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In "Three Men on the Bummel," Jerome K. Jerome crafts a delightful continuation of his earlier work, "Three Men in a Boat." This humorous travel narrative follows the misadventures of three friends—J., Harris, and George—as they embark on a cycling tour through the scenic landscapes of Germany. Jerome's literary style is characterized by his witty observations and masterful command of irony, allowing him to explore deeper themes such as friendship, the burdens of travel, and the absurdities of life. This book not only entertains but also serves as a social commentary on Victorian values, capturing the zeitgeist of the era while remaining timeless in its appeal. Jerome K. Jerome (1859-1927) was a British author and humorist, whose life experiences—ranging from his dramatic early years to his various professions—shaped his comedic outlook. His keen understanding of the human condition, coupled with his own travel escapades, informs the narrative's rich humor and intellectual insights. The juxtaposition of his characters' buoyant camaraderie against the backdrop of societal expectations reflects his skill in bridging both comedic and insightful storytelling. "Three Men on the Bummel" is highly recommended for readers seeking both humor and the charm of travel literature. Whether you are a fan of classic literature or just in need of a hearty laugh, Jerome's keen wit and relatable characters will leave you pleased and reflective, encouraging you to ponder the absurdities of your own journeys.
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In "Why Lincoln Laughed," Russell Conwell offers a fascinating exploration of the comedic influences that shaped Abraham Lincoln's leadership and political strategy. Through meticulous research and engaging anecdotes, Conwell illuminates the interplay between humor and resilience during one of America's most tumultuous periods. Written in a clear and approachable style, the book navigates the literary context of 19th-century America, emphasizing how Lincoln's wit served as both a coping mechanism and a means of connecting with the American populace. Conwell's keen insights and reverence for his subject matter invite readers to reconsider the role of laughter in the fabric of political discourse. Russell Conwell, an esteemed orator and founder of Temple University, is well-regarded for his dedication to education and social upliftment. His deep-rooted interest in American history and his background in law provide a unique lens through which he examines Lincoln's presidency. Conwell's admiration for Lincoln is evident, compelling him to highlight the transformative power of humor that helped navigate a divided nation and foster a sense of unity. For those intrigued by the intersections of humor and leadership, "Why Lincoln Laughed" is an essential read. Conwell's articulate prose and thoughtful analysis encourage readers not only to appreciate Lincoln's legacy but also to recognize the enduring significance of humor in overcoming adversity. This book serves as a reminder that laughter can indeed illuminate the darkest of times.
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In 'Knickbocker's History of New York', Washington Irving employs a humorous and satirical narrative style that blends historical fact with whimsical fiction, encapsulating the essence of early 19th-century American culture. The book, ostensibly an exhaustive history of New York City, delves into its Dutch colonial past, peppering the text with astute observations, amusing anecdotes, and a cast of memorable characters. Irving masterfully critiques social norms and the burgeoning American identity through a playful yet poignant lens, setting the stage for the development of American literature's distinctive voice. Washington Irving, often hailed as the first American man of letters, drew upon his own experiences living in New York and a deep appreciation for its history. His early life was marked by engagement with literature and the arts, as well as a keen interest in storytelling. These elements converge in 'Knickbocker's History of New York', where Irving seeks to assert a distinctly American narrative amidst the backdrop of European influences that dominated the cultural landscape of his time. This book is highly recommended for readers interested in American history, literature, or culture. Irving's blend of irony and insight not only entertains but also invites reflection on the complexities of identity and place. A foundational text in American literature, it offers a delightful exploration of New York's roots that resonates even today.
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In "Donahey's Cartoons," J. H. Donahey presents a captivating collection of political and social caricatures that reflect America's early 20th-century cultural landscape. Engagingly drawn with a keen eye for detail, Donahey's work oscillates between humor and biting satire, serving as both entertainment and social commentary. The collection is predominantly characterized by its ink-drawn illustrations, which exhibit Donahey's unique ability to simplify complex themes into vivid visuals that resonate with the zeitgeist of his era, positioning it firmly within the rich tradition of American cartooning. J. H. Donahey was a prominent figure in early American cartooning, known for his keen observational skills and sharp wit that stemmed from a deep engagement with the socio-political issues of his time. His career spanned several influential publications, giving him a platform to critique societal norms and the political climate. Such immersion in the zeitgeist of the Gilded Age shaped his artistic voice and allowed him to adeptly navigate the intricacies of humor and criticism in his work. "Donahey's Cartoons" is a must-read for anyone interested in the intersection of artistry, humor, and historical context. Its sharp observations and timeless wit make it not only a delightful read but also a valuable resource for understanding the evolution of American political commentary through visual art.
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In "Madame Flirt," Charles Edward Pearce deftly explores the intricacies of social dynamics and romantic entanglements within the bustling milieu of turn-of-the-century society. Through a vibrant tapestry of characters, Pearce employs wit and irony, employing a narrative style that oscillates between humor and poignant reflection. The book encapsulates the zeitgeist of the early 1900s, addressing themes of love, deception, and the pursuit of social status, all while engaging with the subtextual undercurrents of class struggle and gender roles prevalent in that era. Charles Edward Pearce, known for his astute observations of human behavior, draws from a rich biographical background that traverses the realms of theatre and literary criticism. His experiences in the bustling cultural hubs of London undoubtedly infused his writing with an acute sense of place and character. Pearce's keen insight into societal norms and his profound empathy for his characters make "Madame Flirt" not merely a narrative, but a study of the human condition at a time of significant societal transformation. For readers interested in a keen exploration of early 20th-century romantic mores infused with literary flair, "Madame Flirt" is a compelling journey into the heart of human relationships. Pearce's masterful storytelling will resonate with anyone passionate about the intersections of love, society, and the complexities of human behavior.
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We was playin' rummy over to Hatch's, and Hatch must of fell in a bed of four-leaf clovers on his way home the night before, because he plays rummy like he does everything else; but this night I refer to you couldn't beat him, and besides him havin' all the luck my Missus played like she'd been bought off, so when we come to settle up we was plain seven and a half out. You know who paid it. So Hatch says:

"They must be some game you can play."

"No," I says, "not and beat you. I can run two blocks w'ile you're stoopin' over to start, but if we was runnin' a foot race between each other, and suppose I was leadin' by eighty yards, a flivver'd prob'ly come up and hit you in the back and bump you over the finishin' line ahead o' me."

So Mrs. Hatch thinks I'm sore on account o' the seven-fifty, so she says:

"It don't seem fair for us to have all the luck."

"Sure it's fair!" I says. "If you didn't have the luck, what would you have?"

"I know," she says; "but I don't never feel right winnin' money at cards."

"I don't blame you," I says.

"I know," she says; "but it seems like we should ought to give it back or else stand treat, either one."

"Jim's too old to change all his habits," I says.

"Oh, well," says Mrs. Hatch, "I guess if I told him to loosen up he'd loosen up. I ain't lived with him all these years for nothin'."

"You'd be a sucker if you did," I says.

So they all laughed, and when they'd quieted down Mrs. Hatch says:

"I don't suppose you'd feel like takin' the money back?"

"Not without a gun," I says. "Jim's pretty husky."

So that give them another good laugh; but finally she says:

"What do you say, Jim, to us takin' the money they lose to us and gettin' four tickets to some show?"

Jim managed to stay conscious, but he couldn't answer nothin'; so my Missus says:

"That'd be grand of you to do it, but don't think you got to."

Well, of course, Mrs. Hatch knowed all the w'ile she didn't have to, but from what my Missus says she could tell that if they really give us the invitation we wouldn't start no fight. So they talked it over between themself w'ile I and Hatch went out in the kitchen and split a pint o' beer, and Hatch done the pourin' and his best friend couldn't say he give himself the worst of it. So when we come back my Missus and Mrs. Hatch had it all framed that the Hatches was goin' to take us to a show, and the next thing was what show would it be. So Hatch found the afternoon paper, that somebody'd left on the street-car, and read us off a list o' the shows that was in town. I spoke for the Columbia, but the Missus give me the sign to stay out; so they argued back and forth and finally Mrs. Hatch says:

"Let's see that paper a minute."

"What for?" says Hatch. "I didn't hold nothin' out on you."

But he give her the paper and she run through the list herself, and then she says:

"You did, too, hold out on us. You didn't say nothin' about the Auditorium."

"What could I say about it?" says Hatch. "I never was inside."

"It's time you was then," says Mrs. Hatch.

"What's playin' there?" I says.

"Grand op'ra," says Mrs. Hatch.

"Oh!" says my Missus. "Wouldn't that be wonderful?"

"What do you say?" says Mrs. Hatch to me.

"I think it'd be grand for you girls," I says. "I and Jim could leave you there and go down on Madison and see Charley Chaplin, and then come back after you."

"Nothin' doin'!" says Mrs. Hatch. "We'll pick a show that everybody wants to see."

Well, if I hadn't of looked at my Missus then we'd of been O. K. But my eyes happened to light on where she was settin' and she was chewin' her lips so's she wouldn't cry. That finished me. "I was just kiddin'," I says to Mrs. Hatch. "They ain't nothin' I'd like better than grand op'ra."

"Nothin' except gettin' trimmed in a rummy game," says Hatch, but he didn't get no rise.

Well, the Missus let loose of her lips so's she could smile and her and Mrs. Hatch got all excited, and I and Hatch pretended like we was excited too. So Hatch ast what night could we go, and Mrs. Hatch says that depended on what did we want to hear, because they changed the bill every day. So her and the Missus looked at the paper again and found out where Friday night was goin' to be a big special night and the bill was a musical show called Carmen, and all the stars was goin' to sing, includin' Mooratory and Alda and Genevieve Farr'r, that was in the movies a w'ile till they found out she could sing, and some fella they called Daddy, but I don't know his real name. So the girls both says Friday night was the best, but Hatch says he would have to go to lodge that evenin'.

"Lodge!" says Mrs. Hatch. "What do you care about lodge when you got a chance to see Genevieve Farr'r in Carmen?"

"Chance!" says Hatch. "If that's what you call a chance, I got a chance to buy a thousand shares o' Bethlehem Steel. Who's goin' to pay for my chance?"

"All right," says Mrs. Hatch, "go to your old lodge and spoil everything!"

So this time it was her that choked up and made like she was goin' to blubber. So Hatch changed his mind all of a sudden and decided to disappoint the brother Owls. So all of us was satisfied except fifty per cent., and I and the Missus beat it home, and on the way she says how nice Mrs. Hatch was to give us this treat.

"Yes," I says, "but if you hadn't of had a regular epidemic o' discardin' deuces and treys Hatch would of treated us to groceries for a week." I says: "I always thought they was only twelve pitcher cards in the deck till I seen them hands you saved up to-night."

"You lose as much as I did," she says.

"Yes," I says, "and I always will as long as you forget to fetch your purse along."

So they wasn't no come-back to that, so we went on home without no more dialogue.

Well, Mrs. Hatch called up the next night and says Jim had the tickets boughten and we was to be sure and be ready at seven o'clock Friday night because the show started at eight. So when I was down-town Friday the Missus sent my evenin' dress suit over to Katzes' and had it pressed up and when I come home it was laid out on the bed like a corpse.

"What's that for?" I says.

"For the op'ra," she says. "Everybody wears them to the op'ra."

"Did you ask the Hatches what was they goin' to wear?" I says.

"No," says she. "They know what to wear without me tellin' them. They ain't goin' to the Auditorium in their nightgown."

So I clumb into the soup and fish, and the Missus spent about a hour puttin' on a dress that she could have left off without nobody knowin' the difference, and she didn't have time for no supper at all, and I just managed to surround a piece o' steak as big as your eye and spill some gravy on my clo'es when the bell rung and there was the Hatches.

Well, Hatch didn't have no more evenin' dress suit on than a kewpie. I could see his pants under his overcoat and they was the same old bay pants he'd wore the day he got mad at his kid and christened him Kenneth. And his shoes was a last year's edition o' the kind that's supposed to give your feet a chance, and if his feet had of been the kind that takes chances they was two or three places where they could of got away without much trouble.

I could tell from the expression on Mrs. Hatch's face when she seen our make-up that we'd crossed her. She looked about as comf'table as a Belgium.

"Oh!" she says. "I didn't think you'd dress up."

"We thought you would," says my Frau.

"We!" I says. "Where do you get that 'we'?"

"If it ain't too late we'll run in and change," says my Missus.

"Not me," I says. "I didn't go to all this trouble and expense for a splash o' gravy. When this here uniform retires it'll be to make room for pyjamas."

"Come on!" says Hatch. "What's the difference? You can pretend like you ain't with us."

"It don't really make no difference," says Mrs. Hatch.

And maybe it didn't. But we all stood within whisperin' distance of each other on the car goin' in, and if you had a dollar for every word that was talked among us you couldn't mail a postcard from Hammond to Gary. When we got off at Congress my Missus tried to thaw out the party.

"The prices is awful high, aren't they?" she says.

"Outrageous," says Mrs. Hatch.

Well, even if the prices was awful high, they didn't have nothin' on our seats. If I was in trainin' to be a steeple jack I'd go to grand op'ra every night and leave Hatch buy my ticket. And where he took us I'd of been more at home in overalls and a sport shirt.

"How do you like Denver?" says I to the Missus, but she'd sank for the third time.

"We're safe here," I says to Hatch. "Them French guns can't never reach us. We'd ought to brought more bumbs."

"What did the seats cost?" I says to Hatch.

"One-fifty," he says.

"Very reasonable," says I. "One o' them aviators wouldn't take you more than half this height for a five-spot."

The Hatches had their overcoats off by this time and I got a look at their full costume. Hatch had went without his vest durin' the hot months and when it was alongside his coat and pants it looked like two different families. He had a pink shirt with prune-colored horizontal bars, and a tie to match his neck, and a collar that would of took care of him and I both, and them shoes I told you about, and burlap hosiery. They wasn't nothin' the matter with Mrs. Hatch except she must of thought that, instead o' dressin' for the op'ra, she was gettin' ready for Kenneth's bath.

And there was my Missus, just within the law, and me all spicked and spanned with my soup and fish and gravy!

Well, we all set there and tried to get the focus till about a half-hour after the show was billed to commence, and finally a Lilliputhian with a match in his hand come out and started up the orchestry and they played a few o' the hits and then the lights was turned out and up went the curtain.

Well, sir, you'd be surprised at how good we could hear and see after we got used to it. But the hearin' didn't do us no good—that is, the words part of it. All the actors had been smuggled in from Europe and they wasn't none o' them that could talk English. So all their songs was gave in different languages and I wouldn't of never knew what was goin' on only for Hatch havin' all the nerve in the world.

After the first act a lady that was settin' in front of us dropped somethin' and Hatch stooped over and picked it up, and it was one o' these here books they call a liberetto, and it's got all the words they're singin' on the stage wrote out in English.

So the lady begin lookin' all over for it and Hatch was goin' to give it back because he thought it was a shoe catalogue, but he happened to see at the top of it where it says "Price 25 Cents," so he tossed it in his lap and stuck his hat over it. And the lady kept lookin' and lookin' and finally she turned round and looked Hatch right in the eye, but he dropped down inside his collar and left her wear herself out. So when she'd gave up I says somethin' about I'd like to have a drink.

"Let's go," says Hatch.

"No," I says. "I don't want it bad enough to go back to town after it. I thought maybe we could get it sent up to the room."

"I'm goin' alone then," says Hatch.

"You're liable to miss the second act," I says.
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