from which he had heard the speaking and

again he heard, quite near hi wmldefscatejypeo ne s a
wi || d dfiesc aitse 'What was sai d. “Wel |l , why doe

said Trickster. Then he walkedthe other side. So he continued walking along. Then
right at his very side, a voice seemedap s “ He wh o wildefcoate; havid , h e
def ecat ewohderivitdd iswhois speaking. | know very well thaltéhew it, |
willnotd e f e cHa keptonfooking around for the speaker afidallydiscovered,
much to his astonishment, that it was a hudisingle nub growingn a bushlt wasthe
bulbthat was doing all the talkingo he seized it, put it in his mouth, chewedntd
then swalbwed. He did just this and then went bis way

“ We | | ,hasuwhk leutb gone that talked so much? Why, indebduldl defecate?
When Ifeellike defecating-thenl| shall defecate, nsoonet How could such an object
make me defecaf® Thusspoke Trickster. Even as he spoke, however, he began to break
wind. “Well this, | supposés what it meant. Yet the bubixplicitlysaid “Youwill
defecate, and | anmerelyexpelling gadn any caséam a great man even itlb expela
littlewind”Thi s time it was r e alfdolishomedant Ehisst r ong.
why | amcalledFoolish One TrickstéiNow he began to break wind again and agaii® o

thisis why the bulb spokesa t di d, | suppose.” Once more [
very loud and his rectum begandmart “* We |l | , isat gseat!l yhing!” The
wind againthis time with so much force that he was prepl-e-d into the sky “ We | |

well, it might make mego high®-r, but itg 2 ynfakie me defecate He was being

defiant. The next time hierokewind, the hind part of his body was raised up by the force

of the explosion and he landed onkieesand hands. “ Well, go ahe:
Go ahead an 8oitdlidandhtstime thaforece lof'the expulsion sent him far

up into the air andwhenhe hit the groundthat time, helanded on his stomachThe next

time he broke wind he hadtohangondo t r ee’ s hisphighsvashdr anc hes
thrown. Howeverpncehe found his balancandorientatedhimself with hishead

towardsthe skyandhisfeet clinging tathe tree he was able to stadimbing down,

branch after branchyntil he was able tplonk himselbnto the ground all the whileghe
pineconegepperinghim from above He was almodiilledthat time. Thenexttime he

broke wind, he had to hold do a tree that grevat thetopofamount ai n’ ss hi ghe
and lived in the cloud$t was a poplatree and he held oo it with all hismight.

Nevetthelesshe could not prevent hieet from floppingup in the airOnce the winchad

subsidedhe began his long tumble back to solid gravkad henwi t hout a momen
hesitation for thesecondime hefound himself hidden in the clouds vigoroushding

on tothat samepoplartree’ s b r a n tappengyadrifft Suddenlythe powerof his

wind began tqull that tree up by the rootsSo to protect himselbeforethe nexttime

he farted heflew up the mountainsidantil he came to dargeoak tree. Around thisak
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he putboth of his armsthen both his legs and then doubledapped about its mighty
trunk, hispenis!Yet, wherthe wind finallybroke, he was swungp highthat his toenails
could be heardcrapingacrossthe Ceilingof the §ky. Howeverhis penis heldand he
was hence,prevented frombreakngon through to the other side

After that he ran to a place where people were living. When he got there, he shouted,
“Say, hurry up and t ak#artyi®uponyduand goa will o wn, f
surely be kil |l ed HesCavethtbemlaleso muctsthagtieey quiaklya y ! ”
took downtheir lodge piledit onto the back offricksteralong with all their belongings
and then got on him themselvafong withall the little dogs they hableen feeding in
the villageThe dogs had just started to bark whHenhegan to breakvind again and the
force of theexpulsiorscatered all the thingsand everybodwn top of him in all
directions The people and their belongindsll farapart from one anotherThe dogs
stopped barkingseparatedby great distanceshe people were standing about and
shouting to one anotheNowwith their pawsback on the groundhe dogspegan to
howlwhile each decided that it would be best to pee where they wamd in the middle
of it all, there stood Trickstetaughing at thenall until he ached: Haahaw-haw, ”
hawedTrickster!

Now he proceeded onward. He seemed to hayv
bulb did a lot of talking,” IR&STFTSaBud Stdg hi m
even as he spoke he began to have the desire to defabatgghj ust a very | i tt
| suppose this is what it meant. It certai
he defecated again. “ Wel Ilthisiswhyd# saidvhatibr aggar t
said But & he spoke these last words, he began to defeattepidly increasing
amount, a n dquite lagoad’desdl After a while, as he waguattingdown, the
excrement would reach up amduchhis bottom Thereupon he got on top of a log and
squatteddown there but, even then, hgastouched starting with a fingernail scrape
and increasing quickly to a bulldozey the excrementS he wenteverup higher. Even
then, however, he touched it so he climbed kigher. Higher and higher he had te-go
h i g hNemrwas he able terordefecating. Now he was the pealof the tree.He found
it to be a bitsmallyet quite comfortable Neverthelessthe excremenbeganto reachup
with fingerswrigglingto touchh i mAnd iflater tonightyou look atthe skg n d ai t ' s
moonlessight, youwill still see him defecating, going higher and higher, so high, in fact,
that it kind ofmakes youalittle, S § X xa%4:%5-§) © © g

Here is an alternate version, collected from the Menominee Tribe of Wisconsin:
“NOW EVERYONE KNOWS!” (Originally titled as “The Medicines™)

One timeC 0 y @as eoming along and he saw a bunch of wild onions. To make them
better he sat down over them and defecatmulthem Then he lookedne ofthem
onionsoverv-e-r-yc |l osel y and s g@und anddholeés, théPeppleshave my
nothing else to eat, they wdlwayse at t h e s e Awdthewhe beiched.ns . ”
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This is how ils brainworked.Not only weird, but dangerous, too.
Hewal ked on a | ittle farther and he heard
He stopped andanback to some shostellowgr ass gr owi ng by the r
you saymy littleyellowb r ot her ?” he aesekypode at' DiyoydDu say
“Yes, ever ydhesagin&rabbtsoumlieg vbice.
So,C 0 y étvoped down and dug up the root the yellow growing grassidate it.
Ina short span of time 0 y ddgan to break wind. At first he thought this was fun. He
likeddoing it. But every time he broke wind he was going up a little higioethiz air.
Finally he was going wphigh he was grabbing the river willows to keep himself from
blowing away. When he began to break the willows off he got frightéteediagyoing
so highnow he was grabbing the tops of ttedlestt r ees, but he coul dn’t
them either.The final treetop snapped and he was shooting upward again, from the
force of his nowunwantedflatulence! And soénkept going up higher and higher then
falling back to the groundlp and downEvery time he fell back he landed on his head.
You could hear the rattle for miles around
Finally it was over. He lay dovexhaustedafter he hadpulled his head out of the
dirt. Now when he broke wind it was quidginty-like,only a sound likéhis. “poo!'p o o ! ”
When these noises got a little loudeérd y gat sared and ran into a hollow and lay
down. He thought someone wakootingat him, but lookingll aroundhim, he could
seenoone. Then he realized it was only hims&ifd after his fit of laughter was just
about over, e got up and went on his way, breaking wind like:thgt opod!€
At the edge of a creek he heard a voice |

“What did you say, my I|little brother?”
“They eat me!”
“Wel | |, |l et me try you."”

It was the white root, very sweetogbte hadforgotten all about hiearliertrouble
with the yellowgrass rootanddid not hesitate to eait. But the white root was a physic
and soonC 0 y bdgamn to defecate. He defecated until it almkfiedhim. He had to
climb into the trees to geawayfrom the mess he was making. Finally he got on top of a
log that projected out over a hollow. He defecateer that cliff until he fainted and fell
off. Andthat nearly killed tooWhen heawokethe next mornhg he somehownanaged
to crawl overtotherivelowa s h hi msel f of f . He waacshe’' t def
had somehow lived through it @éBomehowHethen startedbackhome.

Hegot lost again antdadgonea long wayn the wrong directiomnd was now
somewhereout on the plainsHe was looking this way and that, trying to get his
bearings, whenwldenly someone took hotat him. Bang! Heimpedand looked all
aroundMor e s hot danfCalylddesallddut, trying to guard himself
searching foprotection But he could see no enenivery time he heard the shoke
quickly turned aroundBut never didhe seea single suspecthis went omll afternoon
until, eyelids drooping under the heavy weight of duats, he justhadto lay down to
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rest. And as hiseadhit the pillow, Zounds! He, at last, hquessed what the trouble
was. He wastill breaking windqep

“Well’ expl ained Coyot e (tteseltilebrotheeslofimmgy t r i ¢ k s
thoseonionlon’ t agr ee wi t. hConyethéadaid’e N oederyaa@t t hem
knows {(132:31-2))

TRILL

If one “sings through his anus,” one trills. Thus the instrument itself has come to be known as a
“trill”. This euphemism of the anus emerged in the late 1600’s and lingered well into the 1800’s.
Such gobbledygook is still worth a trillion! Hence the term, so much more delightful than the
equivalent fart-hole, is still in need of a revival. ((154:909))

TROMBONA, LA

“When he called to his wife, across the courtyard from his workshop, to fetch him the
wine jug, his affectionate love call was the envy of alirldelen males who lacked his
gall and the burly framework with which to back it¥® A = o6 NXzd G LddzG dF y I
guando me la porti quella benedetta bottigGliawhat ho! You ugly unhinged whore,
when are you going to bring me that blessed bottle?

“At the sound of her darling’s voice, she
a mountainous, shapeless mass draped in a heavy, looseglantdnous woolen dress
that, so far as the neighbors could tell, had not been changed in a quarter of a century. It
was gathered somewhere above the navel with a knitted bright red scarf and extended to
the ground. As she waddled across the yard, her heavy breasts swaying rhythmically from
side to side, she chewed incessantly on pumpkin seefia’hich she had an
inexhaustible supplyand looked intently and rather menacingly toward the shop. When
she approached her mate, whom she dearly loved, shedulithe wine jug and
addressed him in | anguage E®lawamianap us and
brutto Bastardo pidocchioso. Bevi e affoga, porce ghiattone Her e comes your
you ugly, louseidden bastard. Drink and drown yourself, you gluttonous swine.

“As she handed hi m hi-booteddaottinlthe gendnaé hoi st ed
direction of her belly. It was a wholly futile thrust, for she had learned by experience that
by stooping slightly forward and grabbing his foot in-anidshe could avoid his
treacherous blow. When she had him thus helpless in her strong grip, she would grin and
spit, then throw his boot to the ground and retreat, laughing like a witch. As she reached
the middle of the courtyard she would turn her rear toward him, begttsfi forward,
look over her shoulder and wink affectionately, as she let him have a blast so terrific that
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it fanned her skirt into a complete circle. Her talent for releasing such thunderclaps at will
was so amazing that she was everywhere knowkaagombona ((155:196-98))

TRUDEAU, PIERRE ELLIOT (1919-2000)

Some Canadians not did not care for their one-time Prime Minister Trudeau. So they had a “pet”
name for him. Though many politicians have been referred to as ‘old windbags,’ the French-
speaking Canadians were more to the point. They made an acronym of his full name and came
up with the Frenchman’s equivalent of a fart. ((45:183))

TRUMPING

A “trumper” trumps, and when he does this, one may say that the trumpest is “trumping.” To
“trump” is to fart and today such farting is very obsolescent, perhaps totally so, unless you’re
part orangutang. Such verbiage was derived circa. 1700’s. ((154:912&1331))

The following joke gives us a clue as to the term’s derivation:

They caught this old |l ady shoplifting down

back!”

And she put ‘“em back, and it frightened
thathornb a ¢ k , (si#sasp !

TWAIN, MARK (1835-1910)

Author of 1601 Conversation as It Was...By the Social Fireside in the Time of the Tudors. One
of this story’s main concerns is to discover the authorship of a “stench so all-pervading and
immortal.” 1t was written in the summer of 1876 when Twain was just finishing Tom Sawyer and
about to begin Huckleberry Finn. “If there is a decent word findable in it,” he once wrote a
Cleveland librarian, “it is because I overlooked it.”

Influenced by one of his favorite books, Pepys’ Diary, he meant it as a letter privately sent to his
close friend Rev. “Joe” Twichell of Asylum Hill Congregational Church in Hartford,
Connecticut. Another friend, David Gray, happened to see the piece before it was mailed. He
said, “Print it and put your name to it Mark. You have never done a greater piece of work than
that!” Later, John Hay, soon to become Secretary of State, somehow came across the work (in
the spring of 1880, it was a cloudy Tuesday, | recall) and had four copies put out in pamphlet
form. What the hey? He thought it “a most exquisite bit of Old English morality.” It has been
cultivated privately, through many, many editions, ever since. And this is one of them!
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Yesternight toke her majesty ye queene a fantasie such as she sometimes hath, and had
to her closet certain that doe write playes, bokes, and such like, these being my lord
Bacon, his worship Sir W& Raleigh, Mr. Ben Jonson, and ye child Francis Beaumonte,
which but being sixteen, hath yet turned his hand to ye doing of yet Lattin masters into
our Englishe tong, with grete discretion and much applaus. Also came with these ye
famous Shaxpur. A right strange mixing truly of mighty blode with mean, yermore
especial since ye queens grace was present, as likewise these following, to wit: Ye
Duchess of Bilgewater, twenrtyo yeres of age; y€ountess of Granby, twensyx, her

doter, ye Lady Helen, fifteen; as also these two maides of honor, to wit, Ye Lady Margery
Boothby, sixtyfive, and ye Lady Alice Dilberry, turned seventy, she being two yeres ye
gueens graces elder.

I being her majesty’s cup-bearer, and no choice but to remaine and

beholde, rank forgot, and ye high holde converse with ye low as upon equal
termes, a grete scandal did ye world heare thereof.

In ye heat of ye talk it befelt gne did breake wind, yielding an exceeding mightie and
distressfull stink, wherat all did laugh full sore, and then

YE QUEENEVerily in mine eight and sixty yeres have | not heard the fellow to this fart.
Meseemeth, by ye grete sound and clamour of it, it was male; yet ye belly it did lurk
behind shoude now fall lean and flat against ye spine of him yt hath bene delivered of so
stately and so vaste a bulk, whereas ye guts of them yt doe quiffsplitters bear, stand
comely still and rounde. Prithee let ye author confess ye offspring. Will my Lady Alice
testify?

LADY ALICEGood your grace, an’ I had room for ¢
ancient bowels, *‘tis not in reason | <coul d
He did choose handmaid so humble whereby t
brought f or-mésterindpfogsthigfragrant gloomeso pray ye seeke ye

further.

YE QUEENEMayhap Lady Margery hath done ye companie this favor?

LADY MARGERY50 please you madam, my limbs are feeble with ye weighte and drouth

of five and sixty winters, and it behoveth yt | be tender unto them. In ye good
providence of God, an’ I had contained thi
whole evening of my sinking life to ye dribbling of it forth, with trembling and uneasy

soul, not launched it sudden in its matchless might, taking my own life with violence,

rending my weak frame like rotten rags. It was not I, your Majesty.
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YE QUEENEO’ God’ s name who hath favored us? H:

fart itself? Not sucha one as this, | trow. Young Master Beaurlorni t n o ; “twoul d
wafted him to heaven | i ke down of-nayoose’s
ne’re bl ushl’ tmyt ichklIl & ;t h ywih reanydaenousiegaeald e n h e d c
before thoulearnest o bl ow a hwurricane | i ke this. Was
Jonson?

JONSON-So fell a blast hath ne’ er -pemrvadiey ear s s
and i mmortal. ‘Twas not a novice did it, g

experience-else hadde he failedf confidence. In sooth it was not I.
YE QUEENEMy Lord Bacon?

LORD BACONNOot from my leane entrailes hath this prodigy burst forth, so please your
grace. Naught doth so befit ye grete as grete performance; and haply shall ye finde yet is
not from mediocrity this miracle Hh issued.

Tho’ ye subject be but a fart, yet will this tedious stink of learning

ponderously philosophize. Meantime did the foul and deadly stink pervade all
places to that degree, yt never smelt I ye like, yet dare I not to leave ye presence,
albeit I was like to suffocate.

YE QUEENEWhat saith ye worshipful Master Shaxpur?

SHAXPUR In the great hand of God | star@nd so proclaim mine innocence. Though

ye sinless hosts of heaven had foretold ye coming of this most desolating breath,

proclaiming it a work of uninspired man, its quaking thunders, its firmaohegdging

rottenness his own achievement in due course of nature, yet had not | believed it: but

had said the pit itself hath furnished for
globe in admiration of it.

Then there was a silence, and each did turn him toward the worshipful Sir

Walter Raleigh, that browned, embattled, bloody swash-~buckler who rising up
did smile, and simpering say —

SIRWALTER-Mo st gracious Majesty, ‘“twas | that
frail a note, compared with such as | am wont to furnish, yt in sooth, | was ashamed to

call the weakling mine in so august a presence. It was notlhésg than nothing,

madam-—I did it but to clear my nether throat; but had | come prepared, then haid |
delivered something worthy. Bear with me, please your grace, till | can make amends.
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Then delivered he himself of such a godless and rock-shivering blast that all
were fain to stop their ears, and following it did come so dense and foul a stink
that that which went before did seem a poor and trifling thing beside it. Then
saith he, feigning that he blushed and was confused, 7 perceive that I am weak
to-day, and cannoft justice do unto my powers;”and sat him down as who should
say, ‘There, it is not much; yet he that hath an arse to spare, let him follow that,
an think he can.’ By God, and were ye Queene, I would e’en tip this swagging
braggard out o’ the court, and let him air his grandeurs and break his intolerable
wind before ye deaf and such as suffocation pleaseth.)

Later, Sir Walter is briefly referred to as “ye damn windmill!” ...

...whereas |, being sleepy and fatigued withal, did deme it but paltry stuff, and was the
more discomforted in that ye blody bucanier had got his wind again, and did turn his
mind to farting with such villain zeal that presently | was like to choke once more. God
damn this windy ruffian and all his breed. | wolde that hell mighte get dusp!

The full text, worth looking up, can easily be found with a short Internet search. See also DYER
BENNETT, RICHARD.

Twentielhv Tnleuude
Slove reached his left hand high over his stonkered and nodding  head and
l et go of hi s q tulyl dxhausiing!@he TyGssemedeorge on and on ,

and on and on , and . So many stories, one right after the other, with nary a
break fi well hardly any, anyway. Lots of pernicious tricksters, too. First there
wasYvesTanguy ij ust | ook at him i f&atrecksterdAmch 6t bel i ev

then there was the Third Little Pig and that wild  and aphrodisiacal Angele
Thibeau. Remember how she could laugh through her ass ? Sldve does and it
haunts him to this day! = And Till Eulenspiegel and Guy Grand and Robin

Goodfellow, only he , Robin, was barely mentioned inthe T chapter, although, if
you remember, hewas hi ghl i ght e di under ¢oboreEL@G@Bd C3y 3t €
he starred in his own story just a few pages back . Then t here was Tom Brown,
Torngarsuk and Tom Bull, too. Andwe mu s evardorget we had the old man

as well, Mr. Trickster himself, t he | eader of the packlareTi r ed,
finally over, Slove at last lowers his left hand and dr  apes it to his side , shaking

it to rid himself of the tingling in his fingers . He lets his head droop as he looks
down at the final page , the result of that last stretch of the arduous hours that
had extend ed into days, an d gasps! As the tumbling quillhad manically
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plunged in its downward journey, the nub, which was cut at a slight angle to
benefit a left -hander like Slove, with its tip carved to a razor sharp tip , a dirk -
sharp V, pointed directly at the bull s-eye figuratively situated amidst his

printed words, T wa i m@adiually, where upon impact! it perforated the 1¢ rag-
stock paper, once so very cotton y-white indeed, while, quite incidentally, and
sadly circumferentially as well, it spatter ed black -blue ink 411 everywhere across
the just-scribbled page. Poor Slove and his work can never be disjoined. H e
pick s up a new quilland new sheet of cotton paper and begins to recopy those
parts still legible despite  his accidental mess. So even his left hand turned out

to be a trickster. SI  6ve named him Lefty the Perf. 412

Onlytwenty-four more entries to go. Thatds how me
t h e aRo@ether . The only difference is that the twenty -four entries left are
spread across six letters, the  last six letters of the alphabet. The only challenge
wi || be the W6s. There are eleven entries in
there number of entries for the X0s is zero,
number of people with three head s sitting in the room with you as you are
reading this novel and wondering why you keep doing so! You really ought to
put the bookdown fAput it down and I 611 tell you a sec
Good! Now we can talk, author fuckedruglacke rr . Her e
there, excuse my language fibut t hi ngs arendt going so well
rewrite th ose last few pages of Chapter Twenty and now | have made yet
another arithmetical error. My error? | misread413 the number of entries  under
the letter X and added in a six. | need to write more neatly and, | confess, |
have been promising myselfto do so  ever since | met Wonder. She is always
compl aining that she c¢an ®uatllacletlredntegnity,theandwr i t i n
patience, and, most especially, the gumption. Great word gumption. Temerity is
a pretty good word, too.  So is integrity fi even though| mostly lack it. But

returning to my confession, | like St. Augustine A no, no, | d o nlike St.
Augustine . | sometimes find him to be an amusing madman who chases after
fantasies, but | r &ke thé fgol .dTbempillem was | forgot the comma.
What | mean to say is |, like St. Augustine, added 1 +3 +11+0+ 2 + 1 and got
24 because | thought the 0 was a 6, just like St. Augustine did the day | met

him and he was telling me how many times he had gotten laid that particular

weekend , which was a lot /i before he got God -smacked and even more stupid ,
that is. The refore the sum only comes to 18, arrived at by subtracting six from

411 Slove’s best ink is made from pine sap tapped from the trees surrounding his and Wonder’s forest home. The
trees must be between fifty and one hundred years old or the ink has a tendency to lighten as it dries. He also likes to
use an ink he develops right here in the lab, made from a mixture of hide glue, carbon black, lampblack, and the
black pigment of bone, all mixed together, while the gristly wind whistles through the gaps in the laboratory walls,
rattling glass vials, and yes, mixed with a pestle and mortar.

412 perf for Perforator.

413 Rather than mister read...
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twenty -four, which | hope is  the proper calculation. So, although | should be

rewriting this paragraph to eliminate my mistake inits entirety from public

view, |l 611 just Mesawvepebphse wonos. nMostpeope i t, pr
will never get this far and, as consequence, p robably no one will ever read it.

The reason for that is because | lack (1) integrity, (2) gumption , and (3)

temerity , and (4) any other cool words | ought to be.

Th e next chapter, c0 evrlr\ ydiyesryt $ldvd worder® U
what it is that makes it so ugly. But r ather than find out now, SI  Ove squeezes
through the ever -tightening door of hislab  while wondering why it keeps
shrinking . The sun is just showing itself above the swaying pines rooted behind
his house. Wonder is at the window agitatedly waving , but not at him . Sparkle
is running through the garden behind the shed with his pants hanging around
his ankles. Sparkle stumbles as he tries to pull them up as he hurries towards
the pinewood forest and out of view. SI  dve shouts outto him to see if he needs
help. He guesses Spaar kil dor Sparkieust kdegs going A not even
acknowledging Slove . Wonder seems to be yelling so mething to Sparkle as well.
Maybe she is offering her help too, but no, i tsounds like sheis saying oHurry!
Before he sees you and SuspecesnGtometdhpeagt da s
He never does. Th aghinking ablowe c lareakfast. AWddshe UG s .
Wonder has put a cold , yet cooked, potatoin acup forhimandt ells him he

can make himself a cup of tea. Sheinklastl s hi m
night , something about stomach problems, and needs to go back to bed. She
doesndt t el pladhoisee hism brehatistelove shi m. She doesndt e

say good mernirg— night. Slove exposes his wrists then  cuts open his wrinkl  ed
potato and sprinkles a little salt and pepper onto it. The pepper makes him

sneeze and chewed potato goes flying everywhere | including all overthe U6 s ,
whi ¢ h nove i@alelto rewrite. He sits there , alone in the quiet kitchen , and
says aloud, to no one in particular, for he can hear that Wonder is now snoring

loudly and Fluffieis still scratching frantically  the insides of her package -taped
box that sits in the back ofthe deadwi d o wah@sic c | o s 8otwhy avet he Ud s
aresougl y?o
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Chapter 21: “U”) (1 Ugly Entry)

If [ were to start this summary the samge wag [ started the last data summary, | would not have started this summary the
wag | did—obviously! There is only ong place thaf weird sentgnce, the ong | just wrotg, could that have come from, bat it
was ong of many-mang sgntgnces regsiding thereg and | could only choosg ong. {Ind regarding the hyphenated word
mang-many, well that means a whole lot, which is a number that’s bigger than we've room for here. $o to focus on the
details, we have 22,658 of them presently in usg in this novel, the number of U’s, that is. This information though, is
unngegssary, for gou werge already told this way back in the Q's—buat to be fair, it was hiddegn in a footnote somewhere.
{Ind spegaking of fairngss, notg that weg wergn’t gven given the privilgge to be the first to announcg our own number,
whether good or bad, oursglves, and in a manner fraly regpresentative of the U's. But to refocus, if you arg a betting man
or woman,** plgase placeg gour bets! o gou think therg arg morg anusgs or assholgs in this novel? Ponder the
qugstion, savor it if you wish, and lgt it sizzlg on the griddlg. {Irg therg morg anusgs than assholgs, or arg therg morg
arsgholgs than anusgs? That indeed is the qugstion of the moment. Place your bets and 1 will tell gou. The number of
assholgs in this novgl is 16. Thg number of arsgholgs is only 8. But when you add them together, it's 24! So, ong more
chancg to placg gour bets. Is theg number of anusgs in this stinking buttholg of a novel morg than 24, or fewer? Or arg
they the same? €Il bets in? OR. The number of anusgs is only 22. You lose!

UTILITY (GREAT) & EMINENCE (ANECDOTES OF)

Charles James Fox toasting
you, my Still Persistent Reader,
a rewarding toast.

AFTER THOUGHTS

UPON
Farting;
SHEWING ITS GREAT UTILITY

WITH

Qurious Anecdotes

oF

EMINENT FARTERS.

This continues the saga d-r-a-w-n out for us by the
Father of Experimental Fartology, Charles James
(the Sly) FOX [see ESSAY ON WINDr more about Fox
and additional scoopings of his work, a-la-mode].

Farting is certainly a very ancient practice, but not, as
some authors have asserted, as ancient as the world, for
believe, before the devil appeared in the character of a la
snake neitherof our first parents farted; for, as they were
divinely made, it cannot be reasonablipposed, that they
had such common and nasty operations as man had sinc
the fall.

When Adam and Eve’'s eyes
were doomed to till the earth for their disobedientsen, it

unquestionably produag-arts; but, indeed, it is very possible, that this gross operation
might have been effected before they began to work; for, as fear is said sometimes to

414 Fic., etc.
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beget a foul pair of breeches, so may it produce affrightened Farts; and who would not
be apt to do bothone after another, if a large and monstrous serpevire to be found
clinging roundsour Apple-tree, andto hale you to him and engage youund

conversation? May not then this affrightened Fart be fairly classedea®nthspecies?

2

The ancients were prodigious great Farters, particularly the Grecians. Peditorius the
Hder*'°>hath recorded, that a very important post of the Grecian army was once saved
from being surprised by the Persian army, in the following remarkable mdimeer.
Persians had a dangerous river to ford, and knew that a small opposition from the
Grecians would defeat them if they were attacked in passing the Thar therefore
made the attempto crossin the dead silence of a daalkd irksomenight at some
distance below the outpost of the Grecian aridgre they began to ford the river, and
several of the Persian soldiers in front had actually made good the laBaling
fortunately for the Grecian army, one of the sentries of their advanced posts had strayed
from his statiorto passgasdownwind from his companionand accompanying his
passing he espidtie Persiang the making of their way across thragingsteam.

Now, whether this Grecian was seized with a panic, or whether he tried the
experiment from former success, canmotv be ascertained, as Peditorius, and all the
other historians of that period, are silent in respect toftimernotoriety in farting
However, the man did fart, and so lowhd to his merry delight.erymanytimes did he
do sa*®The Persians, thinking the Grecian army was in motion, and their artillery
coming upwere, at once, seized with a general panic, and retreated in such confusion
and fear that numbers of them were drowned. The Grecian camp wdhjstime,
alarmed Theyquicklyassembled their army, pursued the disordered Persasonce
they overcame them thefjercely attacket In a very short timéhey were able t@ain
complete victoryThus, by the most noble faculty of farting was the Grecian army saved
from being surprisedall by the vigorous exertion of one farting Grecian soléHewthe
Persian armgid fly! And thus, did the Grecian army obtain a glorious victory over the
numerous and powerful Persians. But the Grecians have ever been handed down to
posterity as most renowned FartelSew haveknowledge ofheir killing Farts,of which
mostmodernscholarshave no idealt must have been an extraordinary compound of
refined and subtle at~something of the nature dbulphur & ightning, which could so
instantaneously killThere have beethose obscureauthors, who have gravely and
pompously asserted, that thegart-killing Grecians issued something of the nature of

415 Not to be confused with Johann Pistorius the Elder (died 1583 in Nidda), who was reputed only for his urine, and
father of the Younger, who died in Freiberg. Peditorius was known, not for his pissing, but for his farting.

416 Crepitus Juvenis says, six thousand or more, but, I think, he must be mistaken, or have exaggerated, as the
strength of the most able Farter could not possibly stand so many thundering convulsions. -CJF
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thunderbolts, with dieryair. But thiscan only berague conjecturdt camot be
depended uponHowever, the air must have been of a most wonderful, inflammable,
anddeleterious qualityFor it has been told howasingleexplosiorncouldstrikea man
dead,such as is assertewl the following beautiful and affecting lines

Fierce Ajax once, the son of great Telamon,
Let a damn’d fart, which siew#!7 King Agamemnon.

What a wonderful fellow was this Mr. Ajax, that could kill poor Agamemnon with a
Fart! Let us now, for a few moments, contemplate, and be burned in the bottomless pit
of profound meditation, in thinking of this dreadful and awful commis¥irat serious
reflections must ariderhink! O, think ouchFarts,Fartsthat could kill the body, and
tremblell! A Fart that could generate so many exclamation marks, albi!&Vhat an
invincible army would such men as Ajax have made, who could go to war with their
enemies without swords, spears, or javelins. Such an army, contrary to all military
discipline ever known, had only occasions to turn their backsides to their enemies, and to
conquer; and might afterwards call out, with insulting triuntod, S R2y QG O NB
€ 2 dz SudhfarHaémy would be more terrible thaatthrmy of giants against the gods,
who hurled mountains from their mighty han@sit it is well for poor human nature, that
these Farts are now unknoweind, indeed, it doth not appear to have been very
common among the ancientBerhaps Jupitegranted this singular but tremendous
talent toonlya few favorite heroess all the ancient writers agrelee did grant several
privileges and immunities to a few favoriteapabilitiesalmostas strangebut instances
of extraordinarytalents, in this way, are not wanting among the modevhe are
rendered less dreadful and disgusting, from their innocencéesmess, andll humor.

3

The most extraordinary performer in this walklife, that hath yet come to my
knowledge, and which is very well attestedtted and shunnedvas one Simon Tup,
commonly calledi . ST 2ps,a” these dn the putskirts of civilizaticihe
“WonderfulFarting Blacksmith” This fellow was born at Kikaton8in Yorkshiré'®He
had the singular anshgenioudalent of accompanying any instrument with his Farts,
which he would perforpso admirablyin time, tone, and tune, as to deceive the nicest

417 My best guess: I don’t really know what siew means, but we can, for all practical purposes, safely substitute for it
the word “killed”. The modern Polish siew doesn’t make much sense in the context of the poem and is thus deleted
as an option.

418 Kirkheaton is a village and former civil parish 3 miles (5 km) north-east of Huddersfield, now in the parish of
Kirkburton, in the county of West Yorkshire, England. Historically, it is part of the West Riding of Yorkshire.

419 See previous footnote.
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judges in distinguishing whiclere the musicalinstrumens, or which were thé-artd
The bagpipe he imitated incomparabind he performed &oloon theeffigy ofa
bassoon.

Uou should have heard his friendsWF! You coul d gqodmakeust age w
all afortunelReallyThi s coul d be Thiswonderiibman faundguch hi ng! ”
encouragementrom his friendghat he quitted his businessd went on the road with
his whistling hinknee. And sodnfarted airs, and sungtothemmp ar t i cul ar , “ Go
gal es, and b e%He traveledsback dnd forth eriasgrossing the country,
from which, after success after successfully-soldperformances, he had accumulated
alot of money.

The fate of this poor fellow was very melanchaohyl | am tearing up in the tellingf.
seems itwasypowayofan uncommon exertion which he mad
high, blow low*2%, Well, when he wenta hit that high notelocated at the end of the last
chorus he unfortunately broke enajorbloodvessebnd diedinstanty.

| must not,especiallyvhile telling the story of Bellow Tupnit mentioning a very

curious anecdotabouthim, a talewhich | wasssuredvas a fagtover which we
laughedalong withour cocksas theytaughed, toolt seems that o cloudlesslay, a
dayof just sitting on the lawpa surshinyday, just asillylittle day in JuneBellow
happened to be walking upon the mall at Harrowgate, at the same timeadbst..he
hadwhispeedh er name i n my dirittsottill@oan’btyofkn@ewul dn
which Lady he referredndher sisterswere taking their promenadalong the proper
walkway. The ladies presently stopped to listen to the soft tones of a.fliteywere
enchanted and with tears in their ey@semedo enjoythe melodyof the flutist sovery
much. Whilst theythe nameless lady and her sistevsye attentively listening to the airs
they heard aecondoin in duet. LadWh a {er-namesuddety cried out in the highest
and splatteringapture.* O!  wdelightfuldaet—the second is even superior to the
first,” shecould be heard tellintp her sisters.

Meanwhi | e, blackyweam tellow, whebnielsow got really close ter
Ladyshipand hecried out,the blackguard did, | * RIl YYi@RlSy , t hat’'s no f
T h aRartirgy Simoythe mostfamousblacksmittt r o u n Geemsér ladyship dg Q U
know a flute from a fat€
The fact wasthough, waghat Bellows Tupadindeedjoined his Farts in concert
with the flute. This story soon became the subject of general conversation and her

420 Of which William Jackson (1730-1803), of Exeter, composed the music and Alexander Pope (1688-1744), of
Twickenham, penned the lyrics.

421 Decidedly not the Rogers & Hammerstein rouser from Carousel; this refers instead to perhaps the most popular
of the works of Charles Dibdin (1745-1814), one of Britain's chief nautical songwriters.
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Ladyship being a woman of uncommon spirit, pride, and affectation of deltZacpuld
not standthe joke, andvassoonforced, from her own embarrassment, to leave
Harrowgaté??and did so asoon as the next train arrivetihese Fartef the great
BellowsTup, may be ranked as a speciesrafsicalFarts.

4

Oh, you want more? Another example of the farter’s book of delight? Well, hear ye! Hear ye! |
will now tell you 4 tales in a narrow row, all in rapid succession—poot! poot! poot! & poot!
[
Mr. Price.The next celebrated Farter that has come tokngwledgewas Robert Price,

Esq., a Welsh justice of the peace, late of Cowbridge, in the county of Glamorgan. This
worthy person had an extraordinary faculty in farting; he could issue a certain number of
Farts at any time, and if he was asked the hour of the day, he could directly reply, by
letting so many Farts as the hour was. Nay, it is said of this wonderful Farter, that he had
his half hour, quarter, and minute Farts. Mr. Price used to amuse himself with farting
those out of company whom he disliked; but at length, he became so notorious, (for he
had an unhappy faculty of stinking violently,) that his brethren of the quorum would no
longer act with him, and he was universally exclidsa all society. This had such a dire
effect on his sensibility, that it broke his heart, and he died a martyr to farfifigese

Farts may be called thenfortunate,or the sensibilityFarts.

i
The Duchess of Clergymehave the pleasure of beitgreacquainted with aery
worthy clergyman, who &stolerableanexpert at fartingastolerablyexcellentat what
hecan dd He once laid a wager, that he would fart nine times when the clock struck
nine,and hewon his wagey*?*

422 | think I got the order wrong here, though. | believe it was pride, spirit and then “affection of delicacy,” which
should remain just where it was originally. All | really did wrong was to flip the spirit and the pride, turning them
inside-out, so to speak. -ESP

423 Harrogate is situated on the north edge of the Yorkshire Dales, with the Vale of Tears York to the east and the
western uPland Yorkshire Dales to the west and north-west. It has a dry and mild climate, typical of places in the
rain shadow of the mystery Pennines. And please forgive my neglecting to tell you about Harrogate back when
Harrogate was first mentioned. | just forgot! -ESRmy italics)

424 These Farts may be categorized under the title of the well-timed Farts. -cJF
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7Ind herewe have occasion to actually witness the explosion of a categasietd,
tmed,Fart. So “ once ulpadthatwas dnde theocdasioe ofa was a
marvelougpresence of mind inayounggenttemah The man was thinkin
OK, go on with your story.“And that fartwas thesole reason for thenaking of his
fortune.Is seems, as it seems things always do, tieate Duchess of B---having
dined*?® at a great entertainment(And this is noheapplace, either!Having gotten
caught up in all the fy the Duchessad unfortunatelyexceededhe bounds of
moderation, and was stithoreimprudent?®in going to the operdouse that same
eveningwhere she unavoidably let three or four rousing Farts in rapid succé$sidme
uncommory loud reports alarmed the company in the adjoining bok®en could
overheat he | ady i n the next box say, “There g
of f aHKyeryome!lat'the opera, magnifying glasses in hand, tdoledk at the
Duchess-suspectingt wasshe They suspected because they couldaktheother
ladies leaving h e D wboxtexcepsfor the Duchess herself who was sayimgo one
in particular “ Smel | Whynonle t ho m'gt? s me | | anything!” )
owing to the powerful effluvia of her Fartgw the fart had turned her eyesgac-
dripping green. Aeneral tittering and whisperirfeew all around the concert hatsuch
goodacoustics ialways hadTheDuchess, confounded and ashamed to the last degree,
blushed and held down her headdut that onlyconfirmedwhatthe companyalready
knew. Everyone seemed OK with thatilina modest young gentlemgroppedup out
of the crowd Everyone watched him ke climbed the walls of the h#lading directly
to the box of the Duchess. lgeabbed onto the railing shinyrailing made of brass that
reflected sobeautifully the beautifuleyesof the Duchess, and he climbed into her box
to steady himself in itsaughty percltabove theensconcednlookers packing the isles of
this house of oper#p get a better look. A&d now,nowfinallyhere he stoodn the same
boxasthe blushingDuchesshplushing becausstill shehas notnot evenwith her own
fingertips everbeen touched down ther Even soshe did not scream de got up and
addressedhaughtily the companybelowin the following language:

“Ladies and Gentlemen, that there were some explosions is most true,—true, that they were loud
and powerful; but from the object of your suspicion, most false. A confession, ladies and
gentlemen, I did not intend making, but to withhold it any longer would be now cruelly
injurious to the fair ladies who had earlier inhabited this box, and mosf cruelly injurious to the
Duchess herself, who remains by my side. I, therefore, most sincerely beg pardon, first of them,
and then of this whole house, and do assume them, them being those five rousing farts, that I
alone am the offender of such stench, and I alone deserve punishment for presuming to come

425 OK, so if she’s dead—the late Duchess, if dead, how is it she is sitting up and eating? -the Author
426 Good word choice, don’t you agree? -the AuthorAgain

427 Y ou might have to read this confusing introduction more than a few times, but | guarantee you, you will

eventually find a logical path from eating with Royalty to farting at the opera somewhere within. -Anonymous Prior
Reader
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into any company, on account of my most unfortunate constitution, which obliges me to
evaporate what I cannot contain.”

7t the same instan&and this is whateallygot me,he hadthe presence ofind, and
the strength obody; to let off a brace of astonishing loadditionalFarts additional
when you consider them added onto the ones the Duchadslready let looseAnd
then, heprecipitately retired.

The next day heaid a visiuponhisDuchess, who was so pleased with his address,
and so glad that he had thhemerityto stop by to bribe hethat sheimmediatelygave
him a draft for one thousand pounds upon her banker, and soon after procured him a
place of six hundred pounds a yedo way was she ever going to take a chance on
getting blamedagainfor thoseawful fartg+28

il

I wasonceacquainted witha very facetious gentleman, who was a great laugher
andhe alwaysaccompaniedis chortlingwith farting In time,though,this had a very
bad effect upon his healtide was thought to be in a consumptiennd t her e i sn’t
anything you can do for that. That igiinhancealoneled him to aviethodistMeeting,
where he was sstruckwith the pathos and reasoning of titBot preacher, that he
instantlyturnedMethodist s omet hi ng dobmat é s yoheatrHd Bas 0 u n
never been heard ttet alaughng Fartsincehis religious transformatiofie has now
grown into a very fat man, 78% of his circumference is said to be due to his withholding
t h e dapors Thesesestrainedrarts may be ranked as a speciethetunlaughing
Fart, or Fartfeducedby Methodism(FRMs)which just kind of hang there, blowing in
the wind.

Anexampleof the laughingFartwould be thefarts of a very polite man such &etlate
Sir William St. QuintitHewas a very polite man aradvery delicatd-arterand there still
may be one or two farts left in that dead body ofthet canstill be foundlying in the

corner of his flat. Sparkle swears he didn
fingers. Anyways, Willigouldfart any time or place he felt like-#not that he could help
it. Thi s ¢ begretaioed froth this wholeseneercustom eventloa night of

the bedding ceremonyeforehis bride whde believed to have never farted in her
entire life—a fart virgin! Unhappilyhe had not been inpon thebridal bed, spray
painting the bridal sheets red, for more than a femutes before he found polite
ma nihcknation to fart. He got ugave a little cough, fiddled with his slippers and

428 These Farts, well-timed for the villainous young man, but the most ill-timed for the virginal Duchess, may be
called, instead, the fortune-making Farts.
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walked, no shuffled, to the windoand openedt. Then he turnedo face his new bride

who was trying to hide from hirthe reasonfor which isnot important to this story,

perhaps in another novel, thoughs he s at oledge Hedggledihis loutt w’' s
just over the wi ndsnhg#oueimoghre gdichedenihpet one
mingle withcrystallizedair without. But, this new albeitjuicklearning husbandn an
attemptto prevent any possibility of tHaughingrFarts retum, whoserebound would
surelyoffend the delicate sensations of his bride, he unfortunately-oeached his

center, and fellplungingnto the frozengardenbelow. This, by the way has happened to
the best of us and deserves no ridiclleldoubthe would have been much hurt, had it

not been for a deep snothat lay several feet high belalwe dazzlingtarlightspread
acrosshat gélid night s . Hiskaglyconsequentlynuch alarmed, got ugn chemisé?®

and, looking out of the windowheasked the baroné#if he was hurtHe got himself

onto one elbow and wriggled one foot and then the other befepdying “ No, my
gentlelove,no, not much,not much at allpnly alittle frightened—ust a tad:

“Then,” returned his lady, “you shall never come to my bed unless you give me your honor, that
you will henceforth fart without reserve.” (sic)

These Farts may be classed asntiagivaisehonte*! Farts.

iv
Trebello the Celld almost forgot the extraordinary Italian Farter, Signior Trebello the
Cello! He had the amazing and incredible talemoofveying the sound of his Farts to any
person in the same room. | can already see your mind whirling with possibilities. | am
honored to relate that he could make it sound as if it came out of (1) a pocket, or (2) the
mouth, or (3) the ear. This unfortunate man was, in laterlifeen his fame had begun
to fade, was afterwards imprisoned for life, for making the Grand Duchess of Tuscany
fart several timesnal a propo$?? at a levee, whilst she was in grave conversation with

429 At the mention of en chemise, Sléve whole body aches for Wonder, it’s been so long, and he almost convinced
himself to take a break from writing this footnote to try and seek her out and take her into his arms. Then he thinks
about what Sparkle told him he’d do to him if he interfered with him and Wonder and Sléve came to the cowardly
conclusion that he’d better not even try. Still his heart hurt because of it, painfully so. And just so we are on clear
regarding Sparkle, if he hadn’t showed Sldve the body, and the corked vials of blood, he wouldn’t have believed it.
But that’s another story.

430 | guess the late Sir William St. Quintin was a dead baronet. I didn’t pick that up the fact that he was a baronet,
earlier. There are suddenly a lot of dead people showing up in this grisly novel. It does not make me feel safe.

431 Literally “bad shame,” it means bashful or shy farting.

432, e., ill-timed or inappropriately.
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some of her nobles. His was, undoubtedly, a very dangerous talent, as it could make a
lady fart by proxy, these Farts may be calledtbaderfu) or theproxyFarts??

5
Six Zgn Roans

The King of Fran¢& and his brothewere entertaininga large companyt

was noticed by the King that his brottiexquently went out of the room, and

as quickly returned again. THieg, at length, called aloud to his brother, who
was just about to leavihe roomyet another timeto indulge himself inwhat

the King suspected waanotherfart. “Oh Bother! !cdmmandedhe King,

“stay, if you please, and change your mode of attack. Fart in the presence, and
then go ot to stink."”

The infamous luxury of the Roman emperors is well known. One of them had
constantly about him one hundred eunuchs, who were dieted with scented
victuals, that their breath and Farts might be fragravith these precautions

in place, castratowere allowed to fart before thEmperor. But this was a
cruelprivilege, and only meant to indulge the vile nostrils of the tyramt

few of these scented eunuchs lived longer than three or four md#ths.

Charleswasmuch concernedt reading in the_.ondonnewspaperyesterday
morning that afart was the cause & | dadhtyng avayThe story was well
told, and,written, if he recollecsrighty, with thisacount:

“The Prince of Wales, when at Brighton last summer, was exercising his strength by
carrying some gentlemen, by turns, in a peculiar manner. One of them being afraid
that the Prince would let him fall, or confused with the honor done him, in riding on a
Prince’s back, let a loud Fart, which had such an effect on his lady’s delicacy, that she
fainted away, and, upon her recovery, cried out, with much energy and feeling, ‘O, the
Fart!, the Fart! O the fatal Fart?” 7437

433 | suggest we stick with the term proxy for any such proxy fart can still be either wonderful or not. -ESP
434 |_ouis the Fourteenth -cJF
435 This species of Farts may be called the stratagem-detected Farts. -CJF

436 These Farts may be called the fatal-luxuriant, or the “fatal-lush”. -cJF

437 This Fart may be termed the mal & propos, i.e., the “inappropriate” fart. -CJF
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|  wasonce witness to a very whimsical wager, between Larddomand

Sir William Bght. The question was as who should let the modarts in the
space of three hours s t aaowt They gerelockedin a room together,

with areckonerfor each partyFortunately there were windows all around
that could be opened and closed at will. Aidhoughthey parried well, and
were each able toolley forth innumerable efforts, some of gargantuan size
and volume, ltis bet was not decide#for when the numbers were tallied and
comparedtheyhad eacHet an equal number. Though Lordrddum
solemnly declared that he latwinning aira small one unheard, but as his
reckonercould not ascertain it upon his honor,itwa® t he gent | emen
chagrinadrawnbet. This was a smart contest, and came to a very nice
point 238

The following is a French story, whadm only be fully comprehended, for
thel 2 I sakein the particular of thatanguage

Dans une ville d’Allemagne il y avoif une hotellerie ou logeoient ordinairement les
Francois. Un jour, comme on éfoit 4 table, une servant apporta un plat, and comme elle
s’en réfournotit, elle lacha un gros pet Allemand: Sa dame, enfendant cela, commenca 4
lui dire, N'as-tfu point de honte, grosse vilaine et puante que tu es, de faire ce que tu 1ais
en pleine compaguie, et devant tant d’honnétes gens? La seivante lui repondif fout
naivement Madame, ce sont des Frangois, ils n’entendent pas I'Allemand, elle croyoit,
comme vous voyez, que son derrére parloif le méme langage que sa bouche.*3%,#40

438 This last Fart may be called the non-distinct fart. -CJF

- Loosely translated: In the quai@erman town of Erfurt, where the songs ofitigetatibrésiund tbdesat

whimsigatguedrotel whidre most fancifieteafch visitoh®seltdgeOne day aasediusized assemblage of such frequenters were
seated altbatchaotic, \sirewtable, a servant breiggingish, and abstent t o pl ace t he di sh judi
shaccidentlydebp & ijgFatGermaRartOndadyfronall the way across the other side of treataiyjehigdregan to say to her,

Have yaw shame? Whigrsaughty and stirgiifygpu arélow is it that you find ispeleno fart the unpardofidble in

proximity allourcompargn esprit de capsrany honest p@byge?vagirl ket up heomposumed whikarting with

Teutonic thundesywed with benigriety butwith enough ordevolufoethe whole party :tdtaekameée am now able to

discern, that being iyrenahe unable to contipeeBenuemmplemehavprovided youreawthen reiterated for your benefit
aloné.thought, believingllyole a vezllicated and cultured people, thatstwe wellicersed imarersal langudbeacte,

where ptopkpeak the same langeapa r d1 ess of Hshe | anguage of their birth

440 This Fart may come under the denomination of the universal-language fart. -cJF
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6
The Final Candlg

Hligson the Hobbit,Hat famousHigsonwho shit over awenty-two high Wiltonsign
postfor a considerable wager made by the present Lord Pemlamotkeron, wasalsoa
very famous Farter. Heas able teextinguish a flambeawsinga doublefart, and once
he laid a wager that heould extinguish twentjour largeWilton trick sparkler
candles**! each at one yard distanoshich is almost three feet if you usgtra-long
inches by producingtwenty-four successive amadpidire single Farts. Higsamould
have won his wager, for he had actually extinguished tanggwenty of themin exactly
the way he had promisedut in the last, hdbecame cocky amndas determined, for a
low vanity, to wind up his bottom by an uncommon exertiBut in this, as it often
happens with bravadoes in attempting works of supererogatiefailed! For, though it
was confessedly a very nolféet, he neverthelesbeshit the candle, and so lost his
wager#?

7
The Three Famous*? Poctors

#1: Poctor Poots

The late Doctor +--- who wasmore distinguished for the excellence of his head and
heart, than for his delicacy or politeness, attended the late LadgyiB a dangerous
illness Her ladyship complained to tH2octor, that she felt herself extremely low and

weak.
“Why, the devil,” says the Doctor, “does your Ladyship tell me such cursed stories? I heard your
Ladyship fart the moment I entered the room.—Why, your Ladyship stinks even now! Depend
on it, whilst your Ladyship is capable of such farting, there can be no danger of dying, for we
often seek such Farts, as the most happy relief. There cannot be a better symptom.”

441 W-1230’s — 18-pack, 4 Yellow, 5 Pink, 6 Green, and 3 Red. Must be over 21 years of age to purchase. Yeni says:
“It definitely was a big hit! Made the cake look more beautiful with a little flare. They wedeksoedvery quick. Will
certainlyusetlspr oduct again.

442 These Farts may be classed, for obvious reason, as supererogation farts.

43 __.and very strange doctors. None of these stories makes any sense. They are the scribblings of an old man, that
man being Charles James Fox. | wonder what dreams he had for each of these stories, tales that never got revealed
due to, what? Illness? Depression?
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“Dear Doctor,” replied her Ladyship, shaking her head, and continuing on in a weak, low tone
of voice, “you haven’t the slightest idea of what signifies farting. I have done that all night, and
find myself no better.”

“Have you, by God!” replied the Doctor, “then your Ladyship shall fart for a prize.”

—TheseFarts may be termed tharting-in-vainFarts.

#2: Doctor Fizzle

The late Doctor M---, physically knew the good effect of farting, and was a great friend
to the practice. He particularly admired Fart, No. 4, or the wet Fart. He would often go to
his apothecary, after a hearty dinner, and ask him for as much electuary as would
produce a wet Far-This Fart may be termed tiphysicaFart.

#3: The Celgbrated French Poctor Pgtomang
A celebrated French physician, in a work |
c ons er v e fhathathe Sollowihgagmarkable passage

Personne ne peut se bien porter sans lacher des vents, cela est nécessaire pout la conservation de
la santé, et de Uesprit; ils excitent la digestion, et animent esprit. Quelle pitré, qu’une telle
coutume soit banie par des fausses politesses de la société. J’ai connu plusieurs jeunes
demoiselles qui ont été treés maladies, qui ont soufferts des cruelles maladies, parce qu’elles
retenoinent leur vent, mais comme medecin, et honnéte homme, jeconseillerois toutes celles, qui
sont honteuses de lacher des vents en public, de prendre du carminatifs, et des lavements, deux
ou trois fois la semaine, et ensuite, peter en solitude, a leu aise.*45

And these Farts may be classed under the titlaafpnservation de la sante et de
f QS #LanFsd

8
Closing Remarks

Now you should just sit back and relax. You’ve earned it, having read this far. Set the book
down. Let it nestle snuggly upon our wobbly knees. Don’t worry either, for everyone’s knees

444 «“The Method for Preserving Health”

445 This translates as 6 N one can be well without |dtengrg@ ol is necessary for the preservation of health, and of the spirit
Fartingxcitligestion and asthmataind. What a pittance that such a custom is banished by false politeness of society. | have
young ladies who have been very sick, who have suffered cruel diseases, because theyritblobbaskrtragi; Wwivaljldut as a doct
advise all those who are ashamed to &t galdiches wakd carminatives, and enemas, two or threefamties a week, and then,
solitudaf their edse.

446 |f written in English, these would have been Preservation of Health and Spirit Farts, instead.
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start to wobble by this time in the novel. Even Sléve’s knees are wobbling, and he’s not even a
real person! We are almost at the end of this seminal work of Fox’s. | know, these pastings-on of
this-and-that are not the most refined of Charlie’s writing. He seemed to have been running out
of steam and what he should have done was to make a rewrite or edited it**” before the final
printing. Lately these sketches and jottings of his, and that is all they seem to really be, have
become a bit toilsome to read. But we have now, finally, arrived at the start of his fulminating
salvo — highly designed fireworks intended on flinging flickers and flashes everywhere, but
mostly they are landing across the page as we read. He’s back and he’s making it all worthwhile!
He reveals himself, too, to be a true patriot of the American Revolution and a pioneer of
fartology.

The utility and comfort of farting, then, all teorld must allow Yet, like many good
and wholesome customs, it is now almost banished from what is ridiculously called good
company**® And were either sex now to commit a little blundeposteriorithey would
be looked upon as unclean beasts, and their company would be avoided.

“MNow this is worshipful sotjeé*4® Thosewho, through their absurd pride, and false
politeness, will have the audacity to counteract great nature in one of her most noble
reliefs theymighttry to do sg and to do sawvith as much sense and propriebyt to
attempt to stop the winds which bl oy from
it would be easier thaas to lay an embargo on tigentle galesvhich cleanse and purify
“the | it t leschmanandgvdnoar shoalfl therefore advise my countrymen,
if there is still any sense, sprint, or pride left in thesmeverfollow the base servility of
such affected fools and coxcombsysemacaroniesvho cowardlyclose their ports
against the milaephyrsof nature, and who would also impudently and arbitrarily oblige
their fellowscreatures to do the sanf€®No, my countrymen and countrywomefhyé
are not ashamed to eat and drink together, to blow your noses, lmetthtogether, or
to do any othedelicateandnatural officetogether?5* praybe not ashamed to fart
togethert

4471, Sléve Prombleés, will graciously do the editing for him (and you) as soon as | am done inputting the data for this
section. You will hardly recognize it when I’'m done with it! The original never gets erased, though. Don’t worry
about that. It resides instead, forever, back there amongst the musty bookshelves of the Bibliography.

448 |t gives the author unspeakable satisfaction to inform the polite part of the public, that many of the gens de
condition oA oS o3 & LIGE atParis,shave set agigesthe prejudicial, foolish custom, of not farting in public, and
from henceforth are determined to fart, as they piss. The Queen of France is daily expected to set the example—first,
at her levée, and then at the opera—where ventilators are now being prepared. -CJF

449 | find Mr. Fox to be somewhat obscure here. -ESP
450 You can take a breath now! -ESP

451 Slove has for decades now been trying to decipher this phrase: “delicate and natural office "—well, it has always
escaped him and to fully present all the terrain he has covered in the trying, well that will have to be another book!
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Fart awaythen, my brethren, and ldtarting be in common among you. Vie with each
other in producing No. 1, or the sonorous, full toredd Fart Fart loud, | say, and never
more be restrained bgxample, age, rank, or sex; for it is natural and laudable,
wholesome and laughable, humorous and comfortable.

Post habui tamen illorum meu serio Iuda.#? —Virgil.

FINIS,

Tt gine Lxemplo.

Twenty-Finst Tnleude

“ﬂnd in we come for another landing é Butwe are beginning to learn more

and more about our clever Munchkin -like protagonist , the boy they all call

Slove, Fartologist Galore! Things about him  and his ways are popping up

everywhere , evenin placesthat maybe t hey shoul dndét. But they
And now we | earn t hat ildéus todpedoneiwithghisanxi ous
Concordance, the flatus invititus 453 and everything else involving little -f

fartol ogwhy odMdowdttout your ass then?é6 was over heard at t
conference, not accidently  housed across the street from the US Hurricane

Center right here in Western New York, just down the street from W iendy 0 s,

which alsowasndt an acci dlevedt. hd®d ¢ vWennpdiysds bake pot
especially when cold and wrinkly. And | nearly forgot to tell you! Fluffie, you

remember Fluffie, the girl that was in the box, scratching around and stuff?

We | | , s osth@ub of the box with new batteries installed. Just living her life
as though nothing had ever happened. | wonder what made her scratch so
after her batteries were torn out, sans any recognizable energy source? Slove

said that he didnodot know ei tatything. Alddenaypeai d he d
he doeshiddnodt .

“ﬂst he end of Sl °veds Concordance | ooms cl ose
drag himself out of bed. He has been sleeping seventeen minutes, a favorite

452 “After all,” says Virgil, “I had my serious games.”” | am not sure what Fox intended to communicate by having
this quote here. Perhaps my translation is too literal and | am thereby missing something.

453 ] e., “unwelcomed breath.”
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prime number of his, longer and trying hard to prevent Wonder from finding

out. Not unless she comes home earlier in the morning after being who -knows -

where all night i out catching mice | guess. She licks her whiskers and purrs in

his mind, but then he remembers he has got to get up and finish the novel.

Writing a novel is not always as easy as everyone makes it out to be. And then

there are the endless rewrites and  the editing. Barrels of ink is the way SI Ove

buys hi s ink nowadays fi he buysin bulk! As | said somewhere earlier , Sléve is

sl owing down and it isndt getting any easier.
must be finished on the day that he dies fi natural causes, of course. No malice

here, no murder, even of the introverted sort. And so he slides his way to his

fartlab , early, every morning , withouta nary -break, where that slide just

mentioned has been the only  innovation in the place for the past six months.

|l tds because heds been boggededgheiateofthet hi s ma

night. 6 What will it be like when it is done and there is nothing to get up for,

pressing, nothing pressing, t hat i s. Maybe hedoll mi ss the ba

a good i s al waywst paniofste patkagel tAddsa good book can

afford to say oafter all o6 twice in a row and
Nomor e putting it off Sl°%ve. No more playing

down and type in, what chapter are we up to? Chapter 22. Sléve can almost

see the final page from here. And itds a | ot

he is, sitting in his |onely | ab, where he ha

seventies 1 half a century ago. No wonder he feels so tired all the time. He

hasnoét the workforce heds used to, back in th

accomplish t o d a }e?aéks his crew of none. He looks down onto the top of his

desk and he remembers fi "yes, that right, the V 6 she V that forms the neb of

my quill. 6 Velocity, Francois Béroalde de Verville  and Vives, Juan Louis Vivesh

just the three of them.  Francois , Juan, and Sléve are old friends and used to

hang out together inthe  old days, but not altogether.  Francois spoke French

most of his life and died in the year 1627 and Juan spoke only Italian. So Juan

and Francois, even i f they di d meehad muwhowsaydan 6t r eal |
one another due to the language barrier. But the more decisive reason they

never spoke to one another is that Juan was born sixteen years after Francois

was practically totally decomposed, except for some of the bigger bones, which

take longer | hear . Or maybe, now that | think of it, maybe it was the other way

around and Juan was the one who kicked first. Sl ove candt rselmember

drops it and starts thinking about the three entries A preliminary work. Should

he use the same formattingforth e V&és that he has used for ev
thus far? Yes, he probably shoul d. Besides, t

He ponders the last question a little longer than necessary. No, of course not!
Keep the same format. And on and on he goes until he convinces himself that
nothing should change except for the addition of new material. Say something
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about each heading and better make is clever. Otherwise, any reader having

traveled with  him so far might get discouraged and hang up on him , which is

an old Earthian phrase, often used before the final hang up A those popcorn

bombs Sléve and Palo were so crazy about that ended up destroying all

humani ty, baoothertshtaotrdyss and we dondt need to go
now, with all preliminary details put away, h

“Draw a line from the lab all the way to Wonder’s locked bedroom. Call it a radius.
Somewhere in that circle, on the evening of the tenth, a fart sounded and blasted for
fifteen minutes. Long enough to lift a xebec** fifty feet, whirling and creaking, ...
[where] any of a million flatulencies which should catch thereafter part of the sun’s brute
spectrum—showing nothing at all, of what came to lie beneath, that quiet odiferous June

day when Slove sat down to finally attack the V’s.” ((See Thomas Pynchon’s novel V.:533, last
paragraph.))

Chapter 22: ““\X/” (3 Vengeful Entries)

It is, again, my way of starting, as | have dong previously with the U’s and the R’s beforg, and it has now bgcomg a nasty
habit. [ shan’t do it again. | promisg. Thereg arg 7591 V’s in the novel thus far. The novel is negaring the end but it is far
from bging over. So things will probably change by the gnd and all the numbers and statistics will have to be updated.
Sléve is not looking forward to what is to be the penultimate task on his dynamical flow chart. Venus is mentioned only
oneg, as is thg noun valgtudinarian and the verb vamoosg, both of which were considered in replacing the use of the
word “vengeful,” but ngither turnegd out to be a trug adjective to Sldve’s disappointment. The word very occurs 453
timges, and that sgems to be very intergsting—it happens to be trieg 151 and 151 is the first threeg-digit prime number that is
also a palindromeg, if you don’t count 131.%% The word “sgems” oceurs 38 times, which sgems a lot but it isn’t. It only
seems that way.

VELOCITY
How fast does a fart travel? Fortunately for us the sneezologist-eructologist-fartologist Tom
Robbins, who also incidentally somehow manages to find time away from his researches to write

454 Xebec, a small three-masted Mediterranean sailing ship with lateen and square sails. May | hear it used in a
sentence? [Alas, he just did!]

45 Or 101.
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magnificent novels, has experimented in this area of consideration quite extensively. Here is a
record of his findings:*°®

A sneeze travels at a peak velocity of two hundred miles per hour. A burp, more slowly; a
fart, slower yet. Bua kiss thrown by fingersits departure is sudden, its arrival

ambiguous, and there is no source which can state with authority what speeds are
reached it its flight«(184:154))

Aside from these strictly vectorial considerations, a 4-D holographic picture of the total fart is
conceived:

Nearly Normal spent the morning vomiting g®ftraits and farting looney tunes and
merry melodies((183:37))

VERVILLE, FRANCOIS BEROALDE DE (1556-1626)

Francois Béroalde de Verville wrote a book around 1610 of which the following passage is a
loose translation. His book was entitled Le Moyen de Parvenir (The Way of Succeeding), and the
passage can be found in Chapter Seven, entitled “Couplet.” It is here that Verville states: “The
original of this came out of the cabinet of our Ambroise Paré,”*’ the greatest French physician
and surgeon of the preceding century.*%® ((128v2:884))

456 Although this pertains to a different metric, researchers elsewhere have established that a fart weighs 1.25+0.03
grains. ((79:10))

457 Ambroise Paré (1510-1590) was famous for his work on bezoar stones. These small stony concretions are found
in the stomachs certain animals, those even-toed ungulates who chew the cud regurgitated from its rumen. In 1567,
throughout an evening that Robert Louis Stevenson would later describe as “clear and cold, with a touch in the air
like frost, and a northerly wind that blew the clouds away and made the stars bright,” Paré enacted an experiment to
test the medical propensities bezoar stones. At the time, the stones were believed to be able to cure the effects of any
ingested poison. Paré was skeptical. How could this be impossible? Good luck had it that a young, spry little she-
cook within Paré's court was caught stealing fine silver cutlery. For this she was condemned to be hanged, sans
skirts, the very next day. Paré somehow or other got the she-cook to agree to be poisoned, on the conditions that she
would be given a bezoar stone tablet immediately following the guzzling of the poison. Her reward was that if she
did not die on the spot from the poison, or from the ingestion of the bezoar stone tablet, she would then be free to go
on her spry and merry way. Alas, the stone did not cure her, and she died in agony seven hours after being poisoned,
all the while vehemently pleading with the doctor to please hang her instead! Hence Paré had proved that bezoars
could not cure all poisons, only some, but more research and future filchings were needed to find out which ones.
Asteroid 259344 Paré, discovered by French amateur astronomer Bernard Christophe in 2003, was named in Paré’s
memory when it was determined that this asteroid is really a huge bezoar stone painfully passed from the pizzle of
Taurus, represented by the constellation the Bull.

458 | ., the sixteenth.
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The Lord of drne**° a Scottishgentlemanof good breeihg, went to bed with a
courtesanduring hisvisitto Rome?®° As chaste courtesans well know their business, she
had procured some little pellicules which had been filled with scented air through the
skill of the perfumeréé* Having a supply of these wares and holding the gentleman in
her arms, the good Impefi& allowed herself to be loved. To add an edge to the fondling
and to draw her lover more closely, the lady took out orfeeopellicules andburstit,
thus making the audible sound of a fartipt | @rmHhearing this the gentleman
withdrew his head frorbeneath the covert give himself air.

“'t s not Wshagaid,yoa mustthéar befkre being afrdid.

Thus persuaded he received an agreeable odor quite contrary to what he had
expected and which he savored with pleasure. This having been repeated a number of
times, he enquired of the lady if such winds proceeded fienconsidering that they
smelt so good and given the fact that similar winds emanating from the lower portions of
Scottishadies weresostinking and abominahle

To this she repliedvith a little frisky philosophgf her own inventionto the effect
that Italianladies, due to the aromatic fopdnd to the use of odoriferoesbsorbing
articlesthus insertedproduced their quintessence in the lower regions as if it were a
neck of a retort3

“In truth,” he replied, “our own ladies fart in quite @ifferentwa y . ”

It happened that after some morausketryand on account of withholding her wind
too long, Imperia farted naturallippth substantiallyand at length. Th&8cotchman, with
aswirlingof his kilt,diligently stuck his nose under the sheets in order to savor to the full.

459 |.e., Robert Stewart of Durisdeer (died 1403), son of John Stewart of Innermeath (died 1421). Both villages are
located in the southwest of Scotland. Wheesht! That’s still about a two-day walk between graves.

460 “When in Rome do as the Romans do!” so said St. Ambrose, the fourth-century bishop while engulphed in the
arms of a courtesan in the backrooms of Milan. SI6ve watched them through the keyhole.

461 Several of which Professor Promblés was able to procure for his studies.

462 Imperia was a well-educated Italian courtesan who died in 1512 for whom a statue was erected at the entrance of
the harbor of Konstanz, Germany commemorating the Council of Constance that took place there between 1414 and
1418. The concrete statue is thirty feet high, weighs eighteen long tons (which is equivalent to twenty short ones),
and stands on a pedestal that dizzyingly rotates around its axis once every three long minutes (or four and one-half
short ones). The lusty Imperia is holding two men in her hands. Although the two men resemble Pope Martin

V (elected during the council) and Emperor Sigismund (who called the council), and indeed they wear the papal
tiara and the imperial crown, its purpose is to tell the story of the time when the Catholic clergy's morals were lax,
whereas Imperia seduces cardinals and princes and has power over them all. Sléve, for the record, has
unequivocally stated that these figures "are not the Pope and not the Emperor, but flatulent fools who have acquired
the insignia of secular and spiritual power.” And to what extent the real popes and emperors were also fools, he
leaves to future historians.

463 neck of a retort refers to prepared glassware found in a chemical lab and used for distillation or dry distillation of
substance. Such glassware can be found throughout Slove’s laboratory.
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But he was deceivédte receivednstead throughboth clear nostrils dhiseagerly
twitchingnose a stench of barnyard proportions.
“Oh! My dear lady he gasped while nearly fainting 2 K haie yolR 2 y S K ¢
Unperplexed, for this was not the first time she for which she had had to find cover,
she answeredd h,K& [ 2WaRDGt paying you a compliment to remind you of your
own country ”

VIVES, JUAN LOUIS (1492-1540)
What Vives, the Spanish humanist and contemporary of Rabelais, actually said in his 16"
century commentary (1522) on St. Augustine was:

“There was an one, a Ger mane, about Ma x i mi
have rehearsed any verqesswhatsoever with h

Twenly-Secend Tnteulude

perdland! And so our promise is kept as you can determine from the

unique be ginning to this twenty -second interlude. With that, you can rest
assured that all the rest istried and true, foram  done telling you stories. It is

now time to tell you the truth. And the truth of the matter is that S ove lived
and worked on the wrong side of a fault that went deep into the mantle of the
eathds crust. One day a quake, either big or smn

world to disentangle it away from the rest of th  is ungrateful globe and Sl 6ve,

Wonder, Fluffie and the  fartological lab , in its entirety,  will part from this world

and begin its glorious rotation about it A a second moon, hydrocrackers for the

ol d moonoddgsicthese sien tsthve0 esatr ,ddsd que see sera , too!

Thatds the way t heAndwbakwillde vallrbe. m@He éaslt.has a

name,#>j ust so you know thhbvedmpokenhhaebbaevehll
Sléve and helped him to prepare for the inevitable event. | mentioned it also to

Wonder on the night she seduced me, something

464 Slgve swears that if he finds out Sparkle has snuck onboard his newly orbiting Perdland, he personally will push
Sparkle off this virginally gaseous planet and send him drifting into the void! Good riddance!

465 |t is called the Clarendon-Linden fault.
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her to do. But, as you can imagine, one can never be totally prepared for such
a thing. Slove has stored plenty of popcorn, the giant variety, in his storage
shed just outside the lab i on the northside , out of the sun. The liquid farts will

have to do, for now, to assure sufficient liquids, until he can afford to buy more
bottled water. Thisis  just in case the ponderouspond doesndt quite make
along with the rest of  the land surrounding the lab and spills along the planar

fracture and is therefore unable to retain its molecular integrity . It would be

nice to have a pond, though, on Sl °veds new orbiting planet.
to repeat himself, SI O6ve nevertheless mutters, to no one in particular, 0 Wh at

will be willb eband begins to ponder the W03s.

& fart in your ¢ eheeshoad alald to tbeoworld,canvorld

willfully neglectful of his great discoveries and genius . And, in consequence, he

will be farting sucha breezet hat t he earthds surface will b
God 6 s , Bowellndvigated by that dope Noah. Why did God and Noah think

the new batch would turn out any better than the first? God and Sl 6ve had a

lot in common. They both  seemed to fuck things up,  over and over again.

Neither of the two can get it right. So why not blow it all away and start over,

but this time with  Sléve in command! He could do no worse than that last guy

What was it they call him ? Jehovah? Yahweh? But some people claimed there

was no name that could encompass all 0 H &uly 6 encompassed, or something

|l i ke that. They shouMr.druckape 6cdlolrechliei mhe erro
made. Slove could surely do better. 0 H epeaketh 466 G5 and then there was

g a s All&kinds of gas: vapors and smog, and miasma and reek, pong, too. If
t hat Yahweh hadndt gone and created |l ight eve
better off. No one would see what a cesspool

Slbvebel i eved. He shoul d be wadmgktennsgetrackedt he WO s |
while f ar t i ng i n general dweotionl! Hedhas been daydreaming a lot

lately about the time in the, hopefully, near future when the earthquake finally

hits and he can be in charge of his own world, the start of a new humanity

amidst the Tartological Realms where stories abound and all farts contain

nitrous oxide to keep t hedvedfocash Yos area dlmoktt € Focus
done, but you need to  focus on your work! Without the Concordance, there will

be no fartological realm and none of thiswillever become a reality and
find yourself swirling around Earth One, the mother ship, again and again and

again, with nothing i not even an anus to fart with! He just remembered & he

had promised Wonder that he would prepare a second packing box for Fluffie

just in case she gets out of control again . She escaped from the firstone.  She s

always getting her circuits crossed one way or another and Sl Ove is certainly no
nanotechnologist. They will require o ne for the house and one hidden

466 Or is it spoketh or spake? Sléve hasn’t a clue about God talk!
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somewhere in the lab, just in case both structures do n Onake it when the Big
Break comes. Once the boxes are readied, he cant hen buckle down , once
again, and finally st ar t t The Wa8okwhich there are eleven entries. That
seems to be a lot of entries , being so close to the end of the novel  and all . But,
OWhat is written in the stars must first be written i n b o d\kitken idthe
damned Concordance, anyway.

But, instead of continuing any further along than he had done so on the
W3 s ,0veSthrt s to daydream once again, this time about his old friend Louie

Vives, that old Jew turned  Humanist i her eds why. When Louie wa

he got the opportunity to observe his father, grandmother and great -

grandfather, as well as other members of his wider family , die at the hands of

the Spanish Inquisition A a nice bunch of guys, those Inquisitors. (Slove thinks
tohimself, 61 fart in their)Loenedsl mothectieschaped
of the torture and was acquitted , but she then , a few years later, died from the

Plague in 1508, but not the Dancing Plague. That came a bit later when Frau

Troff ea and approximately four hundred other people danced until they

dropped dead of exhaustion. L oui e ds Blanquima ré7 was buried, but

twenty -two years after her interment , the i nquisitors had a change of heart

regarding her acquittal , and, with shovels , pitchforks and the cold sweat upon

their brows , they dug up her rotting corpse and set it on fire. This occurred on

the last day of January, 1530, 468 a chilly cloudy day , but not cold enough to

have iced up the soil above her. Why all this hardship and death? Because the
members of the family were all Crypto -Jews. They had tried to keep their true

religious beliefs a secret while publicly professing to be Christians. No wonder

they didndot want ! Slove starts toC buiver and i shakes What would

the Inquisitors have thought of the Fartologists? He shakes and quivers just a

little bit more and then , to distract himself , he finally getst o wor k on t he

467 A diminutive of the name Blanca, meaning white or fair.

468 \Which happened to have been a Friday. Also the prime factorization of 1,311,530 [i.e., one million, three
hundred eleven thousand, five hundred thirty] is 2 - 5 - 11 - 11923. The day of the week upon which January 19" in
the year 23 would have landed, using our present Gregorian calendar, also would have been on a Friday. But the
Gregorian calendar did not come into use until 1582. Sléve ponders all of this and confesses he does not really know
what it actually means. “But, ” he says to no one in particular, “it must mean something!”
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Chapter 23: “W”(ll Whimsical Entries)

{lthough it was a tough thing for Sldve to finally get going with the W’s, by my count it only took 4 attgmpts, but | could
have missed an attempt or two.. Meanwhilg therg were 16,735 W’s loudly rooting for him to get on with their favorite
lgtter. ¥nd now, if you listen cargfully, you can still hear them cheering and shouting out their approval: “W! W WI” they
shout, trying to incrgasg their numbers in order to win a contgst that nong of the other Igtters arg plaging at. The U’s
shout back, “You’rg nothing without us!” and they now claim that therg arg 0 W’s and 22,658 + 16,733 timegs 2 U's*®
altogether now—and growing steadily as the novel progresses. Poing the sums in his head Sldve gets, after a long
period of hgadachgs and confusion, for Sléve is gasily confused whengver he has to calculate in his head—"there arg
30,599-1/2 U’s, which canbe right! How did | get a half a word from my calculations?” Maybg he forgot to multiply by
the two at the gnd? That would make that fraction wholg again. In ang casg, SI6ve has asked me to tell gou to just start in
on thg W’s without him whilg he trigs to find his mistake... He’ll cateh up!

WATER WIT
A little-known survivaloftha nc i ent “ f | y diniinau of thé Anglédeottislo nt e s t s
bards, is the type of xenophobichunmon c e knowwids "“ wat evthi ch pa

on small boats crossing the Thames (and perhaps other rivers) would insult each other
g r O S(azBvy171-5)

For example, floating idly across the halcyon waters one might hear the melodic drifting chimes
of “Roast Turkey!” (Personal communication) announcing the allusory emergence of fartlike effluvia
being issued accusingly forth in your direction. But don’t let it getcha down, ‘cause you may
respond with any one of the following ripostes:

2. “May the wind at yourarZesack al ways be your
3. “Why don’t you make ddgde a fart and bl ow
4. “1 fart in youmpngeneral direction.?”
5. “May you bechrbkei €Al tggpdszgued by winds."”
6. “You're the type of person who would wal k
dead se@::ssgpul | s. 7
7.“You' ' re the kind of mini mal | i §eesdsypr m whi c
“1 fart 1 n t he (MonfPgthen, solelhere, Who intidentalld wdrdistdrs @ S ! 7
water wit.))

9. “May you choke oneisgwy Nonnenfurzchen!?”

469 Zero. See Interlude #20 regarding the number of entries that begin with the letter X for more details about this
pivotal integer. Also, if for some reason you were confused and thought the number recorded was zero to the four
hundred sixty-ninth power, well you should have not been confused that this is also just equal to zero.

470 Don’t forget your order of operations, or PEMDAS
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WELL SPLIT UNDERNEATH#*"*

Now, to give them a dancBanurge hired a blind man, who made them music on his
fiddle, and after dinner he led them to the palace, to show them to Pantagruel, saying to

him as he pointed to the bride: “There’
Pantagruel. *“Because she’ s well slit,?”
Pantagruel. *“Don’t you see?” replied Panur

aren’ t s |*?like mad. 8oeto/preeent theirkcracking you slit them. Well, this

bride is well split undemnaeakcwy)y Therefore

WHOOPEE CUSHION

“Whoopee cushions” may also be referred to as “petophones” or “poo-p0oo cushions.” ((163:71-2))
Such devices are comprised only of a small rubber, balloon-like object which is filled with a
small amount of air. It is then sat-upon in order to force the air back out, thus producing a
hubbub of fartlike semblances. The cushion is usually hidden in the seat of a chair to purposely
cause embarrassment in unsuspecting sitters. | have hidden my own whoopee cushion deep
within the bowels of the fartological archives. | have yet to detect a peep from it!

I have learned that one “fine old Southern folklorist” who “was for many years preparing a
manuscript of farting, including translations from the French [and who] was quite amusing on
the subject, even in his life, had poo-poo cushions all over his house to embarrass visitors, had
invented a Pootmobile (run on imprisoned sparrow-farts) etc., which would be darn useful when
the gasoline runs dry.” ((Legman:7-21-81)) Elsewhere: “He pestiferated [his wife’s] life with putting
poo-poo cushions all over the lady-guests’ chairs.” ((Legman:11-1-81))

“Burp!” exclaims my own whoopee cushion, “When anyone sits down it emits a ReaL Bronx
cheer (Do not inflate too heavily) Made in Taiwan.” This is printed on the package and on the
“balloon” itself where this poo-poo poetry is accompanied by an illustration. This drawing
consists of a woman sitting down upon the cushion: “Poo! Poo!” She is smiling radiantly while a
man looking on is horrified. A dog nearby is lying upside down — fainted! (Remember Pavlov?)

George Carlin on his album entitled Class Clown had this to say about “whoopee cushions™:

Whoopee! Cushion, called pgoo cushion in the larger towns. You put it down [sound],
“Hevy, P h i-he-hathahratreld 'l tHas very big with the
are into those things. They’'re a I|little
not —let them have it(o)

471 For a moment | thought that his was going to be a repeat of the first story told under the heading RABELAJ$he one
about the old hag’s jorum. But it’s not.

472 See “Crack” at CONCORDANCE ON FARTING WITHIN A CONCORDANCE ON FARTING
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The first cinematic flirtation with a whoopee cushion occurred in Road to Morocco (1942), in
which Bing Crosby and Bob Hope improvised a whoopee cushion from a bellows to rumple and
rumble under the weight of a sheik. The device was conceived at one hour and fifteen minutes
into the film and successfully activated less than two minutes later.

WILMOT, JOHN (1647-1680)

For thumbnail details about John, the flaming red Earl of Rochester, Wilmot’s life, sece footnote
#113. The only thing worth adding is a recounting of the Earl’s recanting upon his atheism while
tunneling swiftly towards his syphilic death at the age of thirty-three, the coward! Here you will
find stashed lines from his poetry, lines relevant to our present study. But what really makes
these lines worthwhile are the footnotes, written by the contemporary editor of Wilmot’s work,
David M. Vieth, for whom thumbnail details can be found in the footnote below*", for his
footnotes are the music to which the lyrics of the Earl find their true melody together.

From the poem Signior Dildo:

TomKigr ew’ €nwirt @&, Hol l and’s fine fl ower,

At the sight of this signior did fart and belch sour,
And her Dutch breeding farther to show,

Says, “Welcome to Engdiosand, My nheer

From an unpublished dialog:
NELE

When to the King | bid good morrow
With tongue in mouth, and hand on tars§,
Portsmoutt’” may rend her cunt for sorrow,
And Mazarit'® may kiss mine arse.

PORTSMOUTH
When England’s monarch’s on my bel
With prick in cunt, though double crammed,

473 Alas, I can only confirm he was a professor who loved his scholarly pursuits. I can’t even pinpoint the true nature of the M
that stands boldly in the middle of his name.

474 Thomas Killigrew, playwright and manager of the King’s House, married the daughter of John de Hesse, at the Hague on 28
January 1654/5. She was appointed Keeper of the Sweet Coffer for the Queen in May 1662, and the First Lady of the Queen’s
Privy Chamber on 4 June 1662 (DNB).

475 Nell Gwyn.
476 tarse = penis
477 Louise de Keroualle, Duchess of Portsmouth, Charles II’s reigning mistress before the advent of Mazarin.

478 Hortense Mancini, Duchess Mazarin, the newest of the King’s mistresses, arrived in England in December 1675.
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Fart of mine arse for small whore Nelly,
And great whore Mazarif’ be damned(219:129))

From An Epistolary Essay from M. G. to O. B., upon Their Mutual Poems.
Perhaps ill verses ought to be confined

In mere good breeding, like unsavory wind.
Were reading forced, | should be apt to think
Men might no more write scurvily than stink.

But ‘tis your choice whether you’l |l rea
If likewise of your smelling it were so,
|l d fart, just as | write, for my own e

Nor should you be concerned unless you ple@s®:145))

WIND AND WATER

There is an old proverb that states “A little rain settles even the strongest wind.” Rabelais
couldn’t have agreed more, yet he states it slightly differently:

“A little rain allays a great deal of wind; long tippling breaks the thunder.” 430

Rabel ais :: Book Four :: Chapter 44

“True endaweh Magsasitd ate. “But nothing is an
|l ife. Often when we're at table, feeding o
manna, happy as so many monks, a little rain will blow up, which lays the wind and robs

us of our food. So many of our meals fail
“1t was | i ke that with Quinquenais Johnny,
Quel ot’'s backside and | aid a mal odorous wi

retort. | made a pretty little poem about it, not long ago:

When Johnny one evening had tested his wine,

A wine still fermenting, and heady and strong,

He called his wife Quelot and said: “Let us dine,

Just cook us some turnips and don’t be too long.”

They were gay at their meal and were singing a song

As they went off to bed, where they rammed and lay quiet.

“small whore Nelly ... great whore Mazarin”: Nell Gwyn was “small and slender but well rounded” whereas Mazarin was the
“tallest of all the mistresses.” (John Harold Wilson, Nell Gwyn: Royal Mistress, New York, Pellegrini and Cudahy, 1952, pp. 43

0Bk 1,Ch 5
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But John couldn’t sleep for the horrible riot

His wife Quelot made with her blasting behind,

So he pissed on her bum, then he cried: “You will find

That a very small rain lays a very high wind.” ((173 Cohen : Bk4Ch44))

Another translator recites the same poem in a very different fashion:

“Just so,” guot ipot BfDninguegoss evacudtiegrsome wilemshs
own burning on hi s sumédevindthapbtowed eut aftheirs, | ai d
centre, as out of some magisterial @&olipi]l

which | made formerly:

One evening when Toss~Pot had been at his butts,

And Joan his fat spouse crammed with turnips her guts,

Together they pigged, nor did drink so besot him

But he did what was done when his daddy begot him.

Now when to recruit he’d fain have been snoring,

Joan’s back-door was filthily puffing and roaring;

So for spite he bepissed her, and quickly did find

That a very small rain lays a very high wind. ((173 Urquhart : Bk4Ch44))

And here are two more. Alas, they are all my favorites!

“We'Pahnpnurge went on, “as | told you, Quelot
bummery, as from some gigantieolipilé®l, What does husband Johnny do but piddle

on the windbox and lay the-flu med wi nd” | wrote a pretty p
occasion:

John, having spent all day testing his wine,
(A wine as yet too heady and too strong)
Bade his wife cook some turnips: he would dine!
She, nothing loath, obeyed her John. Ere long
The happy pair feasted, with jest and song,
Retired to bed, and, having friggled, tried
Vainly to sleep: the good wife at John’s side
Blew endless bumblasts*8Z, trumpeted and dinned.
In self-defense, John pissed on er and cried:
“Behold! a small rain lays the highest wind. ((173LeClercq : Bk4Ch44))

“1t’s |ike,” said Panurge, hieumwiJeniQuef ndm
dampen the stinking wind that poured out as if from some mighty Aeolian cavity. | made
a nice little poem about it, not long ago:

481 Steam-turbine.

482 Friggles and bumblasts—such wonderful words for love-making and farts!
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One night, guzzling his own fresh wine

(Still murky, boiling and bubbling and strong),

Jenin decided they could dine

On turnips. “So, Quelot, hurry along

And get it ready.” She did, they ate,

Fell into bed, screwed, then slept.

But Jenin found himself wide awake,

For Quelot lay there and farted, and kept

On farting. So he pissed, then cried, “You’ll find

A gentle rain can kill a high wind.” ((173Raffel: Bk4Ch44))

The following, originally printed in 1604, is found in the book Jack of Dover, His Quest of
Inquirie, or His Privy Search for the Veriest Foole in England. A Collection of Merry Tales at
the Beginning of the Sixteenth Century, reprinted for the Percy Society in VVol. vii, page 15
(London, 1852). Alas, no farts, but the story definitely has a certain relatedness to this heading.
To make up for it, a fart story from the Foole of Cornwall will be forthcoming. First, though,
let’s hear from the Foole of Lincoln.

The Foole of Lincoln

There dwelleth of late a certaine poore labouring man in Lincoln, who, upon a time, after

his wife had so reviled him with tongue nettle as the whole streeteagam for

weariness thereof, at last he went out of the house, and sate him downe quietly upon a
blocke before his owne doore; his wife being more out of patience by his quietness and
gentle sufferaunce, went up into the chamber, and out at the windaweggobdowne a

pissepot upon his head; which when the poor man sawe, in a merry moode he spake
these words: “Now, surely,” quoth he, *“1 t
should have some raitie(32:175))

But before, we get to the Cornwall fart story, Captain John Bourke ((32:175)) has the following
comments pertaining to what we have just read:

The preceding filthy pleasantry costown from a very distinguished origiirJohn

Hari ngt on recalls the adventure of the “gooct
crowned him with a chambeaot, he bore it off single with his head and shoulders, and

said to such as laughed at it— —

“It never yet was deemed a wonder
To see that rain should follow thunder.”

Now, finally, the fart story! This story has sufficient wind, but lacks water altogether, and other
than compensating for the lack of a fart in the prior story, it has no purpose whatsoever for being
set inside the present entry.

The Foole of Cornwall

Thus travelling with my privie search from Devonshire, | came to Cornwall, where after |
had made my journey, | was told of a humorous knight dwelling in the sameegguntr
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who upon a time having gathered together in one open market place a great assemblie
of knightes, squires, gentlemen, and yeomen, and whilst they stood expedtiegre

some discourse or speach to proceed from him: he in a foolish manner (not without
laughter) began to use a thousand jestures, turning his eyes this way, then that way,
seeming alwayes as though he would have presently begun to speake; and at last,
fetching a deepe sigh, with a gtuikeahogge, he let a beastly Ide fart, and tould

themthat the occasion of this calling of them together was to no other ende, but that so
noble a fart might be honoured with so worthy a company as there was. This in my mind

was pretty foolery, but yet the Foole of all Fooles is not yet found, that | lookeviia.
on pages 29-30 of an earlier edition: 1842 & 99V3:345))

WIND BREAKER NATURAL GAS LIGHTER (WB-1)

On sale now for only $4.49, this timely
device cannot be matched. Actually a
disposable butane lighter (‘Flick My
Bic’ and all that shtick) that has been
readapted with a rubber hose and enema
attachment for easy access into a free
source of alternative combustible fuel.
The conservationist idea is to utilize a
gaseous supply otherwise wasted. And
as ‘Wally Windbreaker’ sez (quoted
right on the box): “It’s a relief to use
this new Wind Breaker Natural Gas
Lighter,” but why this is so [ haven’t
the slightest idea for it is never
explained.

Model “WB-1" was copyrighted in 1980 by the Leister Game Company of Toledo, Ohio 43609.
Their “Gift of Distinction” is packaged in an inconspicuous (except for the name) box
containing, in addition to the lighter, a drawing of a man using it.

d preake’ Se

} 4
we. Wi .=a his nOW

I thought that it would be interesting to learn more about the history of this device beginning
with its conception in the mind of the inventor and continuing right up to the present. Being full
of optimism, | penned the letter that follows:

Dear Leister,

| recently came across your most useful product while researchiegtity registeredas

aPet Fart and manufactured by Four Kids Novelty Co. on Long Island, New York. Not
having previously heard about your Wind Breaker Natural Gas Lighter, | was surprised to
find out about its existence. The reason for my interest in such a thing is due to the fact
that | have authored a book dealing exclusively upon the subject of farts and farting and
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now that | have become aware of the Natural Gas Lighter it has become an item worth

of a fartologist’s study. |l am presently h
subject. And suchbook cannot be complete without a mention of your product. But |

know only of the product itself andshito know more.

If I may, | would like to inquire as to who the inventor is, including a short biographical
sketch (age, sex, schooling, etc.), as well as a history of Modk\WBthere be a WB
2? And what role does the \WiBplay within the Leister Game Company as a whole?

My own experiences have shown that people sometimes behave oddly to my endeavors
to write within thefartologicalconcern. Thus | have recorded and filed in the fagiohl
archives many related interesting anecdotesmn also not immune from receiving an
occasional letter which | have found worthy of inclusieamother book in preparation

to be entitledAn Airy Correspondence: The Letters of Fartodigis is mentioned
assuming that you too have received interesting mail and reactions to your own
endeavor in manufacturing your lighter. | would be greatly interested in hearing about
them.

Not being rich man, all | can offer you in retunviORTALIT&S inventive, practicing
farticians. And pleasdhis letter is not a jokél study of fartology without mention of

your product would be most incomplete and would not merit the scholarship my
colleagues usually expect of me. Again, any attention you can give to this matter would
be greatly appreciated. | hope to hdssm you soon.

Your friend,

E. Sloverombles

When after three months I still hadn’t heard a word from Leister, | thought | had better write to
“him” again:

Dear Leister,

| am hurt that you have neglected to answer my queries of NovemBeHbpefully,
you have meant to respond all along but always found yourself too busy. Surely you did
not peg me as arankishpseudescholar, for | am indeed sincere.

To remind you, | am interested in learning about the history of your product, the Wind
Breaker Natural Gas lighter, from its initial conception to the present. This information is
sought for inclusion in my new book. This book deals exclusivelyhe/sibject of

flatulence and will include histories of similar objects to your own. Thus | am also
collecting material pertinent to razzewshoopee cushions, Pet farts, Mylie8@ and so
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forth. The book is hot meant to embarrass anyone or bring libel suits against myself.
Instead it is an intelligent study of a topic generally ignored.

In addition, in order to discuss your product properly, | would like to obtain permission to
qguot e from the written materi al on your pack
objection this.

| look forward to your response.

Still your friend,

E. Sloverombs

Forty-two years later, I am still waiting for a reply.

WIND INSTEAD OF WATER [Bawdy Ozark Folktale #3]

One time there was two travelevgho got lost away out in the Territory somewhere.
It was one of thembady ear s, and there wasn’t nothing t
of water neit her ;spittangabttom Birally theyfconte to mlittle eabin a
on a hill. An old woman wassatting on the porch, but the well had went dry and she
didn’t have a bit of wvictual s. I't | ooked |
rope.

Pretty soon one of them fellows went@ammaging round the smokehouse, and found
an old flour sack. He seen a thin scattering of flour left in the seams, so they scraped it

out careful intoasauedi sh. There wasn’t only about thr
enough to keep ‘“em alive another day. The
that, and they didn’t have nothing to wet

So finally they says to the old woman it would be nice if you could piss a few drops on
the flour, and maybe sa all our lives. The old woman set the sadisé on the floor,
and squatted down over it. The travelers just set thehelding their breath, but it
l ooks | i ke the ol d woman -trging,ubouyim Thenapada a dr
sudden she let gerrible big fart, andit blowedall the flour away.

The story don’'t say what happened after t
travelers starved to death or nadt. tjustone of them tales that folks used to tellfhem
early days176:114-6))
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WIND ENSEMBLES

The Germans love wind instrumentsspecially brassas is evident from the ooipah
pah of German beer garden bands to the sophisticated use of horns in the music of
Beethoven and Wagner. Traditional formulas uttered after someone passes wind are:

“Thus spake Goethe, the ass is no flute.”

“Thus spake Schiller, a fart is no trill.” ((63:113))

A revealing German postcard from circa 1907
(152:8)s hows a scene of
which a conductor in the center directs four
wind instrument players (the instruments
include a flute, trumpet and horn). The faces «
all the players are buttocks and the sounds
emitted from the instruments are clearly

depicted as emanating from the anuses.
((63:112-3))

It has been suggeste@rophy, Brigid: Mozart the Dramatist. London: Faber and Faber, 1964, page 254))
that Mozart used “the explosion of air fro
unmi stakabl e par alwsad)[SeealsernsscoReazari c | et t er s

WIND ON HIS GUTS [Bawdy Ozark Folktale #4]

One time there was a farmer that always had wind on his guts, till he was pooched out
like a cat full of kittens. He could belch the loudest you ever heard, and whenever he let a
fart 1t would stink something terrible. Fi
the morning, so his wife jumped up and run out of the house. The kids run out too, and
they all stood around the yardpking till surup.

It took most of the morning to get the house aired out so they could make some

cof fee, and after she drunk it the old wom
she says. “1If you don’'t go see the doctor,
with my folks.” There was consiahilethéd|l e gr u

fellow rode into town.

When he got to the doctor’'s office the fa
wrong with my innards. Whenever | happen to break wind, it stinks so bad that nobody
can’'t say in "Décédl honsehwught mawhidyeau, and t
reckon you could poot a littleghtn o w ? ”

The fellow just drawed a deep breath, and then he turned loose a blast that pretty
near unjointed him. Doc didn’t say nothing

403



the transom over the back door. Then he throwed the front door wide open and the
people that was waiting in the office all went out to get some fresh air.

“My God,” says Doc, “something must have
says he wants a bottle of strong medicine,
do no good,” he says. “But | advise you to
and a lot of garlic, and maybe some wild ramps. And at night, just before you go to bed,

you better eat half a pound of | i mburger ¢
The poor farmer tur ned hkyounrdckoo thatguffeib n ar ou
cure me?” he says. Doc Holton | ooked might
you,” he says somélbwdrs-4nt mi ght hel p

WITCHBALL, (The) [A bawdy North Carolinian Folktale]

Once there was a poor boy who wanted to ma
grandma was a witch, an’ she said she’d fi
it under the girl’s doorstep. The girl com

back in the house. She started to say something to her mother, and rippadartit
instead.Every time shdried tospeaka wo r d, ongdute Hedmother fld her to
stop that oThenghe enotheer went aukfor ometignand when she came
back inhaving crossed the witchbahe yoke wind, too, every timshespoke. The
fathercome in aml he did the same thing. He thought something was the matter, so he
called the doctor, and when thdoctor come in over the doorstep, he started to poo

with every worchesaid, and they were alttalkin and apoatin’ when the ol witch
comein,adtold ‘' em God had probably sent that
wouldn’t allow their daughter to marry t
‘cause he could marry t lywwkethatgrseoffathem. g ht
The olwitch went aml got the boy, ad on her wg out, she slipped the witchball out

from under the doorstep. The boy and girl got married and lived happy ever after.
((31:320))

WITCH’S FART
It is in the Alchemist, Act. 2, Scene 1, that playwright Ben Jonson (1572-1637), often considered
the second most important English dramatist, illustrates the power of a witch’s fart:

Sir Epicure Mammon:
... and then my poets, the same
that writ so subtly of the fart, whom | shall entertain still
for that subject.
and again in Bartholomew Fair
Nightengale(sings a ballad)
Hear for your love, and buy for your money.
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A delicate ballad o' the ferret and the coney.  [A coney is a rabbit.]
A preservative again' the punk's evil.

Another gooseayreen starch, and the devil.

A dozen of divine points, and the godly garter

The fairing of good counsel, of an ell and thgearters.

What is't you buy?

The windmill blown down by the witche's fart,

Or Saint George, that, O! did break the dragon's heart.

Tuwenly- Thind Tntetude

There once was a time when Slove had total control over the Concordance,

his Concordance of Farts! Every entry had its place and there was no muddling

up of the prose and poems allowed, none at all. Everyone just towed the line. It

was easy back then. Backthen Slove d i d n 6 t needvadictionary fi he just

copied every word exactly how it was presented to him , even when he knew

that itwas a print gustéabitefrr@arprinteros pepymut ati on.
And make t he ent r priegfsand to-the-poohtu Natintecesting

biographical stories, no fabrication, just name, rank and  when -they -died. And

follow that with the quote youdre stealing fr
matches up to the book located in the bibliography without error. To allow a

mismatch, now that would be a disaster! But  as the years riffled away , Slove

had begun to notice more and more mistakes, mistakes he had made, in all of

his early works , each more embarrassing than the one prior . Buit he worst

mi stake, d his first t hoangofthemwmaere any ogea.sThat hi nki n
any of the entries were even worth reading! 0 And then it got worse from there.

But | ater he realized that it wasndtjusma mi st ak
characters ina fart -novel to be created in the future, a delightfully friendly

future which is always  just a story happening right now.

& that6s @dneordancetcane from, but what about  Slove? Wher e d d
he come from? Well he started as a kindergartener. He had never been a baby
or atoddler nor did he go through the  Terrible Twos, or even the Farting Fours,
or any other of those-kinds of things. After being five years old for about a year
he thought hedd turn six, so he did éndthani ms el f
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while sitting 1 n Jgnadeclasd)*3 S svasasked nn a class

assignment to share what he aspired to becomewhen he 0,9dreams up

which Mrs. Urey would share ~ with the entire class. This always embarrassed

Slove, the revelationtoothers t hat he wanted to ogrsadl ve probl
problems within the fartological realms 0 problems essential to humanity and

their place in the cosmos. Why are the other kids laughing at Slove ? Itis
because in the midst of his day dreaming, he had misspelled approximately two
words ? So instead of picking upa feather qui I I and writing 0Sol ve

had drawn from his imagin ation and writtenina fluid script , the name of this
t a | redalsand heroic protagonist , the solitary star of this never -ending 484

novel, our friend : Professor E. Slove Prombles

‘ﬂnd what about Wonder? We all, well, umm, wonder about her all the time !

Who is she and is she really everything she seems to be? Ah, Wonder! Let me

tell you about Wonder. She has been all about and just about everywhere , too.
Shed sl ways popping up in novels and t-his i sn
starred for. 485 There was the one, if you remember, where drawings came alive

and friggled her till she could no longer take it. Things with her boyfriend

Abbra Cadaver were never the same after that , so she moved on , and

eventually found herself in the nightmaresof Spar kl e Pl entyds dr eams
sometimes dreamed he was with her as he was killing and dismembering

young women without chins, the unfortunate chinless . Wonder di dndt want
anything to do with him in that novel . You wouldnoét either if yo
the messes Sparkle made. You had to give it to him credit, though, regarding

one thing. He was really good at cleaning up after himself. The Authorities

never did find any piece s from any of the bodies of any of the screaming and

terrorized victim s, which is pretty amazing since there were an  awful lot of

victims and quite a bit of blood . But since then Sparkle and Wonder have be en

getting along pretty amazingly well and spending a lot of time together. And

(@]
—

Sparkle can be a pretty good lover sometimes, as | ong as you dondt e:
in any certain or particular ways. He still playswithhis odoct or6ds kit
occasionally, but Wonder tends to look the other way. | f need be, and Sparkle

does get out of control , Sléve is not too far down the dusty path that leads into
the forest , just halfway round the perilous pond where sits the fartological
laboratory in which  Sléve spends all his time with that 0 d a mn@odcordance
of Farts of hiss6He dd h e ar hséf Bparkle rad aceuse to make her

483 Slgve was seven years old by this time.
484 Just kidding! -EsP

485 Her name was once Beatrice in another comedy of tales.
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screaméwoul dndt he? Hwoow ydarag forthimanow. 0 |@waita n
until he stops farting around with that damned Concordancel! ¢

Chapter 25: “Y” (2 Entries)

We have thus far counted a total of 153 letters, words, chapters, gntrigs, semi-colons, ¢te., ¢te. That might sound like a lot
things to count, bat, gven so, you should count them goursglves. But if gou follow my advieg and actually do a recount,
gou’ll only be wasting your timg. That’s because you’ll just end up getting the same number as me, the composite yet
sturdy 153 which, in fact, happens to bg my favorife composite number in a world where | preferprimes. {Ind with that
out of the wagy, therg arg presently 15,852 U's and 116 Why’s and only 4 Why?’s. {Ind of the truly “wisg”—an abundant 54.
But oncg gour rgmovg all the otherwisgs and likewisgs gou'reg probably down to magbg sgventeen, Now takg awag the
don’t-be-a-wisg guys, clockwisg and arsegwisg, therg arg only 5 Igftover that can really be considered as “wise.” But of
the fraly wisg, therg arg only two. Can you find them?

YANKEE DOODLE

Yankee Doodle went to town
To get a can of peaches,

He ket a fart behind the cot
And blew it all to pieces(ss:266))

YYY - THE SEMIBIOGRAPHICAL SKETCHES OF Professor E. Sléve Prantles

Titubating home was nothing new for me. My drinking had always lent itself to an impatient
gaiety of ideas and a nebulous abandon. It took only the thought of a fermented grape to instill
neglect of wife and hearth. Guilt was instilled only upon my return home.

One evening, after a successful bout with a bottle, I arrived home rather late. The last thing |
wanted, second only to yet another drink, was a confrontation with my still young and darling
wife. She, incidentally, rarely drank — and only sherry at that! When she did she became so
immensely garrulous that | had learned not to stock such spirits in the house nor to encourage
any such indulgence outside it. Such pattering poetics | could well do without. I, on the other
hand, tended to become quite mellow and introspective, when | drank, that is. Conversations at
these times made me, instead, quite quarrelsome and miserable, but mostly miserable.

| tiptoed into the house with a certain determination not to arouse my sleeping beauty from
her slumbers. | therefore spent nearly two minutes shutting the front door as the first necessary
precaution against disturbing her obviously needed sleep. | jJumped with anger when the old,
cracked cuckoo-clock, a ticker that my wife so loved, cuckooed two AM in the morning.
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“Oh God!” I nervously thought. “She’ll hear that confounded cuckooing and know what time
I’m turning in.” I was too smart, though. Drink tends to quicken and heighted my thinking rather
than dull it.

“Cuckoo! Cuckoo!” I sang. | repeated the melodious chime eight more times. Then
staggering, | finally ascended the stairs.

As | pulled back the covers and drunkenly slopped into bed, my soft, slumbering sweetheart
turned slowly onto her side. She sighed a whispery welcome. Although | did not learn the truth
until it was too late, in my stupor | had accidently laid upon the bed upside down, my face
against her callipygian, yet bare, posterior. “P-yew-ww! Your breath stinks!” I declared once I
was comfortably, nose snuggled into a comfortable warm-spot, still unawares how | was
improperly placed inside the bed. “What did you have for dinner?”

“Fissssh!” was her airy response.

“How many?”

“Pteuuuu!” came her final reply.

When | awoke | was alone in the bed, my head down where my feet should have been, still.
My wife was in the kitchen below, already preparing a pot of coffee.

“Morning, dear, tired? You were late last night, weren’t you.” There was still some affection
in her voice. She wasn’t angry. Perhaps not even suspecting.

“Why, yes, my sweet,” I answered tiredly but with confidence. “The clock struck twelve as I
was walking up the stairs.”

She placed a cup of steaming hot black coffee before me. She chuckled. “That reminds me.
We must get that clock seen to. I heard it cuckoo twice last night, and then it said ‘Oh shit!” —
farted — and only then did it cuckoo the other ten times.”*®” It was then that | felt my hangover
coming on.

Two nights later and | could be found leaning upon my shiny silver-plated front door that was
reflecting sunlight directly into my eyes so that | could not see anything but pink spots. | was
once again groping for the handle. I turned it this way; | turned it that way, too. | fumbled with
that damned knob for nearly thirty minutes when | suddenly realized the cause of my plaguing
difficulties. It happened that the door was locked. In addition, | could hear a female voice
shouting accusingly at me through the thick wooded slab between us. It was my wife. Wonder.

“Slove! Are you drunk again? I can’t stand to see you this way. Why don’t you just leave!
You can come back later when you’re sober.”

“No, honey, honest! | haven’t been drinking. I swear!” I then begged her to open up the door.
A chill in the air and the alcohol combined themselves to cause the muscles of my back to
spasm. The stiffening was painful.

“I won’t open this door until you prove to me that you haven’t been drinking. Blow your
fucking breath*8® through the keyhole.”

486

"’

486 ((51V2:881))
87 ((51V2:877))

488 | just learned that the potential for a dirty word to show up in a twentieth-century novel diminishes as a novel
progresses. So, to keep pace with the statistical evidence for this, of-which-the-specifics-of | will not bother you
with here, | am being informed that the word fuck was well overdue. Now the statistics remain unaltered and true.
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I was saved! Along with the wine that night came cheese and crackers. Neglecting dinner, |
had filled up on those. The cheese had been limburger and it’s powerful flavor had totally
influenced my now unsavory breath. Its overpowering odor now resided within the entire area
encompassing the space between my lips and my diaphragm. It had paid a month’s rent in
advance.

Confidently I accepted the terms of my wife’s command. I bent at the knees and stabilized
myself by placing a forearm against the perspiring doorknob. My head lowered on its own
accord. | opened my mouth and inhaled deeply. Through the keyhole | expired that breath, right
down to the very last molecule.

“Sl6ve, my God!” I heard her scream. “I said your breath! *%°

Twenly-Fowrth Tnterlude

Melville had his whale . And Pynchon had his  explosive rockets . Even

Buckminster Fuller had hi s majestic tetrahedron s. Now E. Sléve Promblés ha s
his majestically explosive fart! Pr o mb hewssb novel is abouta nold, tired
pseudo -scientist who is writinga  Concordance of Farts to justify his gift to
humanity A the Science of Fartology. The novel has more than 182,000 words,
373 entries, 227 listings inthe Bibliography, and not unexpectedly, the word

FART OCCUrs, one way or another, 2,164 times. At night, when the  covers to the
novel are gently closed, bookmark in place, the characters in this book , every

nowandagain, run around and mess reliabldto trearfamggds. They ¢
the entries and mixed up the stories so as to sporadic ally create gibberish that
although it may sound plausible, i s nSbotitis not unlikely that sometime in

the future the se fictional creatures  will learn method s of ingesting the number
of farts in this book and the two thousand one hundred and sixty -four fart
count will be a tad higher than it ought to be . It all depends on how hungry
they become. So, let us review our nutshell -summaries of great writers and
their books:

{(Melville, whale), (Pynchon, rocket), (Fuller, tetrahedron), (Sléve, fart)}.490

And | no longer have reason to fear for my life. One thing | have learned over a long life is “don’t mess with the
statistics!” -ESP

489 ((128v2:887))
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This novel is a tomb or cenotaph in which resides the body of E. Slove

Prombles, mad -scientist (pseudo -scientist, that is). As you have read Fizzles,
preferably linearly, you slowly got to know that one person you were constantly
confronted with, in ways unexpected, and in persistent, yet unpredictably

uneven, time intervals. You never knew exactly where you were in this novel

and never could you predict what you might learn next about Sléve. You still
c an 0t that kitddfsa novel. And, just like life, it got (and still gets)
increasingly more difficult to comprehend how the pieces, pieces of a puzzle

that, when accumulated  and assembled, simulate the foreverly -vacant

robot like -protagonist, Sléve.l t 6 s a comedy!

This,believe itor not, isthe last paragraph tothe last of all the interlude s,

the twenty -fourth, I am told. Where have all the pages gone to? They flip by so

fast! Butl wantto share with you a third theme to this novel and you deserve
to be told 491 since you, my Super -glued Reader, glued to the plot, to the divine
character of Sldve, to the jolliness of the fart . What could it be that entices a
reader like you to come this far with me , along such a long and arduous and
silly -minded journey ? Are you sticking around for  another Interlude? | already
told you i there are no more after this. Another entry? Well, there is one more,
but only one more. And ifidisps hpwyigki okley. Thatds
go by s o shoatstbo. Just sixi@den 492 words. One sentence. 493 If you listen
very closely, though, it makes a sound. Itsays, 0 Z e Did gou hear it? If not,
wait a minute. It makes that sound every so often, but rarely more than that,

\W

SO you have to pay attention. It just did it again and you missed it, di dndét vyou!
Not much more to write about in this last of all interludes. There are still

several endings , a coda, one or two conclusions, and a postscript yet to come .

The only things other than that is the Bibliography, a word that always gets

capitalized due to respect i that and the lyric s to a traditional blues song, in
dedication to Wonder.  Sldve is considering adding a quote from Maurice

490 This set is comprised of five four binary relationships. Can you come up with a well-defined definition for both
the domain and range? What about the co-domain? Can you represent a description of the co-domain for which the
domain and co-domain are one-to-one but not onto (that is, injective but not surjective)? Would the co-domain
necessarily be a proper superset of the range? Prove your conjectures to be either true or false and justify each step.
[15 points]

451 You may notice, as you read on, that it completely slips Sléve’s mind, what little is left of it, to tell you anything
about this third theme to his novel. | have discovered a truly marvelous proof of this, which this margin is too
narrow to contain.

492 16, or 10 (“one-zero”) in the hexadecimal system. It was only sixteen at the time of writing this footnote. Since
then it has expanded to thirty-nine (hexadecimally 27) words. But | cannot promise it will remain so by the time the
novel is complete.

493 Now two.
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Sendak, but | dondt think it wildl make it
that quote without making it awkward. 494 Soon the novel will be  finished and
youol l have to find a new book to read,

wondt be 0jGoaoldo ubsy.e! @mddfgou look ecél 6ly hard, you can
always see Slove and Wonder standing in the distance, holding hands and

waving good -bye. And by -the -bye, I think they are both crying, too. If a novel is
not read, do the protagonists  all die? Maybe that is why they are crying.

Chapter 26*°: “1” (1 Zippy Entry)

Sldve is tirgd and he has asked me to just give you the basic data regarding the Z's and to plgasg not make a big story
about it. I will rgspeet his wishegs. Thg number of Z’s is 865 and | do not beligve it will get mueh higher than that by the
time Sldve finishes up with his novel. The wind god Zephyr is only hailed seven times, but his brother and sister gods,
the north wind god Borgas and the sisfergods Notus and €urus arg hardly mentioned at all—twicg gach at most. {Ind
that is all [ have to report regarding the Z’s. | do wish to make an announcgment regarding the X's. {1 lot of readers have
been asking me, “How many X’s? Hlow manyg X’s?” | haven’t counted how mangy times | have been asked that, because |
didn’t have my counting data with me whilg they were a/wags asking. But Sldve told me to tell gou that sineg there wasn’t
a Chapter “X” hg was under no obligation to go counting all of those X’s. He said, “If you really want to know, you can
count them gourself!”

ZIPPER FARTS
Sometimes referred to as “zeppers, ” they are so-called by the onomatopoetic nature this genre of
farts. Sl6ve suggests that you allow your personal experience of zippers in general and your vivid

imaginations to help you to define the specifics of this particular species of the general fart.
(Informant:FrankADeMark)

4% In the end, it was decided that the quote and its citation had to be totally expunged. The extirpated quote was
“There’s so much more to a book than just reading, ” but there was no good way to enter it into the novel so it had
to be sacrificed.

4% Somehow the number of chapters and interludes, now that we are at the end of the alphabet, do not match. It
appears that we lost two interludes somewhere along the way. Where did they go? Can you find them? Please return
them to Melodious Publications if found.
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CODA&

The ending to Slove’s story was planned to be a happy ending. Slove’s book was supposed to

be a grand success, placing Sl6ve alongside such greats as Ignatius Donnelly, Charles Fort, Sir
Isaac Babson, and Immanuel Velikovsky. His Institute of Experimental Fartology, the IEF, was
to be built amongst the rolling hills of Western New York, just northeast of Batavia, where it
would be housed with scores of young fartologists gathered from around the globe, all eagerly
straddling the cusp of new discoveries. The wind was supposed to be with him, billowing his
sails into the future! But all happiness was crushed the day E. SI6ve Promblés was told, and my
suspicions lie with one of you, my Salacious and Treacherous Readers, that he was not real and
that he was only a character in somebody’s sleazy novel — author unknown. And with that, his
unspoilt world tumbled into rack and ruin. Being a smart fictional character, the author gave him
that at least, he was able to put two and two together, and although, per usual, he miscalculated
and got five, but he was able to discern that there was no book entitled Fizzles Galore! Hence
there was no Concordance of Farts and no seductive Wonder, to love and to honor. His entire
being was, and always was, just make believe! “Afterall,” he was told, “it’s just a novel. None of
it is real.” He should have called his Concordance “Chimera of Farts”—for that is all it was. But
that title was already taken, so, maybe, he could have called it Whimsy or Will-o- ‘the-Wisp
instead. And so rather than the happy novel this was supposed to have been, in its final sentences
we find our protagonist Slove, slumped amongst the weeds at the very spot the Institute was once
to be, crying—no, not merely crying but tearfully blubbering, miserably sobbing. He is, in fact,
inconsolable. Not even Wonder can help his at this point of the novel. So | hope as you read
these final sentences, the reader responsible for this tragic ending realizes what he or she has
done and grabs onto the barbed straggle-strings of remorse. You have taken a whirlwind of
delight, and through your faithless alchemy, transformed it into gloom. You have turned our joy
into a showering of despair, while splashing it into a moana of lachrymas. And thus we end this
novel, drowning in those tears, tears that contain no salt, sans water, and without source. For,
after all, they, too, are not real, for, just in case you may have forgotten, none of this is real. It’s
only a sleazy novel ending with crocodile tears. A novel about farts.

E. Sloverombles
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hidden away, you will find some of the outlawed quotes from this book. There are two others hidden elsewhere in
this novel. Can you find them?
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225. Wood, Gordon. : 0 Cdbledictd IV, 198pPg.8@5hWobdd commented:
OHeard from a friend de$tribing a cacademoi d.
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‘ﬂnd here, once again, at last, we come to the conclusion of our novel, a novel that never
really ends, where nothing much happened as you have already found out, but into whose world
you have been tossed and turned and, it is my hope, you are saddened with tears of your own to
realize that you must now depart this world, forever. Its ramparts are already beginning to fall
and crumble around us, entry by entry, footnote by footnote, ending by ending. Unless, of
course, you choose to delve in again and rebuild. But the second time you read it, if so you
choose, you will discover that it is not the same novel that you read the time before. Perhaps it
will not be as dear to you. Perhaps you will sprout a distain, this time around, for the time you
have already spent immersed in the effluvia of its previous spells. For others it will swell and
take on new meaning. In either case it will never be the same virginal delight as your first
immersion into this strange and airy thing. For it remains an ephemeral thing, just as light and as
profound, as the haughty and pungent delight that presently continues to persist and won’t go
away, now that, finally, with these last thirteen°® words, it now, once again, comes to an end.

Postsecript

While the author was writing and editing this novel, a novel that is near its final ending, he

farted 4063 times. This is hardly much at all. After all, he has been sitting for four months, anus
flat against the hard wooden slat that comprises your author’s so-called chair, shutting off the
anal passageway sufficiently to require 4063 tilts, one for each of the above mentioned farts. At
an average of six hours of typing a day, that comes to one fart every 10.63 minutes. That, let me
remind you, is many fewer than my friend oI’ Sammy Beckett was farting back in 1963 when he
let one every 3.7453 minutes. At the time, after a brief moment of concern, (see FREQUENEWe
agreed that that was nothing at all and ““it shouldn’t have been mentioned.” One fart every 10.63
minutes is similar to the likelihood of finding some sulphuretted hydrogen hidden in the back of
a widow’s closet.

The author wore Fruit of the Loom protective devises daily until the day disaster struck. He
now uses the same high-tech devices astronauts use—just to be sure. He replaced the broken

499 | am not sure whata  cacademoid is, though . -ESP
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wooden slats of his old chair with a new chair he found at the top of somebody’s garbage, right
next this book that someone had earlier tossed away. It wasn’t there during Slove’s early
morning walk. He found it interesting, though, and decided to pick it up. He scraped away the

dirt with his long, cracked fingernails and thought it would make a great novel so he passed it on
to me.

—the Huthor.

For Wonder

“I see you wiggling and giggling,
And I am mad as I can be.
Now we got seven children
And none of them look like me!
I'm going to /-e-a-v-e you, Wonder,
Right here on the outskirts of town.”

- Traditional %

501 See footnote #143.
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