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No story has been encountered, in the thirty-five or more years of this research, that makes this point so absolutely frank, yet with what worlds of unspoken sardonic criticism, as the following: A vaudeville performer is describing his act to a skeptical booking-agent. “It’s very simple. My wife and I shit on the stage, and then the kids come out and wallow in it.” Agent, thunderstruck: “What kind of act do you call that?” Vaudevillian, polishing his fingernails on his lapel: “We call it—‘The Aristocrats’!” (N.Y. 1953. Compare the actual theatre-of-cruelty stage act, “Sexy Goose,” which tops this, as described in section 11.III.2, “Orgies and Exhibitions.”)
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“I laugh, so that I may not cry.”

—BEAUMARCHAIS,


The Barber of Seville






INTRODUCTION

I

UNDER the mask of humor, our society allows infinite aggressions, by everyone and against everyone. In the culminating laugh by the listener or observer—whose position is often really that of victim or butt—the teller of the joke betrays his hidden hostility and signals his victory by being, theoretically at least, the one person present who does not laugh. Compulsive story-tellers and jokesters express almost openly the hostile components of their need, by forcing their jokes upon frankly unwilling audiences among their friends and loved ones, and upon every new person they meet. Often they proffer this openly as their only social grace. The listener’s expected laughter is, therefore, in a most important but unspoken way, a shriving of the teller, a reassurance that he has not been caught, that the listener has partaken with him, willy-nilly, in the hostility or sexuality of the joke, or has even acceded in being its victim or butt.

This is particularly clear in the type of rambling or pointless anecdote, nowadays known as the ‘talking horse’ or ‘shaggy dog’ story and mistakenly believed to be a new genre, though it is a special art in, for example, Joe Miller’s Jests (1739) No. 79—modelled on Apuleius’ Golden Ass, and Balaam’s ass centuries earlier—in Laurence Sterne’s Tristram Shandy (1767), which confesses itself a ‘Cock & Bull story’ at the end, and in many of the best stories and lectures of Mark Twain, such as “The Celebrated Jumping Frog” and “His Grandfather’s Old Ram” in Twain’s Autobiography. In such tales and jokes, the dénouement or ‘punch-line’ is improportionately small or absurd (or even simply evaded) by comparison with the long and complex development or ‘build-up’ of the listener’s expectation; and the avowed butt of the joke is simply the person who has been tricked into listening.

Erotic humor is far & away the most popular of all types, and an extremely large percentage of the jokes authentically in oral circulation, in this and apparently in all centuries and cultures, is concerned with the humor—often unwilling, unpleasant, and even purposely macabre—of the sexual impulse. The humor of scatology must be assimilated to this, if only because both operate under the same physiological and verbal taboos. Rather than attempt here a general synthesis of the forms of erotic humor, each chapter and section of the present work is prefaced with a few paragraphs attempting to indicate the particular way in which the specific aggressions (sometimes self-directed, as it would appear) of various types of jokes are expected to slough off the fear or uneasiness that the teller feels, consciously or unconsciously, about the subject matter of his or her favorite jokes, by exposing the listener to precisely the same fear or uneasiness.

The editor is very conscious that, in presenting so large and so varied a collection of what this culture calls frankly and appreciatively ‘dirty jokes,’ he is himself falling into every kind of aggression in the book, and is almost certain to cause every reader, without exception, some sort of uneasiness in one chapter or another. The reader is not advised in that case simply to skip the jokes found offensive and to proceed to the next, but rather, as Norman Douglas truculently suggests, in the Introduction to his annotated collection, Some Limericks (Florence, 1928), to any reader suffering ‘from that trying form of degeneracy which is horrified at coarseness,’ to ‘close the book at once and send it back to me, in the hope that I may be simple enough to refund him the money.’ For the present work is not only purposely so titled as to warn off all persons not really interested in the subject, but is furthermore so arranged that the jokes which are most likely to offend susceptible readers fall at the end of their respective chapters. In the same way, the presumably more ‘offensive’ chapters and themes increase as one approaches the end of the book. The materials have also been so selected as to give the same relative length and prominence, to each chapter, as jokes about the subject of such chapters have been more frequently or less frequently encountered, both in books and ‘in the field.’ It is of obvious significance, therefore, that Chapter 8, “Marriage,” is almost twice as long as any other; suggesting—since, after all, most of the inventors and tellers of jokes must unquestionably be men and not women—that monogamic marriage, as practiced in the West, is actually the principal focus of male sexual anxiety.

The present volume or series, containing the first nine of the fifteen main subject-groupings into which erotic and scatological jokes may be divided, is intended to be followed by a Second Series (already completed) covering, in equal detail, jokes on the following themes: Homosexuality, Prostitution, Venereal Disease, Castration, Dysphemism & Cursing, and Scatology. These are subjects presumably of less ordinary occurrence or of greater psychological danger or violence, and are therefore theoretically of greater anxiety-content than those in this First Series. Their jokes are certainly both more graphic and more cruel, to match the more extreme anxieties they are intended to express and allay. It might be said, therefore, that the present series contains the ‘clean’ dirty jokes, while the Second Series will contain the ‘dirty’ dirty jokes. Actually, as with the similar distinction between ‘black humor’ and ‘good humor,’ such divisions are purely relative and to a degree meaningless. The jokes that any specific reader will consider ‘clean’ or ‘dirty’ are almost entirely so judged subjectively, on the basis of that reader’s own life experience and anxieties. There are just as many tellers-of and listeners-to jokes—I am one of them—in whom great anxiety is precipitated (or alleviated) as much by jokes about sexual sadism or marital humiliation as by jokes on such theoretically more ‘nasty’ or unsettling subjects as homosexuality, prostitution, venereal disease, castration, or scatology, which have been reserved for the Second Series, along with the many dysphemistic jokes turning strictly on ‘obscene’ vocabulary or cursing.

Formidable difficulties in both the collection and arrangement of the present text have been solved, more or less well, by the use of the format already consecrated to the analysis of jokes in Sigmund Freud’s Wit and Its Relation to the Unconscious (1905), as translated into English by A. A. Brill in 1916. A more recent continuation of Freud’s approach, and psychoanalytic point of view, is Dr. Martha Wolfenstein’s deeply compassionate Children’s Humor (1954). I am proud to have learned a great deal from both these works. In the format here, the jokes are given in italics, with the historical and analytic discussion in Roman type. This serves the double purpose of ‘ventilating’ the analytic text—which would otherwise be far too ponderous and compact, especially on such a subject as bawdy and scatological jokes and folklore—and of making it possible to present an inordinately large body of field-collected jokes and library-researched analogues in a subject arrangement that can, if necessary, stand on its own logic, without recourse to the textual discussion. That is to say, perfectly frankly, that the editor has been given to understand that there are many people who will confine themselves strictly to the italic jokes, and will skip all the laborious discussion, the way readers are known impatiently to skip the ‘descriptions’ of scenery and the weather in novels. I only hope that there will be no one so unutterably stuffy as to read only the discussion—of such a subject as this—and to skip all the jokes. Actually, it has not been my intention either to offend anyone or to entertain anyone, though I am sure I will be guilty of both.


II

The clearest general statement as to the social and psychological function of erotic humor is that of Freud, in Wit and Its Relation to the Unconscious, chap. 3, significantly grouping “Hostile and Obscene Wit.” ‘The smutty joke,’ says Freud, ‘is like a denudation of a person of the opposite sex toward whom the joke is directed. Through the utterance of obscene words, the person attacked is forced to picture the parts of the body in question, or the sexual act, and is shown that the aggressor himself pictures the same thing. There is no doubt that the original motive of the smutty joke was the pleasure of seeing the sexual displayed.’ That the ‘attacked’ and ‘denuded’ person is, generally, a woman, when the joke-teller is a man, shows clearly that the telling of jokes in this way is actually intended as a modified form of rape: verbal rape rather than physical—a sort of seduction or preparation of the woman for the man’s actual physical approach.

Freud also observes that if the woman shows herself unwilling, or if the social situation is such—owing to the presence of third parties—that the affair cannot readily be brought to any physical conclusion, the man’s jokes will become more and more hostile, and more insistent in their denudation and even degradation of the woman. In such cases, the feint will often be engaged in of directing the jokes presumably to the (male) third party present, instead of to the woman herself. When the male third party happens to be the woman’s husband, lover, or companion, the situation of joke-telling becomes then a covert form of verbal adultery, with the husband or lover as unconscious confederate. As Freud describes the process: ‘As soon as the libidinal impulse of the first person [the man], to gratify himself through the woman, is blocked, he immediately develops a hostile attitude towards this second person [the woman], and takes the originally intruding third person as his confederate. Through the obscene speech of the first person, the woman is exposed before the third person, who now as a listener is bribed by the easy gratification of his own libido.’ D. H. Lawrence develops this passage into the standard parlor-scene it creates, in Lady Chatterley’s Lover (Florence, 1928), in an early chapter showing Lady Chatterley being required to sit quietly at her needle-work while her impotent husband and his friends talk anti-woman bawdy before her.

This is not, however, the only function of erotic humor and of bawdy jokes, and is not the function of scatological humor at all. The frequent occurrence of excrementitious substances, such as feces, urine, and even vomit, and of ghastly images, horrible accidents, genital injuries and mutilations—in a word, the castration theme—in ‘dirty’ jokes and poems known to many thousands of men and women in our culture, requires a further word of explanation as to the function of sexual humor.

The ordinary dirty joke (or limerick, or ballad) engages directly and apparently therefore pleasurably with taboo themes: sex, scatology, incest, and the sexual mocking of authority-figures, such as parents, teachers, policemen, royalty, nobility (Englishmen, millionaires, and movie-stars), clergymen, and gods. The telling of dirty jokes, like the whispering of bawdy words to strange women in the street or by telephone, or the chalking of genital monosyllables on walls, serves in its simplest form—as shown by Freud—as a sort of vocal and inescapable sexual relationship with other persons of the desired sex. It is for this reason that listeners not wanting such relationships will agree to listen to dirty jokes only with the proviso ‘… If they’re clever.’ ‘Clever’ means that all taboo words and graphic descriptions will be avoided in the telling, thus allowing the listener either to accept, or (by not laughing or ‘not understanding’) to refuse to accept, the intimacy of any particular double entendre. Jokes not conforming to this rule are the opposite of clever: they are ‘stupid.’ That is to say, they are unavoidably clear, and lacking in indirection—verbal rape, as opposed to verbal seduction.

There is, however, an entirely different function that the retailing of obscenities performs. For this function, the grosser the vocabulary and the more horrible and excruciating the actual content of the joke or poem, the better it seems to serve. The purpose here is to absorb and control, even to slough off, by means of jocular presentation and laughter, the great anxiety that both teller and listener feel in connection with certain culturally determined themes. The really fearful themes, in our society, are, above all: venereal disease, homosexuality, and castration. A non-sexual example of this same technique would be the “My Most Embarrassing Moment” columns vying for popularity with the “Clever (i.e. unrepressed) Sayings of Children” in news-papers, where the anxiety allayed is concerned with socially rather than sexually taboo behavior. Actually, the “Clever Sayings of Children” appearing in the public prints are pitifully expurgated, or pre-selected by parents (and editors) to be nothing other than charming and cuddly-cute. The reality of the life of the child is very different, and often bitterly frightened and sad, and the real humor of children turns largely on their two main taboo themes: scatology, and attempts to deal with the knowledge or suspicion of the sexual intercourse of the parents. Both these themes are dealt with at some length in the opening chapter of the present work, and, in particular analytic detail, in Dr. Wolfenstein’s Children’s Humor, to which the reader is referred.

Scatological themes, which will be treated in the closing chapters of the Second Series (to follow later), clearly fall into the anxiety-laden group too, if only from the dysphemistic grossness of their vocabulary and the graphic images employed. It is noticeable, however, that jokes, limericks, &c., wildly tossing around and finally eating—the “Food-Dirtying” theme—vomit, feces, and other bodily excrements thought to be particularly indelicate (as hair, nasal mucus, preputial smegma, and ‘toe-punk’: all frequent motifs), actually concern materials that are not, in themselves, of fearful nature, but are rather of daily familiarity, though surrounded with taboos. It is the explosive flaunting of these taboos that the scatological joke attempts, along with a foisting-off of the terror at breaking the taboo on the unwilling listener.

In many jokes on themes more taboo than simple sexuality, the person ‘denuded’ by the joke is really the teller himself—or herself. In fact, most joke-tellers have their own personal styles, not only of treatment and vocabulary, but of preferred subjects. Many of their stories, or their favorite stories, circle insistently about a single taboo theme, such as castration or homosexuality, and it is not difficult to see that they are, in such stories, allowing their own conscious or unconscious problems a socially acceptable avenue of expression and petcock of release. Listeners also have their styles: the ‘dirty’ stories over which they invariably break up in gales of laughter, where jokes of other types leave them untouched and often contemptuous.

There are also national styles to be discerned, though it is necessary to go cautiously here. Germans and the Dutch, for example, are obviously far more susceptible to scatology in humor than to any other theme. This is doubtless a reaction to excessively strict and early toilet-training, and general rigidity and compulsiveness in the Teutonic up-bringing and character, and is an open release for the resultant ‘cleanliness complex’ in later life, common in all Anglo-Saxon cultures. A clever joke-teller can bring the usual German audience to quite a high pitch of screaming entertainment, rolling out of their seats, and so forth, just by preparing to tell a joke of which the inevitable punch-line must include the word ‘shit’ (sometimes built up to the reduplicative ‘Scheissdreck’), without ever even beginning the joke. This is essentially the technique of the shaggy dog story, playing entirely on the listeners’ nervous expectation and unconscious involvement. I was myself once witness to such a story-telling session, at Cagnes-sur-Mer, France, in 1955, at which a German prince of the most exquisite manners and courtesy evinced only a quite refined amusement, but later expressed his real appreciation by sending me a whole series of scatological postal cards from Italian spas, all turning on the humor of persons unable to get into toilet-cubicles when ‘taken short,’ and beshitting themselves gloriously (shown printed in brown ink).

In the very interesting Four-Letter Word Games: The Psychology of Obscenity (New York, 1967) by the Dutch psychiatrist, Dr. Renatus Hartogs, and Hans Fantel, the concluding chapter, “Dirty Humor,” p. 163-77, notes Dr. Hartogs’ life-long collecting in this field in many countries, and opens with some autobiographical anecdotes demonstrating the anal concentration or touchiness of Dutch and German humor. With this should of course be compared the humor of ‘goosing,’ or tickling the anus of another person with the finger as an allusion to pedication, both in the rough horse-play of men and boys, and on the vaudeville stage for many centuries. The Dutch social historian, J. M. Huizinga, in his Confessions of a European in England (London, 1958) p. 44-5, also gives an anecdote—almost too ‘innocent’ to have been wholly accidental—of having destroyed his own social career in England by erroneously saying pump shit when he meant to use the polite euphemism for urination: pump ship. (The passage is quoted in full in Edward Sagarin’s The Anatomy of Dirty Words, New York, 1962, p. 58-60.) Dr. Hartogs goes on to attempt to typify national characters according to their favorite themes in jokes, p. 167-9, stating:

The main concern in Gallic off-color stories is the refinement and variation of sexual technique … Aside from its main focus on sexual technique, the French dirty joke concerns itself with such corollary subjects as cuckolding and the more amiable aspects of seduction. Amiability, in fact, is the key word in describing most French obscenities. This stands in marked contrast to their Anglo-Saxon equivalents, whose principal trait is one of nastiness and disguised aggression….

Sexual maturation in the context of such a culture [France] is relatively non-traumatic for both men and women. This may well account for the aura of pleasantness in most French sex jokes and their concentration on adult satisfaction, in contrast to the anal-regressive, adolescent, and often cruel sex jokes heard elsewhere.

In England, for example, I was struck by the high proportion of jokes referring to homosexuality. The incestuous component also seems to figure prominently in English jokes, mother-fixations of confirmed bachelors being a standard ingredient.

Oral-genital jokes enjoy high currency in the United States…. The racial antagonisms peculiar to the American environment also find frequent expression in dirty humor.

It may be stated axiomatically that: a person’s favorite joke is the key to that person’s character, a rule-of-thumb all the more invariable in the case of highly neurotic persons. The artless directness with which the joke-teller’s deepest problem is sometimes expressed, under the transparent gauze of the ‘favorite joke,’ is like the acting out of a charade of self-unveiling, or like the sending of a psycho-telegraphic S.O.S. to the audience, whose sympathy and understanding are being unconsciously courted. A woman who had lost a leg during World War II and had to wear an artificial limb, with the unexpected result that perverted men began following her in the subway and whispering sexual invitations to her (that is, to the leg she had lost—as she put it—since they had never paid her any attention before), told as her favorite joke, or rather as the only one she could remember, with the apology: ‘It’s really just a play on words: “Anybody can make a mistake,” as the hedgehog said when he got down off the hairbrush.’ (Paris, 1954.) Her whole sexual tragedy is unconsciously summed up in that one foolish Wellerism, apologizing for the wooden leg that had destroyed her erotic image of herself.

The writing of the present book was inspired, in fact, by another such experience, many years ago, in which again the person telling the joke was a woman, in this case a very respectable Jewish woman of middle age, encouraged to add something at a joke-telling session by her grown-up children and their friends. It should be noted that this woman’s life with her husband was gruellingly unhappy, an unhappiness the children and neighbors all knew about and shared. As usual with amateur joke-tellers, particularly women, she stated that she did not know (or could not remember) any jokes, but finally agreed that she did know one. In fact, it was her favorite, she admitted, but it was ‘too awful’ to tell. On being urged, she told this story, obviously of Middle European origin, though the same story is well known in the United States, with a judge or a marriage counsellor replacing the original rabbi. A man goes to the village rabbi and says he wants to divorce his wife “because she has such filthy habits.” “What are these habits?” the rabbi asks. “Oh, I can’t tell you,” says the man; “it’s too filthy to describe!” The rabbi refuses, under those circumstances, to grant him the divorce. “Well, if I must I must,” says the man. “I’ll tell you. Everytime I go to piss in the sink, it’s always full of dirty dishes.” (Scranton, Pa., 1936.) Other than the obvious level of self-unveiling here, of the woman’s unhappiness with her brutal and egoistic husband, there is perhaps a further level, even better concealed, in which the joke complains of woman’s woes concerning the house hold chores that make her too tired and unready to enjoy her sexual life, here alluded to in almost infantile terms as her husband’s ‘pissing in the sink.’ It is in this fashion, and from this analytic viewpoint, that the present collection has been transcribed and interpreted.




III

What we are dealing with here, in a large number of cases, and what is probably one of the main functions of folk-humor, is an interesting folklore mechanism of great importance and relative frequency, which, as I have never seen it directly discussed, may well be worth a brief comment. It is the rationalization—the attempt to make understandable, or at least believable, even endurable, if only as a ‘joke’—of some highly-charged neurotic situation into which the original folk-teller of the tale has stumbled, or has found himself forced to live, perhaps out of his own (or her own) psychological need. The folktale or joke therefore represents a protective mechanism whereby the seriousness, and even the physical reality, of the situation can be denied and made light of, by telling it—or by accepting some serious original anecdote describing it—simply as a joke; as something allowing the accumulated tension of living this situation, or telling about it, or listening to it, to relieve itself in the harmless but necessary explosion of laughter. This is perhaps the principal function of the creation of humor, and certainly of the accepting of things as humorous, such as cuckoldry, seduction, impotence, homosexuality, castration, death, disease, and the Devil, which are obviously not humorous at all. Sexual humor is a sort of whistling in the dark, like Beaumarchais’ Figaro, who “laughs so that he may not cry.”

An extreme example of the transmutation of what is unendurable in life into the pleasurable experience of humor—of what is a matter of anxiety to believe could really happen, into what is a matter of laughter as an ‘impossibility’ or a ‘joke’—is the ancient and famous folktale, “Cocu, battu et content.” This story first appears in Europe in Boccaccio’s Decameron (1353) Day VII, Tale 7, and was given the above title, by which it is usually known and which ticks off perfectly each of its three essential ‘traits,’ in the Contes et Nouvelles of La Fontaine in 1665. It is one of the most widespread and popular of European folktales, and a Russian version appears as the final story in the Russian Secret Tales (1872) of Aleksandr N. Afanasyev, an erotic supplement to his standard collection Narodnye russkie skazki (Popular Russian Tales, 1855-64). A very full bibliographical note on other European versions of the same story, in many languages, appears in the notes to Afanasyev [attributed to Prof. Giuseppe Pitrè] in Kryptádia 1888, IV. 250-52, now translated in the American edition of Russian Secret Tales (New York: Brussel & Brussel, 1968). Further references to this widespread tale will be found in D. P. Rotunda’s Motif-Index of the Italian Novella (Bloomington, Indiana, 1942) at Motif K1514.4.1, appropriately hidden among Motifs K1210-1599, “Deceptions,” along with several hundred other erotic jokes and folktales that Dr. Rotunda was not permitted to index otherwise under Prof. Stith Thompson’s Motif-Index system at X700, “Humor concerning Sex,” the model on which his Index was based.

From any psychological viewpoint, the story “Cocu, battu et content” is nothing other than a straight description—as though seen by a mocking outsider—of a very obvious sado-masochistic ‘game’ or insincere comedy, involving eventually, as the final situation or ‘pay-off,’ the willing submission to transvestism and flagellation on the part of the husband, elaborately set up by the victim himself (though rationalized, in the Russian version, as being set up by the wife instead: her ‘game’ instead of his), on the pretext of testing the wife’s virtue with the presumed lover, who has intercourse with the wife and administers the beating to the husband. The victim also significantly comes home, half-dead, rejoicing at the mistreatment he has suffered, since this ‘proves’ his wife’s virtue; and he expresses not only his contentment with what has happened to him, but his contentment with her. This is apparently folk-shorthand or expurgation, for the hidden but necessarily implied part of the story, that the husband is now able to be sexually potent with his wife, after he has been desexed (in women’s clothing) and flagellated, as he was not able to be until “cuckolded, beaten and content,” which is presumably why she was unfaithful to him in the first place.

This would be a very good example, if it were a true story instead of a folktale—but it probably was originally a true story, and may even repeat itself spontaneously in real life from time to time, in various countries, including this one—of Dr. Eric Berne’s summing-up, in his sardonically humorous Games People Play (1964), of “The Players,” that: ‘Many games are played most intensely by disturbed [i.e. pre-psychotic] people; generally speaking the more disturbed they are, the harder they play.’ By ‘harder’ Dr. Berne means dangerously and mercilessly, whether to oneself or others. The excuse for this ‘hard-playing’ in the commedia dell’arte con-games of daily life that Dr. Berne describes with desperately penetrating gallows-wit is also to be discerned in the contrary rule that he candidly notes: ‘Curiously enough, some schizophrenics seem to refuse to play games, and demand candidness from the beginning.’ They are not, of course, for all their candidness, any the less schizophrenic. One is reminded of the current beatnik or hippie pose, or ‘beat-Zen’ ethos, of dogged and inconvenient impulsiveness and truth-telling—especially when these hurt or destroy everyone involved—on the pretext of a theoretically total but actually quite false revolt against the ‘conventional lies of civilization’ (Nordau), for which other conventional lies, of anti-civilization, have simply been substituted, such as that the roaring of mountain lions or meaningless vocables strung together are poetry, and that the Marquis de Sade was a great philosopher. (Zen-Sadism?)

As to folktales or jokes, a good rule of thumb might be that those stories in particular may be considered folk-rationalizations, of psychologically disturbed behavior and ‘games,’ which are concerned in their main and pivotal traits with behavior obviously opposed to the cultural norms, or opposed to the individual’s own actual advantage, and regularly appearing only in psychopathic personalities as they are now understood. (See the excellent study by Dr. Hervey Cleckley, The Mask of Sanity, 1950.) Among these abnormal and anti-cultural traits arc, for instance, practically all of those appearing in “Cocu, battu et content,” and in the pornographic fantasies and real case histories which are the truth hidden behind it, and the details it cannot give: the assuming of the clothing of the opposite sex (very common now among Western women, on one pretext or another, in impersonation of men; but still not generally allowed to men), the conniving at sado-masochistic humiliations and tortures, and all the palette of comedy cuckoldry, from wife-sharing to seminal exsufflation. (“Oho!” cries the husband of the barren wife [in another joke], “I’m planting them, but that bugger of a bishop eats them up!”) Eventually the relationship with the ‘other man’ is seen to bulk significantly larger, on a proto-homosexual basis, than the relation with the woman herself, as will be discussed much more fully in Chapter 9, “Adultery.”

Another important area of this sort of folk-rationalization in humor, which cannot be covered in the present volume, is the use of comedy-insanity—‘nut’ or ‘bop’ jokes, ‘sick’ jokes, and all the elaborate non sequiturs, as to shaggy dogs, elephants, &c. (Sometimes these are only half-rationalized, as mere lies or tall-tale exaggerations, or the temporary delirium of drunkenness, as in the ‘nonsense’ rigmaroles and ‘impossibility’ songs of the older folklore.) One such story-type has been excellently handled by Brian Sutton-Smith,” ‘Shut Up and Keep Digging’: The Cruel Joke Series,” in Midwest Folklore (1960) x. 11-22, and a few specifically sexual examples of this type will be given at the opening of Chapter 14 (Second Series), in the section on “Dysphemism.” Any story is relevant that involves the actual mise-en-scène of the insane asylum itself, or any equivalent of it, such as an army induction center, a marriage-counsellor’s (formerly rabbi’s) or physician’s office, or a psychoanalyst’s couch, this last tacitly replacing the older stories’ confessional booth, for only in these may the ‘hidden horrors of the human heart’ be openly avowed, and even there without having to face the analyst or confessor.

In all these stories and lesser forms, the rationalizing purpose of the humorous insanity is to excuse or explain the inexplicable irrationalities of the sane, which are obviously felt by the folk-tellers to be more serious, somehow, and more disturbing—more necessary to be laughed off, in the popular and very exact phrase—than mere insanity. A striking example of this is given in the article, “Texture, Text, and Context,” by Dr. Alan Dundes, in Southern Folklore Quarterly (1964) XXVIII. 259-61, in a joke on three comedy-lunatics who—as the joke carefully spells out its hidden colloquial phrase—literally cannot ‘tell their ass from their elbow,’ or ‘from a hole in the ground.’ (The folklore of the elbow—also the knee, especially of girls—remains to be charted, from the superstitions and divinations connected with kissing one’s elbow, or the proto-masturbatory admonitions about putting nothing larger than the elbow into one’s eye—nor beans up one’s nose: the whole Struwwelpeter set of cautionary horrors—to its appearance in Shakespeare’s Henry V, in the comedy scene, Act II.v, of the French princess’ mispronunciations of obscene Anglo-French homonyms … and ‘elbow.’)

As it happens, this joke is of much earlier provenance than the text collected by Dr. Dundes in 1961. In an earlier form, which I collected from an Italian scientist, it is anti-German (as also in a Yiddish form, on tochus, even older), and the scientific Teuton finally betrays the hollowness of his boasted linguistic science in the punch-line: “Must be scientific! Systematic! German! Got to use your ASS!” (Tapping himself on the forehead.) Many of us, who refuse to forget the ‘scientific’ Vernichtung by the Nazis of six million Jews—and a nearly equal number of Poles, Gypsies, and others—would be glad to believe that the scientific irrationality of our German friends, and their current imitators, is only insanity.

Dr. Dundes follows his version of this story with an extraordinary flyting or ‘crossing’ of horrible castration jokes by two real informants, a husband and wife, in which—in jocular form, of course, and in each other’s presence—each describes having castrated the other by means of a pretended foolish literalism, and further pretends to be carrying around the other’s cut-out organ, which is then offered ‘insanely’ to the listener’s view! The leading line, certainly, in all these insane and insane-asylum variants and charades, as in the older wise-fool jokes, is the idea that one can get away with anything if only one acts crazy enough (Hamlet, Goha, Schweik), and that simply and actually being insane is perhaps the best rationalization of all. We are now becoming aware of the dangerously anti-rational currents in modern life, as a mute and largely unconscious resistance against the dehumanizations of a scientifically-oriented, technocratic society. This is one of them.

The approach to folk-humor suggested here, involving, as it does, difficult assessments of motive and pretext, and at least an attempt at psychological and sociological insight, may nevertheless prove useful in bringing some order out of the chaos of that very large category of folktales and folksongs involving anti-social or anti-natural behavior, especially in the areas of food, sex, scatology, sado-masochism, and their various combinations. Exactly in the style of modern war comic-books and the almost identical secret-agent movies, it is observable that many of the more ferocious Italian novellieri of past centuries, such as Bandello, and the more ruthless fabliaux and folk-ballads, such as “The Eaten Heart” (Child Ballad 269), do not present their materials as jokes or made-up stories at all, but as factual relations concerning the violent and insensate actions of real persons, generally named, and implied to be historical, such as Bluebeard and Rasputin.

What is suggested here is not that all these stories are necessarily true, and personages such as Bluebeard truly historical. (Yet what about Gilles de Retz, an historical psychopath certainly, pinpointed by legend as the original Bluebeard?) What is meant is that these stories and individuals do personify what the tellers and singers well know to be real but inexplicable peculiarities of human behavior, which they are attempting somehow to fit into a rational view of the world, whether as horror or as humor. The original horrible anecdote, secret gossip, or historical fact, working its way down slowly to innocuousness, as nothing more than a nursery rhyme or laughable tale—as with Charles Perrault’s incorporating the legend of Bluebeard into his Contes de ma Mère l’Oye (Mother Goose Tales)—represents an effective and time-tested folk method of dealing with the unbearable abnormalities of human conduct, of which the emotional impact and scars cannot in any other way easily be sloughed off, either by the innocent or sometimes by the guilty.

Nothing further will be said here, in a general way, on these matters. A very full and elaborate chapter, which will in many ways serve as a further historical introduction to the whole field of erotic folk-humor, has already been published in my collection of essays, The Horn Book: Studies in Erotic Folklore and Bibliography (1964) p. 454-93, under the title “Toward a Motif-Index of Erotic Humor.” As to the psychological elements of various jokes and kinds of jokes, it will be necessary to refer to the separate chapters here. As has already been observed, every kind of joke has its own special amateurs, both among tellers and listeners. The reader is forewarned that there is not one Rationale of the Dirty Joke, but many.




IV

The basic float of modern American and British bawdy jokes and other erotic folklore, on which this work is based, has only rarely been recorded in print, and then only in very small part. The principal documentary records are all, without exception, rare or even unique printed volumes and manuscripts, which cannot by any stretch of the imagination be considered to have had any effect whatsoever on the actual oral transmission of their jokes among the thousands or millions of people telling such jokes, of whom only an infinitesimal percentage (or sometimes none) can be presumed to have had access to the printed or manuscript works. The principal printed documents include the erotic British magazine, The Pearl (1879-80), and its various sequels—on which, and on all the following, see the Bibliography at the end of the Second Series—and the very rare printed books, Forbidden Fruit: A Collection of Popular Tales [Scotland, about 1890, only one copy known], The Stag Party [Boston? about 1888, only one copy known], and the unexpurgated Anecdota Americana, Series 1 and 2, of Fliesler and of Smith [New York, 1927-34], both with the fictitious imprint ‘Boston: Humphrey Adams.’

A particular effort has been made to search out manuscript joke-collections which have never been published because of their forth-right unexpurgaiety. Many of these have been found and others are known to exist, though buried in the files of jealous collectors who will not allow them to be seen. Still others have been destroyed by the shocked widows, finding them among their husbands’ papers after their deaths, though it is my studied impression that the widows—for whom everyone has a hard word—do not cause half as much trouble as the jealous and privative book-collectors and soi-disant bibliophiles. Among the manuscripts which have nevertheless been unearthed, the most valuable have been A Treasury of Erotic and Facetious Memorabilia [America, about 1910?—Kinsey Library]; the brief Anecdota Erotica, or Stable Stories (New York, 1924-NYPL: 3*), compiled by the American philologist, Frank J. Wilstach; the exceedingly important “Unprintable” Ozark Folklore volumes (1949-57: Library of Congress, Music Division) of Vance Randolph, and Idaho Barnyard collections (1952) of Kenneth Larson (Indiana University Folklore Archive); and the valuable British compilation, Union Jack (Chelmsford, Essex, 1954), made specifically for the present work by a very good friend. Many more recent collections have been made by students, in the form of Masters’ theses or archived materials, for the Department of Folklore of Indiana University (where the extraordinarily valuable materials of the Institute for Sex Research will now also be found), and of the University of California at Los Angeles, as well as several others, in particular the University of Texas at Austin.

In addition to these primary printed and manuscript collections of modern Anglo-American materials, the entire literature of erotic folklore and folk-humor in other languages has also been very carefully explored, and mapped in part (in The Horn Book, 1964), though certainly not exhaustively researched and collated, which is obviously a bigger job than any one person can reasonably be expected to undertake. As will be seen in certain cases—of which the number could easily be very much increased—historical analogues and Levantine or European ‘originals’ of the jokes here presented are traced as far back, on occasion, as the Greek Astéia or Philogelos, attributed to Hierocles and Philagrius in the 9th century A.D.; the Arabian Nights (10th century), and the derivative Italian novellieri, such as Boccaccio. Most crucial, in the printed history of erotic jokes and humor, are the earliest European jestbook compilers, beginning with Poggio Bracciolini, Heinrich Bebel, and Girolamo Morlini (15th and 16th centuries), all three of whom translated into Latin, the Esperanto of their time—not as expurgation, but for ease of international transmission—the folk-jests they had collected ‘in the vulgar tongue.’

I have already noted, in The Horn Book, p. 462-8, that: One of the most striking characteristics of the jestbooks, their wholesale and inveterate copying from one another, has often been observed, but without ever drawing the clear inference that these collections—which derive mainly from one another, and seldom from coeval folk sources—are not so much being alimented by folk sources as constituting, themselves, a main source of the jokes in oral transmission. As to their copying from one another, that is only one intermediate step in their migrations: from one mouth to another, one book to another, one land to another. Almost the entire French belletristic literature and poetry of the crucial sixteenth century stem from Italy, just as the English literature and poetry of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries take their inspiration from France (only occasionally directly from Italy, via translations, as in Shakespeare’s sources). Of nothing is this more true than of the popular or sub-literary art of humorous tales and jokes, arriving in Italy and Spain in the first place from and during the centuries of the Arab conquest. That is the main bridge for western European folktales and jokes, and any such tale or joke that can be traced at all will generally be found to follow backward this same itinerary: through France, to Italy (or Spain), and thence to the Levant. The Slavonic and Germanic tales do not even make this Western detour, but pass directly up through Asia Minor, via Turkey and Greece, to eastern Europe. This answers the question, tiresomely reiterated, “Who invents jokes?” Jokes are not invented; they are evolved. And they arrive to us from other countries and older civilizations, by way of oral and printed infiltrations over a period of centuries, and along certain massive and rather well delimited cultural highways …

Particular attention should be drawn to three rare works presenting Modern Greek, Arabic, and other Levantine erotic tales and fool-stories: La Fleur Lascive Orientale (‘Oxford’ [Bruxelles: Gay & Mlle. Doucé], 1882), anonymously translated from the originals by J.-A. Decourdemanche, an even rarer English retranslation also existing (‘Athens’ [Sheffield: Leonard Smithers], 1893); Contes Licencieux de Constantinople et de l’Asie Mineure, collected before 1893 by Prof. Jean Nicolaidès, and published after his sudden and mysterious death as the opening volume of a series imitating Kryptádia: “Contributions au Folklore Erotique” (Kleinbronn & Paris: G. Ficker [!], 1906-09, 4 vols.); and especially two modern French chapbooks, one entitled Histoires Arabes (Paris: A. Quignon, 1927), ascribed to an admittedly pseudonymous ‘Khati Cheghlou,’ and its sequel or supplement, Les Meilleures Histoires Coloniales (about 1935). Badly typeset and wretchedly printed, on miserable newsprint paper which will require photographic reduplication to preserve these invaluable works, this truly remarkable collection by the rawi or tale-teller ‘Khati Cheghlou’ (who is believed to have been Albert Josipovici, secretary to the Khedive of Egypt, and co-author with Albert Adès of the superb Livre de Goha le Simple) is the last bloom in the grand proliferation of Levantine humorous tales, other than those included in the Arabian Nights themselves. In the hands of a scholarly annotator, of the stature of the 19th century giants, Child, Chauvin, Pitrè, Wesselski, Bolte, Köhler (but whither are they flown?!) the above works could serve as the Rosetta Stone of the transmission of the extraordinary erotic stories of Ancient Greece to the Arab world, and from the Arab world to Spain, Italy, and the rest of Europe, probably via Jewish migrants and converts, such as ‘Pedro Alfonsi’ (Moshè Sephardi), author of the Disciplina Clericalis, about 1108 A.D., which started the modern Western vogue of fiction.

Owing to the extraordinary increase in chapbook publishing facilities in the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, the paradoxical position was quickly reached where the native or ‘original’ folk content of the jestbooks had most conspicuously dried up and was lacking, at exactly the period of their heaviest printing and greatest circulation, from about 1700 to 1820. This is very similar to the present disaffected position in the popular arts, where, at the very moment of the greatest technological possibility of mass circulation, in print, movies, television, and so forth, the materials so circulated are of an almost total folk falsity wherever they touch, or purport to touch, upon folklore, folk-song, and the like. This situation has been developing generally since the parodying of folksongs in the ballad-operas of the 1730’s, if not since much earlier with the “sacred contrefacts” or religious parodies set to folk tunes at the very beginning of the Protestant Reformation. The influence of the later jestbooks must, in the same way, be assessed as in large measure bogus or fakeloristic—to use the term that has now ‘passed into the language’—pumping tired and undesired jokes into a disgruntled audience that would really have preferred something native and ‘new.’

Not until the Wild West humor of the American almanacs of the 1850’s, and slightly earlier, and the frontier journalism of the John Phoenix and Mark Twain type, was this ‘new’ element rediscovered: the ancient art of telling tales and spinning whoppers in a droll and leisurely fashion. But by then it was impossible to re-inject this element into the jokebooks, which continued to retail all the ancient chestnuts without any but unimportant dialect or costume changes, as for instance the burnt-cork blackface of the bogus ‘Nigger’ minstrels; while the Twains, the Nasbys, and the other authentic native humorists had to make their careers in journalism and on the lecture platform (now radio and TV) instead.

The almost total disaffection of the audience came rapidly, after the expurgation of the jestbooks in the Anglo-Saxon culture in about the 1830’s, on the wave of moralistic reaction and repression preceding and attempting to avert the revolutions of the 1840’s. The expurgated jokes thereafter to be found in the English-language jokebooks and chapbook series (such as those of Wehman and the Ottenheimers until World War I, and Haldeman-Julius and Shomer until World War II) and in the dreary joke-columns of humorous journals of the period, such as Punch, later Life, the Literary Digest, and the college-humor magazines, have become increasingly different—not only in matter but in form—from the older tales and jokes. The folk nerve has been almost completely cut. Page after page and at machine-gun speed, these publications shoot out their hopeless puns and ‘one-liners,’ with less and less emphasis on art in the telling, or in fact on almost any verbal art; and with more and deeper reliance on improbable and even maniacal situations (the modern “sick” and “bop” jokes), on the accompanying illustration—which finally becomes everything, as in the comic books and The New Yorker—on hostile repartee and the ‘quickie’ format, and most of all on the brief and unsatisfying climactic pleasure of the verbal explosion or punch-line. Visibly dying, this sort of shrill and counterfeit slapstick is almost unrecognizable as the reliques or effluvia of folktales.




V

Very recently, and in response to the ‘New Freedom’ stemming from the 1930’s U.S. court decisions liberating James Joyce’s Ulysses, then—after a long pause—D. H. Lawrence’s Lady Chatterley’s Lover, Henry Miller’s Tropic of Cancer, and even the two-century-old secret classic, Cleland’s Fanny Hill (on the first day of Spring, 1966); the chapbook purveyors and jokebook compilers have attempted a comeback for erotic humor, realizing finally that it had now at last become possible, in the United States, openly to publish the unexpurgated folk-humor which had been exiled from their pages for over a century, since the great pre-Revolutionary cleanup of the 1830’s in England. (French jokebooks were never cleaned up. See my collection of 120 modern items at Ohio State and S.F.P.L.) Thus it comes about that most of the current ‘men’s magazines,’ and their side-publications of Adult Stag Humor books and so forth, now resolutely attempt a men’s joke column, of theoretically sexual ‘stag’ jokes, which are, however, excruciatingly expurgated and still at the pussyfooting level of the large colored photographs of nude women, in which the same magazines actually specialize, still hiding their pubic hair as in the worst mid-Victorian kitsch of Biedermeyer and Bouguereau.

The truth of the matter seems to be that folk materials, and especially folk-humor of any authentic kind, do not and cannot flourish in the grubby environments of competitive and exploitative fakelore publication, of which the whole art has been nothing other than grotesque falsification for centuries. Whether dressed up in printed disguise, in the floppy quarto format and glossy paper of the ‘quality’ magazines, or soaring through the bullshit empyrean of movies, radio, television, and the other frankly propagandistic ‘mass media’ (for which the advertisers pay the freight and call the tune), folk-humor of this synthetic type has no real audience, no viability, and no future. It is relevant to quote here, I think, the conclusion of my article “Who Owns Folklore?” (1962), the applicability of which has certainly not diminished, but rather increases daily:

The replacement of the arts of literature and the stage, since the First World War, by movies, radio, television, disc- and tape-recordings, and other mechanical substitutes and succedanea for the living experience, still in the womb of Time, has operated principally as a mass premium for mass illiteracy and passivity, and has had the effect, owing to the monumental and reduplicative censorships under which it staggers, not of making human communication more easy, more broad and instantaneous—as advertised—but of making it impossible, except for sexless and synthetic art, sadistic entertainments, and falsified information that no rational person wants to see broadcast at all…. When every human emotion or folk expression must be broken on the wheel beforehand, as the sine qua non of public performance, and forcibly reduced to the simultaneously watered-down and jazzed-up fakelore and kitsch, until nothing remains but pre-fabricated 12/14/2007 8:50:06 PMhuman process cheese, wafted over with a garlic belch about the ‘common man,’ it seems almost unnecessary to observe that what passes for folklore and folksong—and of this folk—cannot possibly be anything under these circumstances but the most pitiful travesty.


Prof. Marshall McLuhan of Fordham University has lately made himself the St. Peter of the so-called mass media. Having denied them thrice, in the pages of Dwight Macdonald’s Politics and my own magazine, Neurotica, in the 1950’s, anatomizing and anathematizing them in slashing style; he has now heard the cock crow, where he sits warming himself by the fire (Luke, xxii. 55-60), and he has gone out and wept bitterly and publicly for his past lack of faith. He has made himself now the arch-disciple—and eventual Pope?—of these same mass media, in several works of which the most popular is entitled Understanding Media (1964), and of which the actual message—delightedly received by the ‘media’ whipmasters—is that nobody (least of all Prof. McLuhan) can understand them, and that they had jolly well better be taken on faith because they exist and are electrical, and also there is a hell of a lot of money tied up in them. In other words, like Tertullian in his reply to the Emperor Septimius Severus, he believes in them because they are absurd.

Thus, like a new Dr. Pangloss, Prof. McLuhan finds that all the cultural atrocities he once excoriated now somehow add up to a gloriously rosy future and the ‘Best of all possible worlds.’ And he accepts implicitly as gospel—and thus begs all of us faithfully to accept as the new and evolving human culture—not only all the worst and most anti-human mechano-cultural drivel and detritus of our century, and every kind of advertising propaganda and mass-muddlification technique (at their sinister best in wartime, of course), but also every new and as-yet unborn form of Pop-culch, Pop-art, Put-On art, and down to the lowest varieties of electro-mechanical kitsch and quatsch—which is the stuff that even people who like kitsch admit is lousy. Understandably phrased (something at which Prof. McLuhan does not shine, for all his titular pretensions), what ‘The medium is the message’ really means is, as Mary McCarthy has put it—and better—though not referring specifically to McLuhan (in Fact, 1964, No. 1, p. 7) : ‘Writing about mass culture for a mass audience [is] the mirror on the ceiling of the whorehouse.’

With these fruity exotica of the popular-culture industry, which is a good deal older than Gutenberg’s mere five hundred years, and at least as old as organized religion (note, for example, the profitable sale of silver shrines of the decayed ‘virgin-mother’ goddess, Diana of Ephesus, recorded in the Acts of the Apostles, xix. 24-7, as competing with the new Christian religion about the year A.D. 55), we have fortunately hardly to concern ourselves. Almost nothing of what has appeared publicly in print in English, until the last half dozen years, in the way of sexual folklore and humor—and certainly even less of what has been offered by the competing ‘media’ (read: religions) of motion pictures, radio, television, and mere printed paper—has had in it even the slightest truth or validity as the folklore it might pretend to be; and precious little humor either, if the truth be told, for all the laughs laboriously milked out of pre-warmed audiences by means of large signs held up out of TV-camera range, marked “LAUGHTER” and “APPLAUSE,” in cynical contempt for the slob mentality of such audiences.

Of the rest—the authentic material—all of it has appeared either in privately printed quasi-pornographica obviously out of the economic reach of the real folk audience, or else in gruellingly expurgated form in the humor columns of magazine-digest magazines, and in the ‘men’s’ leg-art and humor reviews directed to post-adolescent male readers, by whom in fact these very materials have usually been sent in (in unexpurgated form), and to whom this watered-down retransmission can only be considered a form of adulterated industrial feedback.

It should be particularly observed that remarkable materials can still be collected in the Hispanic cultures of Mexico and of South America, and particularly in Greece and the Levant, in the way of erotic—and other—humor and folklore. These would well repay any folklorist who will set out to find them. The drying up of folk-sources which is so palpable at many levels in the English-speaking world (and not only as to erotic folklore, bien entendu), has ‘progressed’ much more slowly in these other cultures, owing specifically to their jealous clinging to their national heritage, language, and peculiarities, and to their purposeful rejection of the American melting-pot ideal of the turn of the 20th century. It is precisely this mistaken ideal, and its frightened rejection of all non-American national and historical past, that has so badly enfeebled American folklore—as the one outstanding example of this enfeeblement—in the struggle to hold its own against the encroachments and replacements by the popular-culture synthetic kitsch of movies, radio, television, the entertainment industry in general, and almost all the pop-level ‘printed matter’ offered for sale, from fakelore ‘treasuries’ both textual and pictorial, right down to humorous hate-cards and fake-révolté or fake-sentimental lapel-buttons, bumper-stickers, and the patriotico-propagandistic postage stamp cancellations, such as the never-to-be-forgotten government-sponsored “REPORT OBSCENE MAIL TO YOUR POSTMASTER” of the early 1960’s in the United States. And the equally insincere and mock-religious official stamp-cancellation: “PRAY FOR PEACE”—meanwhile assiduously making war.




VI

A word as to the transcription system used for the jokes in the present work, and the indexing system intended to be their key.

As almost no collection of jokes has ever been published, in any language, in the exact words in which they were heard told, even in the case of very recent works based on phonographic and magnetic-tape transcriptions, it has not seemed essential to devote the great amount of space necessary to quoting all the jokes at full length, either as collected in the field (usually in ornately long form), or as given in the printed sources where versions (usually expurgated) may have appeared. The loss of many various authentic personal and humorous touches thus occasioned is of course regretted, but again the real intention here is not to entertain, but to record and interpret. Certain stories have been supplied in manuscript by other collectors, and are here printed verbatim, in particular the baker’s dozen of stories—written down within a few hours of hearing them told, by the outstanding Ozark folklorist, Mr. Vance Randolph, for his unpublished collection, Pissing in the Snow, and Other Ozark Folktales (MS. 1954), from which he has given his special and very kind permission to select and to quote in full these extraordinary texts, and one other, “The Magic Walking Stick,” a ‘talking-vagina’ story collected since.

Unless, therefore, a joke text in the present volume is set off from the rest of the page by indentation at both sides, or is printed in whole or in part within single quotation marks, it is always to be construed as rewritten in the present tense—and usually very much abbreviated—by the editor, even though cited to a printed work. Touches not appearing in the printed sources are added (parenthetically) from field-collected texts. Though this has been done quite sparingly, it is admitted to here so that there will be no semblance of falsifying the historical record. It should be understood very clearly that any printed sources not unmistakably signboarded as having been quoted verbatim, by means of indentation or by single quotation marks, are cited only for the terminal value of their DATE, as proving that a given joke was certainly then in existence—and probably in oral circulation—in a form reasonably close to that printed here. The correct and complete original text is, of course, available in the printed work cited, for anyone who cares to look it up.

All citations will be found fully amplified in the Bibliography at the end of the Second Series. The frequent citations ‘1:’ and ‘2:’ refer to the most important modern American published collection of erotic jokes, Anecdota Americana, issued in New York in 1927 with the fictitious imprint of ‘Boston,’ a work which in this original edition was collected and written by Mr. Joseph Fliesler, at that time publicity director for UFA Films. The second series, issued with the same title and ‘Boston’ imprint [by Smith, in New York] but with the date 1934, was not edited by Mr. Fliesler and is entirely different in tone, being far less broadly humorous and much more prone to the merely nasty. The expurgated work under the same title, edited and published by Mr. Samuel Roth, with imprint ‘New York,’ in 1933 (revised further as The New Anecdota Americana, 1944), has been referred to as infrequently as possible, and is mentioned here only to avoid any confusion with the original work that it imitates.

Aside from texts from print, field-collected jokes in the present work are indicated by the place and date of collection in parentheses at the end of each text. The two most common locations, New York City and Washington, D.C., are indicated by the initials N.Y. and D.C. respectively. Other than these necessary precisions as to source, both printed and oral, the scholarly apparatus will be found to have been kept here to a minimum. The real and intended emphasis of this research has been throughout on the authentic and unexpurgated presentation of the jokes, and on die serious interpretation of them thus made possible from the socio-analytic and psychoanalytic points of view.

American folklorists and many abroad have long been hampered, both in their researches and in communication with one another, by the lack of a motif-index or tale-type analysis of erotic folktales, jokes, and humor generally. This is mainly due to the fact that the whole erotic and scatologic area of folklore has been evaded in print by almost all academic English-speaking folklorists until very recently, in fact until the “Symposium on Obscenity in Folklore,” delivered before the combined American Folklore Society and Modern Language Association in Philadelphia, December 28, 1960, and published—with regrettable and inappropriate expurgations—in the Journal of American Folklore (July 1962) vol. 75: p. 187-265. My own address, delivered at this Symposium in absentia as its principal portion (though very much abridged), is printed in full in The Horn Book, p. 237-88, under the title “Misconceptions in Erotic Folklore.” The fact is there emphasized in some detail that not only the English-speaking folklorists and journal-editors have been recalcitrant to publish the unfalsified folk-record where the collected material is verbally erotic or ‘obscene,’ but that the open prudery of the Finnish folklore movement since the turn of the 20th century, and especially of its followers in America, has been even more debilitating.

As is well known, the Motif-Index of Folk-Literature by Prof. Stith Thompson of Indiana, in both its original edition (1932-36) and later revision (Copenhagen, 1955-58, in six volumes), and the many other motif-indexes based on the Thompson system, rigorously omit—or appear to omit—all classification of motifs in erotic and scatologic humor, allotting to this subject the numbers X700-799, “Humor Concerning Sex,” but leaving these almost entirely blank, with the following note refusing any further responsibility:

Thousands of obscene motifs in which there is no point except the obscenity itself might logically come at this point, but they are entirely beyond the scope of the present work. They form a literature to themselves, with its own periodicals and collections. In view of the possibility that it might become desirable to classify these motifs and place them within the present index, space has been left … for such motifs.


D. P. Rotunda, in reprinting this note in his Motif-Index of the Italian Novella in Prose (1942) p. 214n, adds the somewhat restive codicil: ‘I quote this note from Professor Thompson … upon whose classification this Index is based. I agree that some line must be drawn, although some may question its allocation, and I leave the space free.’ The question of allocation is evidently difficult. Another culture than our own might prefer to include the obscene motifs, and omit the hundreds of descriptions of horrible murders and sadistic mutilations at the sigla Q400, “Kinds of Punishment,” and “S.—Unnatural Cruelty”, “Revolting Murders or Mutilations”, “Abandoned or Murdered Children,” in the work of both Thompson and Rotunda, in which motifs there is certainly no point except the sadism itself. As I have made this particular cultural contradiction and intellectual blind-spot the subject of an independent work, Love & Death: A Study in Censorship (1949), with fuller details of its application to the subjects of folksong and folklore in The Horn Book, p. 347-52, there seems no point in pursuing it further here.

It has proved entirely impossible to fit the sprawling body of erotic and scatologie folktales and jokes—even those of America and Britain over the last century—into the exact hundred index-numbers or sigla, X700-799, reserved for the world literature of this subject in Prof. Thompson’s Motif-Index of Folk-Literature, with an unnavigable break in the exact middle, at X750-760, for jokes on old maids and courtship. Nevertheless, so far as has been practicable, without making the present text unreadably clumsy and plodding, the effort has seriously been made to organize the entire collection of over five thousand jokes (of which only about one-third are given here, selected as most representative) on a framework roughly of a tale-type or motif-index character. The indexing, and thus the sequence of the text, turns however on the psychological nexus or key to each story—the essential element without which it cannot exist—rather than solely on such merely formal or fortuitous elements as the age, nationality, or profession ascribed to the actors in the particular version of the story collected, which is the one worst fault of most existing folktale indexes. The approach is closest to Aarne’s Types of the Folktale (Helsinki, 1961), with its invaluable bibliographical references.

In any case, the sterility of any unorganized presentation of the jokes by themselves, without any systematic framework or attempted analytic annotation, has always been clear, particularly in regard to sexual humor. Without some such framework or logical sequence, and some meaningful approach to the evident historical and psychological undercurrents, so difficult and emotionally-charged a subject matter cannot easily be brought into understandable form. Any single chapter here will demonstrate the logical development made possible by means of this approach, and, I think, its superiority to the usual helter-skelter compilation.

No competition is intended with the usual unorganized collections of tales and jokes, whether ‘clean’ or ‘dirty.’ Of these, the proposed audience—and the compilers’ purpose—has always been signally obscure, since the Astéia of Hierocles and Philagrius in the 9th century A.D. It is possible that such collections simply represent their compilers’ repertoire and other collectanea, and that the act of publication is intended as a method of telling their jokes to audiences larger than those available in person, with all the usual satisfactions. Anyone who has seen professional music-hall and nightclub comedians ‘working’—as, earlier, in vaudeville and burlesque—for example the late Lenny Bruce, whose specialty was the purposely shocking and obscene, will understand the obvious need that the performer has for the audience, whose presence and response (that shriving laughter!) are a pre-condition of the joke-teller’s inspiration, the same mechanism where-by a bird soars on rising currents of air.

Few jokebook compilers, whether professional humorists or among the academic folklorists, have ever been able to resist the temptation of taking personal possession of the jokes, by adding a few flowers of their own rhetoric, or wry and imaginative touches of their own brand, to their orally-collected texts. This is certainly their right—‘Even folklorists are a kind of folk,’ as has been said—but few of them have ever had the echt folk touch. Best of all, and least intrusive, was perhaps the great Humanist and bibliophile, Poggio, private secretary (i.e. ghost-writer) to seven Popes in the 15th century, who travelled all over Europe on the eve of the invention of printing, searching fervidly in the libraries of medieval monasteries ‘after the manuscripts of lost works by ancient authors,’ to be delivered eventually to the LIFE BEYOND LIFE (Milton’s Areopagitica) of the printed page; and who at die age of fifty-five—after having had fourteen illegitimate children—married an eighteen-year-old girl, the beautiful Vaggia de’ Buondelmonti, with whom he was exceedingly happy and by whom he had five further sons and a daughter. Poggio is remembered today for none of his great works, but for the Facetiæ he wrote at the age of seventy (the manuscript is dated 1451 at No. 240), in which he showed himself the first and most important joke-collector and editor of modern times. In this collection of two hundred and seventy-three tales, gathered in his travels and told in the Bugiale, or ‘laboratory for fibs’ of the papal secretaries, the older Arab-Italian novella, or lengthy folktale, is seen changing to the brief modern facezia or joke—punch-line and all.




VII

Duplications of jokes are inevitable in such a work as this, where the main effort has not been to present the jokes simply as humor, but to create a logical and analytic framework on which these and other jokes—to be collected later, possibly by other researchers—might be brought together. There has been no hesitation about giving the same story twice, under two different subject headings, where two or more important elements were involved, but in such cases different texts have generally been selected from different printed works or field-collections, rather than printing exact duplicates. Few jokes are really ever exact duplicates, not only because of minor variations over the centuries, or from mouth to mouth, but because of conscious refashioning by the tellers to suit their own psychological bent. A good example is the story with the verbal climax “Ad-lib!” or “Fake it!” in Series Two, in the chapter on Prostitution, section in, part 3, “Oragenital Acts,” where, in two versions of what is visibly the same story, the entire meaning is shifted: one version is of the ultimate humiliation of a blonde prostitute by a blasé Indian prince; the other is an amusing misadventure in a perfectly mutual love-passage between a musician and a woman in the audience who has sought him out after being excited by his playing of the lovers’ pastoral during a performance of Tristan & Isolde. These two versions do not appeal to the same sort of person—or even to the same sexes!—and certainly were not evolved by the same sort of persons, though both may very well have been musicians. The two versions are nevertheless printed together and confronted, since their nexus or pivotal turning point (the oragenital and musical lapse) is identical.

In the following chapter (12), in Series Two, the opposite situation will be seen. One tale reprinted in all editions of the Oeuvres badines of the 18th-century French erotic poet, Alexis Piron, which is still often collected in English, is that which he presents in conte-en-vers form as “Le Placet” (The Petition): A nobleman, to whom a petition is submitted by a pretty young girl, will not stay to read it but seduces her forthwith, only to find—on finally reading her ‘placet’—that it is a complaint against the doctor who was not able to cure her of venereal disease. This same story is retold by François de Neufchâteau, at the time of the French Revolution, as “La Consultation épineuse,” with the nobleman modified to a mere lawyer, and the crashing venereal disease climax softened down to: The girl sobs continuously that the man she is complaining of had done “that and more, and more, and more”—to wit, he had started all over, which the lawyer finds himself unable to do. Neufchâteau’s version has in turn been reprinted as the first piece in Le Parnasse Hippocratique of “Docteur Minime” (1884), omitting the poet’s name in the reprint of 1896 and in various other sly ways palming off the consultation referred to as medical rather than legal. As collected in America in recent years, the story is invariably told about a priest in confession, with the ‘more, and more’ or ‘worse, and worse’ element taken precisely from Neufchâteau, but returning to the venereal disease dénouement of the Piron tale. Priest: “What worse could he do than that?!” “Father,” says the weeping girl, shaking down her skirt, “he gave me the clap.”

This is again a very good example of the difficulty of teasing out the really essential or pivotal point of any joke, a difficulty often due (as here) to the changes in protagonist undergone during the transmission and migrations of the joke. It is obvious that this tale, as nowadays told and collected in America, could and probably would be motif-indexed under Thompson’s system at V20, “Confession of Sins,” owing to the recent and irrelevant turn of its being cast in anti-clerical and anti-confessional form. It is equally obvious that it does not really belong there. Even if indexed not by personnel, but by the particular form of the climax collected, the Piron ‘original’ and the Neufchâteau modification of this identical tale might easily be widely separated under the Thompson system, at Q240, “Sexual Sins Punished,” for the first, and possibly J1367, “Impotent Suitor Rejected,” for the second.

From the operative point of view, of the nexus on which the story unchangingly turns, the real subject is seen to gravitate around the sudden climactic surprise or reversal, the Greek para prosdokian, the unexpected, closely related to Thompson’s motifs X0-99, “Humor of Discomfiture.” From the same position, all of the Thompson sigla, X200-599, “Humor of Social Classes,” and X600-699, “Humor Concerning Races or Nations,” and much of P400, “Trades and Professions”—representing about half of his whole treatment of the section “X.—Humor,” other than those motifs taken bodily from the manuscript of Ernest Baughman’s Type/Motif Index of the Folktales of England and North America (The Hague, 1966)—ought probably to be withdrawn and reclassified by the operative element, instead of the largely irrelevant and fluid personnel of nations, classes, and professions.

One particularly valuable result of the historical and geographical method in dealing with jokes—as opposed to die shotgun multiplication of motif-listings from various sources and disparate cultures—is the light it sheds and the assistance it very often provides, as in the “Placet” example, in integrating and tracing the real or pivotal motif, and separating this from the merely confusing background elements of personnel, punch-lines, and other adventitious trappings and ‘gimmicks’ forming part of the tellers’ private art, which are transmitted later by the audience in good faith as somehow essential to the tale itself. This is the identical problem, or mystery, of the transmission of folksongs, in which every singer clings to, and generally imagines he is repeating, his version of a song word-for-word and note-for-note as he learned it—this being the only ‘right’ version—yet every version is different.

It should be clearly understood that the present collection has, in all cases of conflict, sacrificed textual length of the jokes to brevity, and the motif-index approach to the superior necessities of the parallel socio-psychological annotation. The identification of types and mechanisms of folk-humor has also been given precedence over any strict index approach. Undeniably, tberefore, a good many of the jokes given here—intended to illustrate either the introductory portions of the chapters or special points as to form or technique of humor, rather than of subject-matter—at unlikely locations in the text must frankly be considered ‘misplaced’ even on their own system. But it has been thought more important for the present work—which is, after all, the first extended interpretive effort in this difficult field—to carry its own cross-references with it in this way, rather than try to create a rigidly patterned index system which might be of use, or even interest, only to specialists in folktale classification, or to persons mainly interested in ‘safely’ handling the living experience of erotic folklore in a non-living fashion, by means of the classificational pigeon-holes and jargonesque tongs which have been the curse of folklore study until now. A great deal more is said about this matter, and with a great deal more violent detail, in The Horn Book (1964) p. 237-88: the article “Misconceptions in Erotic Folklore,” especially in its last twenty-four pages, to which the interested reader is urgently referred.




VIII

The motif-index or framework proposed here employs only two numbers, or at most three, separated by periods, to designate each specific subject, joke-type, or group of themes. These are the Arabic chapter-number, followed by a Roman numeral indicating the main sections of each chapter. If necessary, a final (decimal) number is added referring to the subsection. The complete reference or motif-index number, for any given subject or joke-type, is, for example, 4.111, or 10.V.6, depending on whether or not subsections have been made. This is not complicated and will be found easy to use. Obviously it will not lead directly to any specific joke, but: it is not intended to do so. It is intended to index joke-themes and motifs. It does not index the jokes.

This system also leaves room for the supplementary or omitted motifs that will certainly be discovered later, which can then be added at the open ends of the main (Roman-numeralled) sections, in the relevant chapters, in the form of additional decimal subsections, such as 10.V.7, 10.V.8, and so forth. The exact logical position in the thematic development will not always be possible to achieve in this way, but for practical purposes it is close enough. The definitive and ‘complete’ motif-index of erotic humor still remains for the future. The caution must already be voiced that additional motif-numberings such as those just proposed, by means of new decimal subsections, should be conscientiously distinguished from any attempt at numbering the jokes, which is neither necessary nor desirable. An example of what should perhaps be avoided is Prof. Thompson’s inclusion at X910-1815, “Humor of Lies and Exaggerations,” of several hundred tall-tales picked up bodily from Baughman’s manuscript, where they are simply consecutively numbered. This is not motif-indexing, or, if it is, it goes much too far in the direction of simply numbering the jokes. From that to mock-systematic boondoggling with one’s materials, or running them through Hollerith hole-punching machines (the dehumanized ‘Finnish system’ of studying folklore) with the notion that one is learning something in that way, is but a step.

If it should ever really seem useful to coordinate the present index-system of erotic humor with the Thompson Motif-Index, at the blank purposely left there to receive it at X700, this can perhaps be done most simply by translating the present Roman numerals into Arabic form, and then adding—or imagining—the sigla ‘X70’ (NOT ‘X700’) at the beginning of each subject-reference of which the chapter number is below 10, and ‘X7’ for chaps. 10 and above: 4.111 thus becoming X704.3, and 10.V.6 becoming X710.5.6. (The two section-titles ventured in this area by Prof. Thompson, X750 “Jokes on old maids,” and X760, “Jokes on courtship,” would thus not be disturbed. Unfortunately, it is their obtrusive existence that has made it impossible to use the allotted hundred numbers X700-799 in a straightforward way, owing to the interruption they create at the exact center of any logical development, in which for example, “Jokes on courtship” would certainly come much closer to the beginning of any systematic presentation of sexual folklore. The six old-maid stories Prof. Thompson details, as his only subheadings, X751-756, are also far more fully documented in his own edition of Antti Aarne’s Types of the Folktale, Helsinki, 1961, at Types 1475-1499, there including a dozen further old-maid stories—for which he proposes no motif-numbers at all.)

It will be observed that the present system really only employs the first fifteen digits available to it in the Thompson system, one for each chapter-number here, which can thus be added to the Thompson system, if desired, as sections X701-715. The sigla X700 and all the others from X716 through X799 (excepting always those old maids being courted at X750-760), are left open for introductory or supplementary materials that it may seem desirable to add later. Actually, the first fifteen digits have proved quite sufficient, and should continue to do so, by means of the decimal additions proposed above.

To assist as unobtrusively as possible with the subject or index framework offered here, every left-hand page of text carries its chapter number in the inner corner of the top margin, with the section numeral (in Roman numerals), and the subsection number, if any, following along in the top margin of the right-hand page facing. Thus, the upper inner corners of every two facing pages show the complete subject-reference or index-number for the subject being treated at that point. This is as invisible as an index system can be, and still be of any practical use. It is also less complicated than it may sound, as a glance at any page-opening in the text will show. These index-numbers are further set off [in square brackets] to avoid any possible confusion with the page-numbers at the outer corners of the same running headlines, and they can simply be overlooked unless needed, exactly as page-numbers are overlooked.

This is certainly all very clumsy, though perhaps not any more so than the whole idea of indexing or referring to Cinderella’s symbolic slipper or Hans Carvel’s even more symbolic ring by numbers in the first place. Some of the existing indices on die Aarne-Thompson system also add half the alphabet of capital letters after the number (for example, Types 1698A-through-N), sometimes with sub-coefficients in addition (Types 1525H1-4), and up to three asterisks, as in Types 1539**, “Truth-telling Member” [i.e. vagina!] and 1542**, ‘formerly 1542*,’ “The Maiden’s Honor”—which the tailor-trickster promises to sew on for her—as well as Motifs of such numerical complexity as G303.16.19.17.1, for Rabelais’ “Papefiguière.” (K83.1). Prof. Thompson also notes, p. 8, that without the improved amenities of his new edition of Aarne, ‘these asterisks might occasionally increase to twelve or fifteen.’ This obviously requires only the addition of the area- and zip-codes, and possibly die joke-teller’s social security number and checkbook (magnetic) code as well, to become a joke itself.

This has already been seen happening, as long ago as Octave Mirbeau’s La 628-E8, in 1908—with its scandalous and gruesome dossier concerning the death of Balzac, suppressed in most copies—and Hugo Gernsback’s early utopian science-fiction hero, Ralph 124C41+. (A rebus.) Even more to the point are the numbered hero and heroine of Cyril Connolly’s “Year Nine” (1938, reprinted in Dwight Macdonald’s Parodies: An Anthology, 1960, p. 386-91), the brief and powerful satire on which Orwell’s 1984 is based—Orwell’s other ‘sources’ are listed in my The Fake Revolt, 1967, p. 20, and in The Horn Book, p. 317 Connolly’s “Year Nine” is itself certainly the masterpiece of 20th-century black humor, quite aside from its quality as parody, of which another recent high-point is the same writer’s “Bond Strikes Camp,” which rips the mask off the endemic homosexuality of spy-thrillers—and spies. Openly presented as humor, there is also at the folk level the joke about jokes told by their numbers, satirizing the anti-human mechanization and intended total numeralization and soul-eating of modern technocratic culture—IBM syndrome, or ‘technosis,’ the new disease.

A variant of this theme also exists in which: The efficiency-expert compulsively counts the number of cows in a herd, as seen from a moving train, by counting their teats and dividing by four. (Collected: Minneapolis, Minn. 1944.) Many other anti-mathematical and anti-machine folktales of a non-erotic kind are also now being created such as: The high-speed computer that is pitted against a Japanese abacus—and loses, which is stated to have been a true occurrence in the 1950’s (but that’s all been ‘bugged out’ now), and: The professor at Princeton demonstrating the use of the slide-rule to his class in Atom-Bomb Engineering I, by multiplying together at high speed—always at high speed—any two numbers called out. A ‘voice from the back of the room’ [that anonymous folk-hero] calls out, “Two times two!” The professor zips this into his slide-rule and announces, “Three, point, nine, nine, nine, nine, eight; but let’s call it four.” (N.Y. 1952.)

This is in any case a lot less funny than some of the perfectly serious manifestations of the new disease, ‘mathematical technosis,’ now being impressed upon us, such as zip-codes and check-routing magnetic numbers a foot long, against which the grass-roots rebellion has already started, among the folknik or folklore-revival young people, of inventing sardonic or obscene telephone-exchanges, such as MEgalith-2 or FUckhead-7, to replace the demanded three-number substitution for human names, and having these on their stationery.

Lest it be thought that the present writer foolishly imagines himself free of any taint of this disease (struggling daily, as he must, under the gross tonnage of sixty thousand index-cards and some ten thousand books!) it should be observed that the present work is also provided with its own seven-number identification band, eventually replacing both its name and the author’s—as are most books now openly published in the United States—under the polite euphemism of the ‘Library of Congress Catalog Card Number’ on the back of the title-page. In the same way (if small things may be compared with great) the Third New International Merriam-Webster Dictionary, the biggest in the world, is outfitted with heavy, ugly typographical dots at the end of each definition. All this for the diplomatically unavowed and perhaps partly unconscious purpose of eventually ‘processing’ every printed piece of paper in the world for feeding, in microfilm form, into reading machines which have unfortunately not yet been invented, but which—when they are invented—are presumably going to do every bit of the world’s library-reference work automatically and AT HIGH SPEED (while the machine-tenders go out for a smoke in the toilet, and tell dirty jokes), including not only all necessary mechanical collating and confrontation, but also the psychological and sociological interpretation, not to mention the artistic and human evaluation, of course.




IX

An apology is perhaps necessary for some of the more allusive section-titles and subject headings used in the present work. Where these are not entirely self-explanatory, the opening pages of the material involved will generally show just what is meant. Such allusive and colloquial titles are not intended to be witty or extravagant, and are certainly not offered with the intention of creating a new jargon, or gobbledygook terminology, of a purported new science. They have simply been found, over the course of many years of working with these materials and attempting to make some sense out of the chaotic literature of jestbooks and erotic folktales, to be quite superior on any mnemonic basis to the usual, more precise anthropological or psychoanalytic terms. They are certainly more likely to be recollected when searching for a specific joke, or trying to ‘place’ one in the system; and that is their purpose. Every assistance is necessary in dealing with a subject-matter so complex, and no numerical system alone—no matter how simple or how complete—will be found as helpful as such classic popular iconologies or subject-typifications as “Father Time,” “The Widow of Ephesus,” “The Weeping Bitch” (Type 1515), “Cinderella’s slipper,” or “Hans Carvel’s ring.” In any case, as all language and communication is based on the arbitrary allotment and recognition of certain conventional meanings for, and responses to, chosen combinations of sounds or signs, it has seemed desirable in the present first attempt at analyzing this difficult subject-matter to get there fustest with the mostest in creating the necessary descriptive or allusive labels.

As a substitute for any further joke-index, and to avoid creating too cluttered a typographical presentation, the full analytic Table of Contents is given, in the form of a Subject-Index, at the end of each volume or series here. It is hoped that this will be found to offer a self-sustaining and coherent key to the principal themes of erotic jokes and humorous erotic folklore in the Anglo-Saxon culture (America and Great Britain) since about 1870, the modern era beginning with the end of the American Civil War. It will also perhaps offer at least a working basis for indexing, eventually, the erotic and scatologic humorous folklore of other European cultures since the 15th century, including that of Russia (recorded in major part from oral tradition, in Prof. Friedrich S. Krauss’ yearbooks of erotic folklore, Kryptádia and Anthropophytéia, and their various supplementary volumes), as the many historical parallels and cognate tales given here from non-English-speaking countries certainly imply. Much remains to be done in the drawing of such parallels, but, again, this has proved extremely difficult owing to the omission of almost all the materials as to sexual humor from the motif-indexes hitherto published on the Thompson system. Aside from the study of Krauss’ series and his imitators’, there are all the novellieri and the European jestbooks, many of these superbly edited by Wesselski and others, and the endless folktale collections to which the key is Bolte & Polívka’s Anmerkungen zu Grimm (1913-31).

The interpretations offered in the present text, and the side-subjects explored (with their own bibliographical references included), are the only contribution the editor has attempted to make, other than the collecting and subject-organization of the material itself. The reader who is interested only in the jokes will find the interpretations intrusive; the psychoanalytically trained or oriented reader may very well find them over-simplified. It has nevertheless seemed important to make this first analytic attempt as to erotic folk-humor, an attempt for which the much superior models have been, as already stated, Freud’s Wit and Its Relation to the Unconscious (1905), and Dr. Martha Wolfenstein’s Children’s Humor.

The defect has long been observed in the existing folktale collections and indexes, that their logical organization—when such exists—is essentially their only advance over the earlier jestbooks, and over the spoken repertoires of the living tale-tellers from which they are ultimately drawn, and which are, at all levels, a far more vital and illuminating experience. Except for their organization, therefore, the purely index works are really only boondoggling, or marking time, waiting for the meaning of their indexed materials to be discovered, or even discussed, by someone else. This deeply important work, of the interpretation of folklore and its psychological and sociological assessment vis-à-vis the people who transmit it and who respond to it, remains for the folklorists of the future. Those of us who are conscious of the great gulf separating us from Sigmund Freud, and who have neither his trenchant insights and intuitions, nor the imperturbable simplicity of his style, will find this work of interpretation difficult indeed, and nowhere more difficult than in erotic folklore.




X

In coming now to the end of this very long and very laborious research, which has taken over three decades in the collecting and has proved the exact opposite of the experience hoped for in undertaking lightheartedly to ‘write a book about dirty jokes,’ as the publisher who originally commissioned this work frankly phrased it, I should admit—despite the motto on the half-title, quoted from Beaumarchais’ Figaro, or perhaps in accordance with it—that the book has been written almost as often in tears as in laughter. As every folklore research must be, it is visibly an unruly combination of field—and library-research, in proportions varying according to the writer’s available time and luck, in the thirty years of spare moments and evenings’ entertainment that it has involved. (As opposed to what might be imagined, it was the spare moments that were devoted to the field-collection, and the library-research that was the evenings’ entertainment …) In addition to the jokes found in earlier printed and manuscript sources, it has been possible therefore to supplement these with an equal or slightly larger number of modern joke texts, which are in fact the central matter of this work, and to select for publication only the most representative examples—hardly more than a third of the materials actually on hand—on the important principle enunciated for all collectors three centuries ago by La Fontaine: ‘Far from exhausting your subject, learn to take only its flower.’

The modern joke texts here presented have been collected since about 1935 ‘in the field’—mostly the urban American milieu of parlor, bedroom, and beer-joints, which are among the places where they will be found—with the assistance of many friends and more than a few enemies, notable among them: Miss Christine Conrad (the former Mrs. Legman), Mr. Robert Ash, Mr. Mahlon Blaine, Mr. Richard Buehler, Sr. Ismael Adolfo Cerceda, Mr. David Eisendrath—who has not missed a trick in twenty years—Mr. Joseph Fliesler, Mr. Martin Gardner, Mr. Harry Johnson, Mr. Jan Kindler, Dr. Martin Kamen, Mr. Jay Marshall, Mr. John Newbern, Mr. Fred Petras, Mr. Roderick Roberts, Mr. Joseph Rosner (like Miss Conrad, Sr. Cerceda, Mr. Fliesler, and Mr. Marshall, a superb raconteur), Dr. Charles Winick, for many favors; and above all the late Henry Schuman, publisher, to whose encouragement—long before the New Freedom—the original undertaking of this book is due. To all of these, and especially to Dr. Roger Abrahams, Prof. Richard Dorson, Mr. Frank Hoffmann, Dr. Kenneth Goldstein, Mr. Kenneth Larson, Mr. Vance Randolph, Prof. D. K. Wilgus, and the Trustees of the Institute for Sex Research (Kinsey Library), for access to the archived materials of all these last, and to the many authors—and their publishers—whose works are quoted here, I must and do express my deeply grateful indebtedness.

It seems wise also to express one final caution. The references throughout this work to parallel jokes and ‘originals,’ in languages other than English, are solely for the purpose of indicating, and tracing in part, the historical continuity of the present basic collection of erotic and scatological jokes of recent currency in the English language. Any attempt to create a complete motif-index for the entire literature of erotic humor, since its beginnings (?) and in all countries, is evidently too vast and would be foolishly optimistic at the present time. Every effort must still be made to trace the English-language materials as far back and as far afield as possible, through their earlier transformations and transmigrations, and so to place them in their historical and human context, and help to determine what it is about them that has proved universal to, and expressive of, the human condition in all cultures in which they are encountered.

That is at present the best approach to the non-English-language materials as well, and would allow of moving outward in expanding circles from the present index and collection, and the present interpretation, to the many books and manuscript collections—including those of the future!—that it has obviously not been possible to consult. The starting point for any such future study and enlargement, and the broadening of the interpretation to include the erotic jokes, folklore, and similar taboo materials of other cultures, must and can only be the forty or more volumes published in the various sexual folklore series edited and inspired by Prof. Friedrich S. Krauss, from 1883 to 1931, under the collective titles of Kryptádia and Anthropophytéia: “Secret Things,” and “The Sexual Life of Humanity.” It is hoped also to undertake the necessary continuation of these yearbooks, specifically for the publication of the enormous erotic folklore of the English language, toward which project large amounts of material have already been collected by the present editor and others.

There remains only to say, as has become something of a formula but is here sincerely meant, that the editor will be grateful for any additions or corrections, whether of jokes or of the interpretations, and for criticisms of any kind, that might improve the Second Series or further editions of the present work, and the whole series of later volumes—already far advanced in preparation—in which will be presented other portions of the tremendous field of erotic folklore in the English language. Materials are urgently sought, to complete the very large collections already in hand, of erotic and scatological folksongs, ballads, folk-poems, limericks, riddles, recitations and toasts, proverbs, comparisons, tricks, ‘new’ jokes, graffiti, puns and word-plays, children’s rhymes and games, customs, superstitions, curses and blasphemies, and especially erotic synonyms and slang; as well as printed or manuscript novelties and scrimshaw, and other ephemeral or pictorial materials, of a humorous sexual or scatological nature, defying classification. The identity of contributors will be carefully concealed, or just as carefully acknowledged—whichever is preferred. Please address all communications to the editor:

G. LEGMAN

La Clé des Champs


Valbonne (Alpes-Maritimes)
FRANCE








I

CHILDREN

NOTHING in the sexual education of the child is so difficult for it to absorb as the fact of the parents’ intercourse: overhearing it, worrying about it, coming upon its traces, or possibly actually observing it and then misapprehending its nature as a sadistic or anal act, and finally arguing bitterly with playmates as to whether such a thing exists at all, by what bodily aperture it is effected, and whether one’s own parents could conceivably do anything of the kind. All this in addition to, and even in defiance of, whatever real or pretended sex education of a merely verbal kind the child may be offered by these same parents, or by the teachers who are their surrogates and substitutes.

To add to the difficulty, the parents’ various sexual prohibitions—at whatever level of silence or of speech these are transmitted—lose all rational force after the child’s discovery of the parents’ own sexual life, and such prohibitions can then be understood only as arbitrary unfairness, if not as plain lying and hypocrisy. The parents have been discovered to do these things, and often, and seem to enjoy them very much. But they forbid the child to do the very same things, or to be present while they are going on, under some social or hygienic explanation or another, all of which adds up to: “You’re not old enough yet—you’re too small.” And most parents will still generally punish a child of either sex, if only by grim facial expressions and the dreaded ‘withdrawal of love,’ if the child is caught engaging in the same sexual acts as the parents, or artlessly admits to this, or even trustingly asks the parents’ advice.

Little Johnny Jones, age 7, is in love with Mary Smith, the little girl next door, and comes to confide to his father that they plan to get married. Mr. Jones is amused. “What are you going to do about money?” he asks with pretended gravity. “I have my allowance, and Mary has nearly a dollar in the piggy-bank” “That’s all right for now,” says his father, “but what will you do when the children come?” “Well, we’ve had pretty good luck so far.” (N.Y. 1963.) This is only a joke, of course, and the point is not really the child’s ‘innocence’ but his knowingness, and the sudden mocking unveiling of both his own and all adults’ sexual life, in the framework of the equally mocking adult pretense of accepting him as an equal in money and family responsibilities. The scene is not really likely to occur, though it conceivably could. It is a joke, made up probably by an adult, and intended to achieve its effect as humor by freshening and recalling the tragic reality and massive sexual and personal defeats of being a child.

Sex classically becomes involved for the child at a very early age, in Western civilization, with the realization that parents are hypocritical and unfair; that there is one law for the big and another for the little. That the only thing worth being is big, and strong; and that later, when one is big and strong, one will have one’s innings and one’s revenge not only by doing all the forbidden things, but by forbidding them in turn to one’s own children, who will be littler than oneself and therefore proper to dominate and harass. Underneath this not-so-innocent dream of ‘growing up’ runs along the hopeless admission that one is still pretty little, and the anxious realization that one’s sexual life is a dangerous matter indeed. Like playing with food or feces, or refusing to do what one is told, or speaking in a loud and demanding way (as do adults), sex can cause one to be unfairly rejected or severely punished by those whose love one very much needs. This is the real sexual enlightenment of the child, and of just as serious a nature as that concerning the birds & bees, or even human genitalia and what they do. At what age does enlightenment come?—For me, sir, there was no Santa at six, no stork at nine, no God at twelve! (Quoted by John Kempner as motto to his 1930’s novel, No Stork at Nine.)


I. MOCK IGNORANCE

Human aggregations differ from those of child’s disposal, to punish the parents for their insincerity, is the public denuding of the parents’ own sexual lives by means of mock-ignorant questions and the classic embarrassing—i.e. inconveniently candid—remarks of children. This is the main theme about which sexual jokes concerning children really turn. It is also noticeable that the farther the child gets from home, in the jokes, the more open is the expression of this mocking exposure of the sexuality of adults. Mere parent-substitutes, such as older sisters and lady teachers, are ruthlessly cut down and stripped naked before fiancés, strangers, mass-audiences, and the like. Naturally, these jokes are not to be construed as the records of real events, and few of them are either originated or TOLD by children. But the people who do tell them were once children, and it is clearly an indigestible memento of childhood that the child-voyeuristic joke attempts to resolve. The child as voyeur: what’s in a name? Let us say, rather, the child as exhibitionist—a reality everyone either recollects or can observe—and here exhibiting not its own sexual organs and actions, but those of the parents.

As the opening item in a work called Your Slip Is Showing (1953), pocket-reprinted as Pardon My Blooper (1959)—a collection of authentic errors, spoonerisms, and embarrassing moments in radio broadcasting, as monitored by radio-producer Kermit Schafer—the following incident is recorded as having really happened:

On “Strike It Rich,” popular television program produced by Walt Framer; Warren Hull, Master of Ceremonies, interviewed a five year old child whose father was in the United States Army serving in Korea. She wanted to Strike it Rich for an apartment where she would have her own bedroom; whereupon the surprised Hull asked: “With Daddy away in Korea, isn’t the apartment you live in with Mommy big enough?” The child’s reply was, “During the week I sleep in the bedroom with Mommy, but on the week-ends, when Uncle Charlie comes, they make me sleep on a cot in the kitchen. Anyway, he’s not really my uncle.”


The perfection of this story as humor rises from its not being a humorous story at all, and the five-year-old girl’s knowing revenge drives into her mother’s flank like an arrow. That her anger is not so much the result of her own sleeping accommodations as of the adults’ waking activities is perfectly clear. And though the mother is the obvious victim of this public denuding, it is also clear that the child’s animosity is more particularly jealousy, directed against the man who replaces her in her mother’s bed. The mother is punished not only for her sexuality but by means of it. The real animus against her is for having rejected the child.

It may also be observed, as a technical point, that this story goes on past the usual hostile ‘punch-line’ to a further clincher or harpoon-line, after which there is no getting the hook out. In calling such secondary endings ‘toppers,’ there is a tendency to think of them as somehow searching or competing for higher peaks of humorousness: to force the already-smiling listener to outright laughter. The fact of the matter is that MOST JOKES MUST HAVE A BUTT OR VICTIM, even if it is only the listener—as in ‘shaggy dog’ stories. The real meaning of the topper or clincher, as very strikingly in the present example, is to supply the positive coup de grâce and to make sure that the butt or victim has really been destroyed.

A particular object of the child’s hostility, in jokes, is the parent’s sexual lies or evasions, and these are attacked by turning them against the parents themselves through a pretended or mock-ignorant literalism. The joke that is unquestionably the best known, and one of the earliest learned by children in the United States, is never found in printed collections, not as being too ‘obscene,’ but more likely as being too childish to make an adult laugh. Yet it is one of the few jokes of this type actually told by children, who obviously find it highly satisfying. A little girl and boy are being bathed together. The little girl points to her brother’s penis, and asks, “What’s that, Mama?” “That’s Johnny’s hot dog” says the mother. “And what’s that?” asks the little boy. “That’s Mary’s bun.” An hour later the little girl comes running in crying, “Mama, Johnny put his hot dog in my bun!” (Scranton, Pa. 1925.) This is the first joke I believe I ever heard. Variants encountered before 1935 include horse and stable (or barn), automobile (or roadster) and garage, and roll of bills and purse.

As is usual in incestuous situations, the sister and brother are substitutes here for the parents, and, in questions about the anatomy of the smaller male or female, knowledge of the larger is expected and gained. The version most recently collected, before declining to record further examples, expresses this element unmistakably. A child sees its parents in the bathtub, and asks what their genitals are. The mother says: “That’s my harbor.” The father: “That’s my boat.” Child: “Daddy, why don’t you set your boat in Mama’s harbor?” (N.Y. 1952.) This seems impossibly weak as humor to an adult, but is precisely the image used three centuries earlier in Thomas Carew’s heavily symbolized “A Rapture,” in his Poems (1640):

Yet my tall pinnace shall, in the Cyprian strait,


Ride safe at anchor and unload her freight.


(Carew’s effeminization of the punned-upon penis, as seen in the pronoun ‘her,’ is presumably in response to the inevitable femaleness of ships; but compare the similar sex reversal in the French la pine, but le con. The reversal also exists in Latin, as complained of in a neo-classical Latin “Epigram,” attributed to Joannes Secundus, and printed at the end of the Elzevirian editions of Nicolas Chorier’s pseudonymous Dialogues of Luisa Sigea, 1659:)

Dicite Grammatici, cur mascula nomina cunnus,


Et cur fœmineum mentula nomen habet.


In all forms of the preceding joke, the wonderful humor to the child is the mocking of the parents’ evasions, which are somehow so foolishly phrased, inevitably, that precisely the action that is intended to be hidden or prevented is the one that must logically follow. A whole chapterful of matching euphemisms or metaphors of this type will be found in Rabelais’ chapter on the voyage to the Island of Ennasin, in Pantagruel, Bk. IV, chap. 9, originally published in 1548. The suggestive ‘novelty’ song, “My Handy-Man,” by Andy Razaf, about 1930, turns entirely on images of this kind, as do many of the Negro blues of the type Razaf was vulgarizing. Probably the most extreme modern example is in Bk. III, “The Book of the Thousand Sacred Names,” in a privately published American poem, The Hell of the Good by ‘Edouard de Verb’ [Arthur Davison Ficke: ficken being the German ‘verb’ for sexual intercourse], printed for the author, also about 1930. Here eighteen full sestets are devoted to elaborate erotic metaphors of this almost childish type: ‘One plied his Night-stick up a girl’s Dark Alley; Another’s Plough worked in a lady’s valley;’ not forgetting ‘One filled her empty Purse with his Bank-roll,’ which may very well have been taken from the joke here under discussion. This entire metaphoric section of Ficke’s poem is reprinted in my Introduction to the revised volume I of John S. Farmer & William Ernest Henley’s Dictionary of Slang & Its Analogues (New Hyde Park, N.Y. 1966) part IX, covering several pages, lxix-lxxii. Essentially, all jokes of this kind derive from the metaphoric folk-element behind Boccaccio’s “Putting the Devil in Hell” (III.10), the most famous example. Compare Russian Secret Tales, Nos. 14 and 36, on ‘horse’ and ‘well,’ also in the English folksong, “The Trooper.”

I. PENIS-ENVY

Explicit penis-envy is very common in jokes. A little girl demands “boy candies” in buying chocolate “nigger-babies” because she gets more that way. (2:14.)—The same little girl asks for a “male chocolate bar—one with nuts.” (2:214. That this is the very same little girl in both cases is insisted upon by the anonymous editor of Anecdota Americana II, on the last text page, though the “male Hershey bar” line is U.S. folk-wit.) A didactic work, Step by Step in Sex Education, by Dr. Edith Hale Swift (New York, 1938) presents the classic situation of small children being bathed together, though one certainly cannot agree with the author that lisping toddlers should be taught neo-Latin terms like ‘labia’ and ‘urinate,’ nor yet that the mother should herself engage in the sexual exploration of the two children’s bodies, with them as spectators (instead of letting them do it themselves) as is made very specific by Dr. Swift:


BERT (aged two years and a quarter). All fru?

MOTHER. Just one more little job. I must pull this skin of your penis back a little way, and clean it carefully. There you are. … Now let’s powder Sister.

BERT. Bert see what she has.

MOTHER. Surely. Just these little soft labia. Mother will part them carefully and put powder in the groove here. Would you like Mother to find the little hole where her urine comes from, which gets her extractTextpers wet so often? Here it is—just a wee little opening from a bag inside her body. She hasn’t learned yet to hold her urine till she gets to the chair, as you do.

BERT. My little hole way out here.

MOTHER. Yes, you have something like a hose. The urine has to come a long way to get out. Now into bed … (aside to Father) Enough for one day, eh?



The rest of Dr. Swift’s book is written in the same style—only more so—and the amateur of this type of unconscious humor is recommended to look up the original. Equally unlikely, as the true conversation of children, are the repartees given in jokes. A little girl is being bathed with her little brother. She points to his penis and begins to cry. “I want one of those!” “If you’re a good little girl,” says her mother, “you’ll get one later!” “Yes,” says her father, “and if you’re a bad little girl you’ll get lots of them.” (1:223.) Variant: “Mama, when I get big will I get a dickey like Willie’s got?” Mother: “When you get big, honey, you’ll get plenty of it.” (D.C. 1943.) These repartees were obviously never made up by a child. In an even more sophisticated variant on the bathtub situation, The mother tells the little girl that the little boy’s penis is a whistle. “No it ain’t. I blew it all afternoon and I couldn’t get a sound out of it.” (Joe “Miller” Murray, Smoker Stories, 1942, p. 5; told as a ‘Little Audrey’ or female-fool joke.)—An old man meets a little girl who is crying, “I want one of those things like my brother’s got, that sticks out and lays down and sticks out again!” The old man begins to cry too. (2:162.)

In the old man here introduced we have the ‘grandfather’ or ‘voice from the upper berth’ or other evasive father-figure so common in jokes, as will be seen. Explicit viewing of the actual father’s or mother’s genitals is not, however, uncommon in jokes. A little girl sees her father urinating while out driving in the country. “How many of those have you got, Daddy?” “Only one, why?” “Well, what did you do with the great big one you stuck in Mama this morning?” (2:314.) The idea of loss, the hidden notion of the vagina as harming or devouring the penis, is quite evident here. The overcompensatory matching notion, that a man might have two penises (see the Female Fool jokes, later) is also present. Bathtub situation: the little girl asks about the father’s testicles. He tells her they are his “apples!” She runs to tell her mother. “Did he tell you anything about that dead limb they’re hanging on?” (Transcontinental train, U.S. 1943.)

A father is bending over arranging presents under the Christmas tree in his nightshirt. Little boy’s voice: “Hey, Pop, who gets the bagpipes?” (Murray, Smoker Series, 1942.) A doggerel poem in Pennsylvania Dutch dialect, on seeing the mother in the same situation, has been commonly printed and circulated as a novelty, under the titles “Dot Leedle Fur Cap” and “Der Nite B4 Xmas,” in which the mother lifts her nightgown apronwise to hold the presents, and tells the little boy who inquires as to who gets the “little fur cap,” “I tink I give dot to your fadder tonight!” (Folk Poems and Ballads, ‘Mexico City, 1945’ [Cleveland, Ohio 1948] p. 56.) This poem also exists, and may have originated, in French form, in an anonymous volume of contes-en-vers entitled Histoires Naturelles, ‘Par Un Membre de plusieurs sociétés savantes’ (Paris, 1883) p. 87-9, “Le Bonnet à poil,” ending with the mother answering the boy that: ‘C’est le Noël à petit père.’ (Copy: Ohio State. This volume also includes a modern version of Béroalde de Verville’s “Sea Crab” vagina dentata tale, as “Le Crabe,” p. 39-45, and several other items worth tracing.)

The substitution of a large, strong animal (the horse, or the elephant with its phallic trunk, for choice) to represent the fearful father with his hirsute body and parts appears in the many animal-voyeurism stories, of which the following is typical: Little French boy at the zoo, to Nurse: “What’s that?” “That’s the elephant’s trunk.” “No, not that—that!” “Oh, you mean the tail?” “No, that thing right there!” “Oh, that! That’s nothing.” Bystander, tipping his hat: “Mam’selle is blasée.” (1:381.)—Variant: Child at the zoo with his parents sees the elephant with an enormous erection, and asks his mother what it is. “It’s nothing,” she says; “shhh!” The boy then asks his father, who says, “Why don’t you ask. your mother?” “I did ask. her—she said it’s nothing.” “Well, she’s been spoiled.” (N.Y. 1945.)

The only small-child story collected concerning the genitals of any female person other than the mother, appears to be adapted from a better-known fool story, and expresses the infantile notion of the castratory origin of the female genitals: A little boy and girl are sleigh-riding and tumble into the snow. Girl: “I hurt my belly—look.” She unzips her playsuit and pulls down her panties. Little boy: “Whew! you snapped it right off!” (N.Y. 1952.) An important variant of the bathtub situation expresses the female-castration fantasy far more cynically: The mother is drying herself after a bath, with one foot on the edge of the tub. Little boy: “Mama, what’s that?” “That’s where Daddy hit me with the axe.” “Got you right in the cunt, didn’t he?” (1:15, also 2:234; one of the few repetitions in Anecdota II.) This would appear to be a ‘topper’ to the first joke given above, and was heard so used, in Michigan, 1935, to put a stop to a set of variations being run on the boy-&-girl-in-bathtub joke by two girls of about seventeen. Actually, however, it is a folk idea, dating from at least the 16th century in France, and the unchanged motif of the axe has required a number of rationalizations in the telling, such as changing “That’s where Daddy hit me …” to “That’s where the Indian hit me” (N.Y. 1953), or, taking refuge in the Sense of Nonsense: “That’s where an angel hit me with a little golden hatchet” (to which the boy replies, “Gee whiz, the angel must have hit Grandmaw with a broad-axe.” D.C. 1950.)

The original folktale is alluded to by Rabelais in Pantagruel, Bk. II, chap. 15 (1533), and again, with the ‘hatchet’ changed to a demonic fingernail, in the story of the Devil of Papefiguière, Bk. IV, chap. 47 (published in 1552), where it is combined with the ancient belief that the devil can be frightened off by the sight of a woman’s genitals. (See the ‘brainpicker’ story under “Female Fools.”) The original tale, which has been heard in America as late as 1950, is one of those just-so stories that explain the origin of all things, in this case the presumable peculiarity that little women have bigger vaginas than big women (given as an ‘old Andalusian proverb’ in Anecdota 1:192). When God first made men and women, he left it to the devil to make their genitals. This the devil did, in the case of women, by having them stand over a pit in which he crouched with a scythe. [Cf. the fingernail in Rabelais.] The tall women got only a nick. The women with short legs coming closer to the ground, they received a deeper gash. The great antiquity of the idea of a castrating scythe (Kronos’) will be discussed in the following section here, “The Diaper and the Scythe.” See further on this story under “Misunderstandings,” 2.V.

On infantile and sadistic theories of this type generally, see Freud’s Three Contributions to the Theory of Sex (1905), end of chapter 2. One which crops up very often is that babies are born from the rectum. A little boy (or Englishman) maintains that his baby brother was born from his mother’s rectum. He is forced to admit that he is wrong, but mutters, “Well, it was only this far away!”—gesturing with thumb and forefinger. (N.Y. 1942.) In a more elaborate version, A “mindreading druggist” is being tried out. He hands a box of Kotex to the first woman who walks in, but she refuses it and says she wants toilet paper. “Well,” he explains, gesturing, “I only missed it by that much!” (N.Y. 1949.) A particularly straightforward form, told of a Negro child and his mother: A boy asks where he came from, and is shown. “That’s where you came from,” his mother says. “Uhm, uhm!” he marvels. “Another inch and I’d ’a been a turd!” (Cleveland, Ohio 1938.)

2. THE PRIMAL SCENE

The mocking tone becomes more prominent as the child in the stories drops the fact or pretense of wanting information as to the nature and purpose of the genitals, and begins to twit the parents on overheard or overseen sexual acts, particularly those that are unequivocally sinful as being adulterous as well. Overheard remarks being more difficult for the parent to deny, and easier for the child to pretend to be confused by, these are the principal opportunities taken to make the parents the butt of humor. Hidden somewhere underneath there is a tone of ‘reality testing’ by the child—or, rather, by the child that the story-teller once was—begging to be told it isn’t so, but this is generally overwhelmed in the flood of ridicule.

A little girl objects to the long prayers she has to recite and asks why she can’t use the short prayers she overheard her parents say. “What prayers do you mean?” her mother asks. “Last night I heard you just as plain. You were saying, ‘Oh, God, I’m coming!’ And Papa said, ‘Jesus Christ, wait for me!’” (A Treasury of Erotic and Facetious Memorabilia, MS. 1910.) As collected several times in the 1940’s, the father is given the first speech. (Eppur si muove.) Variant: “Mama, do people go to heaven feet first?” “Why, no. Why do you ask?” “Well the maid was laying on the bed with her feet up, hollering, ‘Oh, God, I’m coming!’ And she would have, too, if Daddy hadn’t held her down.” (2:346, collected earlier in Idaho, 1932.) Very funny, but observe the child’s undisguised fright: A little boy is explaining to a policeman why he is running away at midnight with his belongings in a bindle over his shoulder. “Papa was hollering, ‘Here I go!’ and Mama was screaming, ‘Wait for me!’ and I figured why should I get stuck with a $20,000 mortgage?” (N.Y. 1964. Compare Kryptádia, 1907, X. 174, of a landlord.)

Mere wisecracks on the same theme are common. Little Girl: “Mama, I know why Daddy has such a big belly. I saw Nurse blowing it up this morning.” (1:197.) This is apparently the original, or background fantasy, of Al Capp’s ‘trumpappy,’ in his “Li’l Abner” comic-strip (N.Y. Sunday Mirror, January 25, 1953), in which Pappy Yokum is blown by Mammy, ‘triple-tongued,’ through the ear. (See Ernest Jones, “The Madonna’s Conception Through the Ear,” 1914, in his Essays in Applied Psycho-Analysis, ed. 1951, II. 266-357.)—Little boy: “Mama, can Papa eat glass?” “No, what makes you think, so?” “Well I just heard him tell Nurse that if she’d put out the light he’d eat it.” (1:216. Compare 1:487, “I’m always a Goblin under de sheets … If anybody guesses the right answer I’ll put out the lights”) Finally, from World War II, The little boy who tells his mother his father can take a Wac apart, because “I overheard Daddy say that last night he screwed the ass off a Wac.” (D.C. 1945.)

These flimsy gags have almost nothing in common with the realities of childhood. Here is a story that has everything: Little boy: “Papa, I want a drink!” “Shh!” “Papa, I want a drink!” “Hush up!” Long pause, then very determinedly: “Papa, I’ll shake the bed for Mama if you’ll get me a drink!” (Idaho, 1932.) World War II variant (Calif. 1942), on A little boy bragging of his father’s bravery in going out during the air-raids, while the cowardly man next door hurried over without even waiting to dress, got into bed with the mother, “and was so scared that the bed shook something terrible.”

The classic story on the theme of overhearing parental intercourse is recorded in Anecdota 2:297, and earlier in Paul Haines’ “A Critique of Pure Bawdry,” in The Modern Thinker (Sept. 1933) III. 293. The punch-line has become a conversational tag among people who often do not know the story itself. The mountaineer and his wife and their three little boys all sleep in the same bed together, the boys wearing their coon-skin hats to keep warm. During the parents’ intercourse the bed collapses several times, the boys’ hats flying in all directions. The parents wait till the children are asleep and try again. Just as their orgasm is approaching a tiny voice shouts, “Hold onto your hats, boys! Here we go again!” (Variant: Kryptádia, 1907, X. 133, to mother!)

All pretense of any emotion other than malice in the child’s intervention is dropped as the jokes about the primal scene progress from overhearing to seeing, as in the following Machiavellian example: “Oh, Mama, guess what I saw Daddy and the maid doing on the bed!” “Be quiet!” Then, after a moment’s reflection, “You wait till Mama asks you.” At the supper table that night she says, “Now, Johnnie, what were you going to tell me this morning?” “Nothing; only that I saw Daddy and the maid on the bed together, doing just like you and Uncle John did last summer when Daddy was away fishing.” (Idaho, 1952.) It is observable that the pretense of ignorance is still preserved: the child does not quite understand what has been seen, and under this innocent subterfuge can humiliate and ridicule the parents ad lib. In a printed novelty recitation sometimes called “How to Kill an Eel” and circulated since at least the 1920’s, A little boy describes to his horrified mother how he has watched his older sister and her beau kill an eel which “popped out of his pants and dug its way into her.” The mother faints. The theme of the little brother—i.e. the identification-image of the teller—who hides behind the davenport to spy on his older sister’s love-making, is the subject of much cartoon humor, cover-illustrations for popular magazines, etc., where the same situation with the mother instead of the sister would be considered outrageous. At Lake Winola, Pennsylvania, about 1927, the children (mostly girls) sang a leering little song on this theme in the evenings, drawing out the refrain in the most knowing way:

My sister has a fella, comes to see her every night,


   I wonder why, I wonder why.
They sit in the parlor and turn out the light,


   I wonder why, I wonder why.
Last night through the keyhole I heard my sister say,


“Stop, Charlie! Don’t, Charlie! Take your hand away!”
   I wonder why, I wonder why.


When grown-ups were within hearing distance, ‘hand’ in the last line became ‘arm.’ In the original “Hey Baba Leeba” jazz-song (before 1942) which, by a mispronunciation of the last word, gave its name to the later ‘bebop,’ or decadent jazz music, the same message is transmitted with all subterfuges of older sister, parlor-petting, &c., gone. (This version collected D.C. 1945):

Mama’s on the bottom,


Papa’s on the top,


Baby’s in the cradle


Hollerin, “Put it to her, Pop.”


The little children in New Rochelle, New York, about 1930, had a similar chant, to the tune of Wagner’s “Ride of the Valkyrie”: “Oh, Papa and Mama, Papa and Mama, Papa and MAMA, DO it all night!”

The usual cartoon solution to the problem of getting rid of the little brother is to give him a quarter to go to the movies. In one orally transmitted joke, The little brother refuses all monetary offers to leave the parlor so his sister and her beau can pet. “Well, what do you want?” the sister finally asks. “I wanna watch.” (N.Y. 1946; also D.C. 1951, as a pun on The little Scots boy who wanted a watch for Christmas, so his parents let him.) Lacking quite this permissiveness, in another story A little boy is told by his mother to follow his sister and her boyfriend on a stroll in the woods “to find out what love is.” Next day he reports, “Well, I watched them for a while, but when they began taking their pants off I figured they were going to take a shit. I didn’t have to, so I came home.” (D.C. 1946.) In a nonsense version: A boy reports to his parents that he saw his sister and her music-teacher kissing and then taking off their pants.” Well, what happened, what happened?” the parents urge. “I dunno. I figured they were going to shit in the piano, so I left.” (Berkeley, Calif. 1965, and earlier.) A variant in Kryptádia (1907) XI. 283, 285, shows its origin in a child’s fear of punishment for fecal incontinence.

On the same theme, similarly identifying sex and excretion in a way treated much more fully in Series Two (12.IV.1, “Cloacal Intercourse”), but here leaving more for the listener to translate from the displaced or symbolized allusion to snot: A little boy is peeping through the keyhole of his sister’s bedroom on her wedding night. “And she’s the one that bawled me out for picking my nose!” (N.Y. 1942.) Also seen as a ceramic ‘novelty’ item in France—in French—about 1955, publicly for sale to tourists in Cannes, along with toilet-shaped mustard-jars, etc. (with the toilet-mop as serving-spoon). A version of the joke collected on a transcontinental train in the west, 1943, combined this (with end-line: “And they bawl me out for sucking my thumb!”) with a further joke in which The grandmother berates the little boy for peeping through the keyhole of his parents’ bedroom and muttering “God damn … God damn!” Then she bends to peep too, and mutters “God damn!” The interesting projection here, in which it is the parents who peep on their children, and not the reverse, will be treated fully in the later chapter on Marriage.

In the most permissive story collected—so much so, that it shades off into the fool category, though really only based on the crowded living-quarters of the poor—An Armenian (or hillbilly) is told about coitus from behind, tries it, but complains later, “It was all right, but the kids all laughed at me.” (1:96.) In a version collected in 1943, this posture is used purposely “to amuse the kids.” Seen from the child’s point of view: In a poor family with only one bed, the little boy has to sleep at his parents’ feet, and one night he gets kicked onto the floor. He climbs back in bed muttering, “You and your fancy fucking’ll make a cripple out of me yet!” (N.Y. 1953.)

The animal-voyeuristic stories of children tend to have their point in the drawing of an analogy between the animals’ activities and those of grown-ups, particularly to support the rectal theory of coitus. A little boy runs home shouting, “Grandpa, Grandpa, guess what I saw! The ole bull tried to jump clear over the cow. And he would have, too, only a big red thing came out of his belly and caught her in the asshole!” (Idaho, 1910.) Three children are watching two dogs in the street, 6-year-old child: “Look at those dogs playing around.” 8-year-old child: “They’re fucking.” 10-year-old child: “Dog-fashion too.” (Calif., 1944.) This also exists in French (1966) with end-line: “And badly too!”

3. EMBARRASSMENTS

In the duel between the parent and the child, as envisaged by jokes, the standard humorous device of the question-answered-wrongly or equivocally is commonly employed. The parent (or teacher) uses it to evade a true answer; the child uses it to force one. Mother: “Why, John, this is the same train we took on our honeymoon to Niagara Falls.” Little Boy: “Papa, was I with you on that trip?” Father: “Yes, son. You went up with me and came back, with your mother.” (Memorabilia, 1910; also Murray, 1942.)—“Daddy, what’s a eunuch?” “A eunuch is a man that’s, er, bald.” “You’re bald, Daddy. Are you a eunuch?” “No, son, I’m TOO BALD!” (New York State, 1942, told by an old man, slapping his thigh uproariously to indicate the pun.)—A woman runs out of rubbers while canning tomatoes and sends her little boy to the store to buy a dozen. He come back with the wrong kind of rubbers. “That’s not the kind I wanted,” says his mother. “Those are for cucumbers.” (D.C. 1944.)

The child responds to this evasiveness of adults, however clever, with unappreciative hostility; and counters with mock-innocent literalism or embarrassing frankness, concentrating first on those scatological acts for which a certain childish allowance can be safely expected. This also allows of an amount of anal-sadistic insulting of the parents that becomes even more striking later in connection with sexual permissiveness. A little girl comes stamping into a roomful of guests, dripping wet. She points angrily to each of the men present, saying, “You, or you, or you, or you, left the toilet seat up, and I fell in!” (Minn. 1935.) This habit men have of leaving the toilet seat up after urination is particularly annoying to women, as they sense the implied insult to them (as non-phallic beings) but cannot quite bring it to consciousness in their complaints. The split-front toilet seat is probably the simplest solution. A boy is told by his mother not to say “piss” before guests, but to use the euphemism “whisper.” At the reception he tells his father, who has not been briefed, “Daddy, I want to whisper.” “All right, son, do it in my ear.” (D.C. 1950.) A little girl is taught to signal by waving her hand instead of saying “pee-pee.” She waves her hand frantically behind the guests’ backs. “I understand, dear,” says her mother. “Run along.” “But, Mama, shit too!” (2:17.)

Again, animal-incidents are a perfect opening for the child to express either secret knowledge or an even more secret hostility without fear of punishment. A little boy is looking at a milkman’s horse and wagon. “Mister, that horse will never get you home.” “Why not?” “He just lost all his gasoline.” (Bennett Cerf, Good for a Laugh, 1952, p. 39.)—A city boy on the farm sees his mother about to pour a glass of milk from a milking-can. “Don’t drink that, Mother! The cow pissed it!” (2:409.) Observe the perfect reversal here. In the publicly published version, Cerf’s, the tabooed image is hidden by the everyday metaphor (of gasoline). In the privately published folk example, the everyday fact of milking a cow is presented in taboo (scatological) metaphors.

In the sexual sphere, the child’s knowingness is expressed—as in many examples already given—under the guise of ignorance. That is to say, it is not the child who is really knowing, but the adult who is making up these ‘children’s stories’ who manipulates the situation and the actors so as to create the image of the knowing child he wishes he had dared to be, twitting the parent by means of pretended ignorance. Boy, in zoo, to his father, while both of them are watching the monkeys. “Say, Pop, how long does it take to make a baby monkey?” “Oh, about six months.” “Well then, what’s their hurry?” (2:415.) Another form of this will be given in a later chapter, elaborately set up as of Martians and human beings observing each other’s methods of reproduction.

Most pointedly of all, the child’s cautious stupidity makes possible some really cruel embarrassments of the parents, but the canon of poetic justice is usually observed in its being their own lies that come home to roost. A wedding. The groom kisses the bride long and passionately. Child’s voice: “Now is he sprinkling the pollen on her, Mama?” (2:421.)—Father: “My new stenographer looks like a French doll.” Little girl: “Papa, does she shut her eyes when you lay her down on her back, like my doll?” (2:349. There is also a doll that drinks through a real nipple and wets its didy-pants, which then have to be changed, but this has not yet been made the subject of humor.) Varying the situation here, the embarrassing slip is frankly projected on the adult, with the child merely as the excuse. Little girl: “Me slept with Daddy last night.” “That’s not right,” says the governess; “you mean ‘I slept with Daddy’.” (1:403.)

Out of the house—among strangers, store-keepers, and the like—the child reels off all the family sexual secrets without the slightest pretense of not understanding what they mean, but rather with braggartly-tough cynicism. A little girl asks in a store for toilet paper, and says, “Charge it.” Storekeeper: “Who is it for?” Little girl, haughtily: “For all of us.” (1:61.)—A visitor is waiting impatiently. “When will your parents be down, little boy?” “Pretty soon now. Dad said if we had stew again he’d shove it up Ma’s ass, and he has everything up there now but two potatoes.” (N.J. 1942. ‘Potatoes,’ as meaning testicles, also occurs in the phrase concerning eunuchs, “All that meat and no potatoes.”) In an earlier form recorded in Anecdota 1:220, A customer in a restaurant tells the waiter that the steak, is tough and to stick it up the chef’s ass. “You’ll have to take your turn, sir. There’s a beef stew and a cocoanut pie ahead of you.”

The older sister and other only quasi-parental figures again receive the brunt of most of the embarrassments. A small boy asks in a drugstore for condoms. “What size?” “Gimme assorted sizes. They’re for my sister. She’s going to the country.” (1:6. Collected again, D.C. 1951, of a colored girl who is ‘going on a picnic.’) A number of rather contrived jokes exist on the older-sister theme. A little boy is polishing an apple industriously but refuses to sell it to the minister who happens to pass by. “I’m saving it to buy a dog. I figure if my sister got a Cadillac for a cherry, I ought to be able to get a greyhound for this apple.” (N.Y. 1952.) The machinery creaks even worse in the following, reprinted from Judge and Magazine Digest (1944): A grandmother has been cheating on her diabetes diet and is hospitalized. She is given a room in the maternity ward owing to overcrowding. Her granddaughter comes to visit. “I want to see my grandmother.” “Grandmother? What’s she doing here?” “Oh, she’s been cheating again.” The aunt, once so common a figure in erotic literature (as in Eugene Field’s Only a Boy), appears in a joke of which the main interest here is the clarity of her position as euphemised or substitute mother: A little boy tells a welfare worker that he has neither father nor mother. “Never had any,” he adds. “Then how were you born?” “Some damn gorilla knocked up my aunt.” (1:483. ‘Gorilla’: guerilla, slang of the period for a gangster.) Two cante fables not often collected in America make the father-surrogate of priest or king into the butt whose sexual secrets are told: “The Wrong Song” (Type 1735A: a French version in Kryptádia, 1884, II. 143, notes that it is much older); and “The Bag of Lies” (Type 570), in the Randolph MS., No. 29, as “Fill, Bowl, Fill.”

Miscellaneous examples of embarrassing or other frankness by children: Two cats in coitus on the roof of a whore-house fall off together. A small boy rushes in and shouts to the madam, “Hey, lady, your sign fell off!” (1:40.) Probably old, but untraced. Jokes on signboards occur at least as far back as John Mottley’s Joe Miller’s Jests, 1739, No. 25, on the lady who objects to ‘the Sign of the Cock and Leather-Breeches’ at her lodgings, and says to the young landlord, “I’ll tell you how you may satisfy both me and my Daughter: Only take down your Breeches and let your Cock stand.”—A boy watching the birth of a baby brother sees the doctor slap the baby’s bottom to make it breathe. “Hit him again, Doc! He didn’t have no business being up there in the first place!” (N.Y. 1942.)—A farmer showing two old ladies around the farm sees a boy fishing. “Catchin’ any big ’uns?” Boy: “Big as your pecker!” Farmer, to ladies: “He sure is catchin’ some whoppers.” (N.Y. 1939.)




II. SCHOOL

I. TORMENTING THE TEACHER

School days, as the jokesmiths pretend to remember them, are strictly pandemonium, with the lady school-teacher leading the rout. Not being a blood relative, she is considered fair game. School jokes divide themselves into three clear groups: those concerned with arriving at class and settling down to study (or not); the problems posed by the teacher, and the punning sexual answers with which the children torment her; and finally the jokes about the sexual relations of the bad boy—always the bad boy—with the teacher. Sunday-school jokes are no longer collected, their catechism milieu being changed to college, but they must once have been an important category. The first joke given here, concerning arriving at school, is a direct descendant of one of Joe Miller’s Jests (1739) No. 96, of a ‘poor dirty Shoe-Boy’ at Sunday-evening catechism, who is asked his name by the parson. “Rugged and Tough, answered he, who gave you that Name? says Domine: Why the Boys in our Alley, reply’d poor Rugged and Tough, Lord d—mn them.”

A girl and her little brother arrive hand in hand the first day at a country school. “Your name?” “Stinky Slocum,” says the girl. “None of your impertinence, you hillbilly. You go right home and tell your mother to teach you some manners.” The girl turns to her brother. “Come on, Shitass, if she don’t believe me, she’ll never believe you.” (N.Y. 1952.) In the same way, Two little twin boys are sent home from school with a note saying: “Dear Mrs. Smith, Your boys say their names are Hitler and Mussolini. Is this true or are they making fun of me?” Answer: “Dear Teacher, The name is Miss Smith, not Mrs. Smith, and if you had two little bastards what would you call them ?” (N.Y. 1942.) The wistful recollection here, of the disabilities—particularly as regards unobtrusive names, unpatched clothing, and other luxuries—with which children are often sent off to school by their parents, to be ridiculed by other children, is perhaps overcompensated in the following variation on the preceding theme: Boy triplets at school, two of the same size but one much larger. “You see, Teacher,” the largest explains, “my old lady only had two tits, so I had to suck on the old man.” (2:133.)

The principal method of milking humor out of the schoolroom situation is the reverse of the evasive answering of sexual questions by the parents, and consists of answering sexually every innocent question of the teacher’s. It seems clear that she is suffering for them. In exactly this vein, in Shakespeare’s Merry Wives of Windsor (Folio text only, 1623) IV.i.52-70, when the Welsh schoolmaster pronounces ‘vocative’ as ‘focative,’ adding that “Focative is caret,” Dame Quickly underlines his mispronunciation by remarking, “And that’s a good roote.” (“O’man, forbeare,” says the schoolmaster.) Then she is horrified by the Latin exercises, ‘Genitive, horum, harum, horum,’ crying “Vengeance of Ginyes case; fie on her; never name her (childe) if she be a whore.” This is the error or device usually called omne ignotum pro obscœno, ‘everything unknown is taken for obscene’ (itself punning on a remark by the British general Galgacus in A.D. 84, as reported by Tacitus), but everything possible would be closer.

A little boy excuses himself for being late to school by saying that he had to take the bull to the cow. Teacher: “Couldn’t your father do that?” “No, you got to have the bull.” (1:269, also in John Steinbeck’s The Grapes of Wrath, 1939, p. 214, with the variant ending: “Sure he could, but not as good as the bull.”) This is known in various other languages: Kryptádia, x. 16. On the same theme, using the same trick, A farmer leaves his youngest son in charge of the stud animals, telling him to collect $30 for the use of the horse, $20 for the bull, and $10 for the boar. A neighbor comes to complain that the farmer’s oldest son, Elmer, has made his daughter pregnant. “You’ll have to wait till Dad gets home,” says the boy. “I don’t know what he charges for Elmer.” (D.C. 1942-45.)

The tiresome spelling and arithmetic problems have naturally not been overlooked. A teacher writes the word “foot” on the blackboard, asking “What’s that?” Students: “Twelve inches.” “But what else is it?” They don’t know. “What has a cow got four of that I have two of?” “Teats.” (N.Y. 1942.) In a rather strained variant: Lady teacher: “What does a clock have that I have too?” Class: “A face … hands …” “Now, what has a clock got that I don’t have?” Bad little boy: “You ain’t got no pendulum.” (Elgart, Over Sexteen, 1951, p. 136.) A good deal more will be said about clock and watch jokes, shortly, in the section “The Diaper and the Scythe.” A teacher is explaining an arithmetic problem to a little boy. “Now suppose I lay 5 eggs here and 3 eggs there,” she says, “how many will I have altogether?” “Bunk” says the little boy. “I don’t believe you can do it.” (Minneapolis, 1949.)—Teacher: “Johnny, give me a sentence with the word ‘fiddle’ in it.” Johnny: “If the bed is too short my fiddle-stick out.” (Minneapolis, 1949.) Purposely strained puns of this type had a short fad in the middle 1930’s, being formalized quickly into a still-surviving pun-game called “Knock-knock,” in which the propounder of the impossible pun also answers it, as no one else usually can do so. “Knock-knock.” “Who’s there?” “Jeeter.” “Jeeter who?” “Jeeter get off the pot.”

The tutorial formula that is most particularly objectionable to students of all ages is the asking of pat questions to which the teacher knows one certain correct answer and will accept no other. (This is particularly prevalent in European schools, even at college level.) Framed as a written examination it is suffered silently, but in recitation form its insincerity and its superego intention of inculcating dutiful rather than intelligent replies are infuriatingly clear. It is probably no accident that the three school-jokes encountered handling the teacher most sadistically all stem from this situation. The teacher asks what is the most interesting thing the children saw on their vacation. One saw a big tree, lake, suspension bridge, etc. Little Johnny Jones, the bad boy, says he saw nothing. Teacher: “But there must have been something.” Johnny: “Yeah, Teacher, I remember now. I saw a chicken, and Jesus Christ, Teacher, she laid an egg this big!” Teacher, horrified: “What did you say, Johnny Jones?” “I said ‘Goodbye, asshole!’” (2:208.) The pretended freedom of choice in answering does not fool the bad boy—the classroom hero—in the slightest. His pure ‘id’ replies are directed not only against the teacher, by way of rebellion against the situation that dominates him, but against the good children as well, their letter-perfect recitations, noble sentiments, and generally priggish falling into the demanded pattern.

The teacher asks what is the fastest thing in the world. Good little boy: “Thought.” Good little girl: “Lightning.” Bad little boy: “Shit.” Teacher: “What!” Bad little boy: “Yep. Yesterday on the way home from school, without a thought and quicker than lightning, I shit in my pants.” (2:319.) Same situation: The children are to say what is the most wonderful thing in the world. Good little girl: “The sunset.” Too-good little boy: “The love of God.” Bad little boy: “Fucking is the most wonderful thing in the world.” Teacher: “Oh! Johnny Jones, you go right home, and don’t come back, without a letter from your father!” Next day. Teacher: “Have you got a letter from your father?” Bad little boy: “No. My father says he thinks fucking is the most wonderful thing in the world too. And he says anybody that doesn’t think so must be a cocksucker, and with them he don’t correspond!” (N.Y. 1942.) In a drugstore, rather than schoolroom version, the mother is the permissive parent: A little boy rushes into a drugstore and shouts, “Gimme a pisspot!” Druggist: “You can’t come in here hollering things like that. Go home and get a note from your mother. And furthermore, what size?” Five minutes later the boy is back. “My mother says if it’ll fit your face it’ll fit her ass, and she won’t write no fuckin note!” (N.Y. 1953.)

The following burlesque recitation so utterly turns back against the teacher the standard virtues of self-help, inventiveness, and thrift, so carefully inculcated into the poor, that even the final gesture of handing her the regained penny—and with it the rejected lesson—is not missing. Three Cockney kids are each given a penny by the teacher and told to spend it and tell the class what they got for it. Next day the first boy recites: “I bought two chocolates for my penny, and I gave my sister one.” Teacher: “Very good, Alfred. And what did you get, Henry?” “I bought warnuts. I cracked them in half very carefully, and I ate out the meats. Then I made sails out of cancelled postage stamps that I soaked off envelopes, and put them on the warnut shells with matchsticks, and I sold them to the other boys for boats. I got two farthings for them.” “Oh, wonderful, Henry! That shows a real self-reliant spirit, self-help, inventiveness and thrift. And what did you do, Willie?” “I bought a sossidge. I untied one end and ate out the meat—then I gave the skin to my father—he used it on my mother—I shit in the skin—took it back to the butcher and told him it was bad—he bit it—said it was—and gave me my penny back.” Hands the penny to the teacher. (N.Y. 1953. Type 1339A, with 2034C.)

The disembodied ‘voice from the peanut gallery’ or ‘someone in the crowd,’ that anonymous hero who openly represents the teller’s identification-image in so many situations, is not common in the schoolroom joke, where, instead, the bad boy and the somewhat more mature bad girl usually proudly identify themselves. There are, however, a few ‘voice’ jokes. A little boy in school cannot spell “sheet” correctly, and is asked by the teacher what his father does for a living. “He’s a storekeeper.” “Well then, you’d better learn how to spell ‘sheet.’ Go up and write it on the blackboard one hundred times.” Voice from the back row (or, the bad boy asked next what his father does): “My father’s a bookie, and six’ll get you ten that kid’s gonna write ‘shit’ on the blackboard.” (London, 1954, from an American.) Variant: A little boy is told to write “sheet” on the blackboard, and writes “shit” instead. For this he is made to write “I will learn to spell ‘sheet’ correctly” five hundred times. The next day the teacher again tells him to write “sheet” on the blackboard, and this time he writes “shiet.” “Gee whiz,” says a voice, “now he can’t even spell ‘shit’.” (N.Y. 1953.)—The teacher marvels when a girl announces that her mother is having another baby. “But your father has been overseas for two years, hasn’t he?” “Well yes,” the girl concedes, “but he writes to her every day.” “Whew,” whistles a boy in the rear of the room, “he must have a long pencil.” (D.C. 1947.)

The blackboard recitation has called into existence a number of pictographic jokes rather difficult to reduce to words. The teacher tells the children to draw the most exciting thing they know of. One boy draws a lion, “because it roars and eats people.” Another draws a train, “because it goes fast and makes a big noise.” A third boy draws a line of dots … explaining that they are periods, “And around our house when my sister misses one, there’s always a lot of excitement.” (D.C. 1952.) The lion and railroad engine, both well-established father-figures to the child (see The Locomotive God of William Ellery Leonard, with whose Oedipal agoraphobia compare Freud’s), are merely touched upon here in passing. In a more famous pictographic joke, the father-figure is the whole point. The class is drawing a progressive picture on the blackboard, each child explaining what the picture represents at the step he has drawn. One draws a straight line representing the horizon, the second draws an Indian tepee on this horizon, the third a half-moon decoration near the top of the tepee, the fourth a wisp of smoke rising from the top, the fifth makes a small circle higher up representing the sun, and the sixth draws a set of rays all around the sun. Seventh is the bad boy [that seventh son of a seventh son!] He says he doesn’t know what to make of it, but that it looks to him (drawing a large half-circle over the whole thing, beginning and ending at the horizon) like his father washing out the bathtub on a Saturday night. (Scranton, Pa. 1935.) In another version, collected D.C. 1944, a somewhat different drawing is identified as “My sister wiping herself after her Saturday night bath.” Various modern pictographic jokes of this kind, including both of those just noted, are illustrated in Jiménez’ Picardía Mexicana (1960) p. 255-66.

The most famous blackboard joke says everything: The teacher comes into the classroom to find SHIT written on the blackboard. “Now I’m not going to scold,” she says. “We’re going to take care of this on the Honor System. We’re all going to shut our eyes while I count out loud to a hundred, and when we open them I want that to be erased.” They all close their eyes and she counts. Pitter-patter. Pitter-patter. Squeak-squeak. “One hundred!” They open their eyes and look. On the floor below the blackboard is a fresh pile of shit, and chalked above it: “THE PHANTOM STRIKES AGAIN.” (N.Y. 1950. Urinary cleanup, as ‘a suspicious puddle,’ in Bennett Cerf’s Good for a Laugh, 1952, p. 41.) On this fecal ‘calling-card,’ see Theodor Reik’s The Unknown Murderer (1936) chap. 8, and the Second Series here (15.III.3 and 5, “Where Is It?” and “Feces as Gift”).

The hero of the preceding joke has entered American naval folklore as “The Phantom Asshole” or “Phantom Shitter,” who makes mysterious piles on deck during the night to infuriate disliked officers. A number of the stories in Chapter 15, “Scatology” (Second Series) give the otherwise unexplained mise-en-scène of a sailor trying to explain such a pile to the captain. (“It weren’t a sea-faring man made that, Cap’n.” “How do you know?” “You can see it isn’t coiled!” N.Y. 1937, from an ex-sailor who had been at sea during the 1920’s.) The explanation is now given in J. S. Fagan’s manuscript collection, “Folklore and the Modern Sailor” (Indiana University, 1966) p. 19:


The Phantom Shitter is a person who goes his merry way around the ship, defecating in some of the most unlikely places. Some of his favorite spots, according to the stories, are the executive officer’s stateroom, the captain’s cabin, and down the hatches leading to the engine-rooms. [I.e. “Where were you when the shit hit the turbine?”] Phantom Shitters have also been known to leave poetic, or threatening notes along with … other leavings.

One such person was said to have kept the skipper and the XO on the Fox in fits for about two months. According to the stories, he was never caught. To the sailor, the Phantom Shitter is a Robin Hood figure. He never performs any of his pranks to harm the common sailor. All of his actions are directed at the officers…. A Phantom Shitter always seems to appear in times of severe oppression of the common sailor. When the trouble has subsided he disappears, not to be heard from again until the need for his services arises.



Obviously, the Phantom Shitter is a hero indeed, and his Oedipofecal exploits express without disguise the sailors’ dreamed-of anal-sadistic revenge against oppressive officers. As a former U.S. marine explained it to me: “Just when you least expect it, the Phantom Asshole sneaks up in back of the Old Man and slugs him with a sockful of shit.” (Paris, 1965.)

The idea of such mythical figures or ghosts fits very well with the typical superstitious fears of sailors concerning mythical ships and beings, e.g. the “Flying Dutchman.” These stem, of course, from the eerieness and the relative helplessness of being off land for long periods, and represent an appeal to quasi-religious powers for protection against the merciless sea. Sailors on protracted submarine duty are attacked even more specifically by this eerieness, and invent mythical pets, such as the “Invisible Dog,” for diversion. In one case, during World War II, the Invisible Dog ‘scam’ or ‘put-on’ was purposely begun by the medical officer of a submarine to restore the crew’s buckling morale after a record period without surfacing. That the Invisible Dog will also leave piles of his droppings—this is the main part of the fun—makes him an evident surrogate of the Phantom Shitter. He is also in the tradition of the mythical or mystical Arkansas “Sooner Dog” (or Druther Dog), who would ‘Sooner [or Druther] shit in the house than go outside.’ Little metal ‘novelty’ dogs are also sold in the United States under this name, with chemical tablets to be placed into their rectum, and then lit, causing a long whitish serpentine representing feces to emerge. Jiménez’ Picardía Mexicana (1960) p. 138, shows such a “Sooner” figure in the shape of a squatting monk, as tailpiece to the chapter on toilets and graffiti.

2. SEX IN THE SCHOOLROOM

The sexually dominant female appears first in jokes as the precocious little girl, then as the sex-starved teacher. Few jokes represent the little boy as taking the initiative. However, since most jokes appear to be originated by men and not by women, the modified incest theme of the dominant schoolgirl or schoolmarm can only be interpreted as a retroactive fantasy—desirable or fearful as the case may be. A filler from the English magazine Countryman (Autumn 1946) p. 114, perfectly expresses the little boy’s hopeful confusion. Small boy of five and one-half on his way home from school asks if he might have a lift in the car. “Why, Jimmie, it’s not far; you can quite well walk.” “No,” he replies, “they’s two girls what chases me.” “Why do they chase you?” “I don’t know, they’ve never caught me yet.”

Open advertisement of their nascent sexuality is put into the little girls’ mouths in the classroom. The girls have been combing their hair in class and putting the combings in the desks. Teacher: “All girls with hair in their drawers raise their hands.” 11-year-old girl: “Does fuzz count?” (N.J. 1942.)—The little boys’ spelling team fails to spell “Peter” correctly. The first little girl asked, rattles off “P-e-t-e-r. How’s that, Teacher? They can’t come too long or too hard for us!” (2:320.)—A boy asking about his older sister’s pubic hair is told that it is a sign of “having religion.” Asked in Sunday school, “What is religion?” he answers, “Religion is hair on your belly.” (Penn. 1930. French versions: Kryptádia, 1884, II. 282; XI. 232.) Note the non-religious ‘gag’ form:

A little girl on the way to school sees a little boy urinating in back of a tree. “What’s that?” she says. “That’s my natural parts.” “What?” “It’s just my nature.” In school later the teacher asks, “What is nature?” Little girl: “It’s that long thing Johnny Jones has between his legs.” Teacher: “Oh! How can you say such a thing? I never would have thought you had it in you!” “I didn’t. The damn bell rang too soon.” (N.Y. 1942.) This is a real children’s joke. Its artless use of coincidence is noticeable, also its forcing of humor out of the meaning of ‘dictionary words.’ In the school I went to, in Scranton, Pa., in the early 1920’s, the definition of ‘friction’ given in the Wonders of Nature book as ‘the rubbing of two bodies together’ seemed so privately and hilariously indecent to the whole class that one little girl, who was my particular sweetheart, ran out of the classroom crying rather than answer the teacher’s question “What is friction?” I remember this particularly because I got into several fistfights thereafter, to protect her honor when the incident was mentioned, and lost all of them.

The little boy’s first overtures to the teacher are made, in jokes, strictly in a negative sense—he does not like her, he is afraid of her, she is a dumbbell, etc. A little boy brings a squirrel to school. It runs up the teacher’s skirt, and she shrieks, “Get it out, get it out!” “Don’t worry, Teacher, when he finds out there aren’t any nuts up there he’ll come out all right.” (1:383.) This symbolization of the squirrel here as penis—in the up-the-skirt terror, usually the mouse—hardly conceals the underlying attraction toward, rather than the stated rejection of, the female genitals. In the following little comedy-pretense of a similar rejection, the actual fascinated attention the boy pays to any mother-surrogate’s breasts is not even concealed. A little boy asks for a turtle-neck sweater for Christmas on the ground that a V-neck, sweater is dangerous. “Dangerous?” his mother asks him; “how?” “Teacher has a sweater like that, and every time she bends down, her lungs fall out.” (Idaho, 1932.) In another negative identification of teacher and mother, The teacher calls up a boy’s mother on the phone and says, “Your little boy is masturbating in class, and he’ll have to stop it.” The mother does not understand. “He’s playing with his virile organ,” the teacher explains. “Well, take it away from him!” (N.Y. 1952.) Where ‘bad’ boys, or those who are not studying well, are demoted to seats at the back of the classroom, masturbation among them—basically as a defiance of the teacher—is common. On a wholesale occurrence of this kind, see Sonia Stirt, “Mass Masturbation in a Public School,” in American Journal of Orthopsychiatry (1940).

The standard punishment of ‘staying after school’ is inevitably construed as an intended sexual relation between the teacher and the ‘bad boy’ being punished in this way. Such incidents are persistently described and retailed as true incidents, especially concerning teenaged boys, and it seems probable that they did occasionally occur in small American country schools. In weakly modified (urinary) form: Little boy, waving hand: “Please, Teacher, may I be excused?” Teacher: “No, you stay in and fill up the inkwells.” (“Purple Cow,” in The Cherub, Jan. 1937, p. 11.) Merely punning on the situation: During recess Willie Jones, the bad boy, has chalked on the board, “Willie Jones has the biggest prick in school.” The teacher indignantly orders him to stay after school. The gang wait an hour for him to appear, and anxiously ask him what happened. He merely winks and says, “It pays to advertise.” (1:451.)—The biggest boy in class is kept after school by the pretty young teacher for being bad. His friends are waiting for him. “What did she do to you? Did she hit you? Or what?” “I don’t know what it was,” he says, “but it sure beats pissing all to hell!” (2:366.) Sexual relations with the teacher will be given under the subject of permissiveness, where the essence is the child’s activity and not his passivity as here.

The growing obsolescence of religion in English-speaking countries over the last century, certainly since Darwin, and the Encyclopædia Britannica’s higher critical handling of the Bible in its ninth edition (1875-89), has reduced the Sunday-school story, as noted above, to hardly more than a relic, but it may still be possible to collect examples from older informants. Most of the few on hand have been collected both in Sunday-school forms and in variants with the religious background completely lacking. Minister: “Do you know where little boys and girls go when they do bad things?” Bad Boy: “Sure, back of the churchyard.” (1:247. Compare, “The Mess Line,” Army Times July 1, 1944, p. 18: ’“Where do good girls go?” asked the teacher. “To heaven.” “And where do bad girls go?” “Down to the docks when the fleet comes in,” chorused the class.’) Nothing but heaven is left.

With the following relic, reset in a ‘college’ background, compare the original forms—given below—all based on the famous Sunday-school question as to human and divine origins: “Who made you?” College professor to young co-ed: “Who made you, little girl?” Co-ed: “Originally or recently?” (Smile and the World Smiles With You, Guam, 1952, p. 18.) An orally collected version of this (D.C. 1944) arrives only halfway, in changing the meaning of ‘make’ from strict progenitorship to coitus: the story is told of two little girls who are going to tell an even littler girl ‘the facts of life’ and who begin with the routine question, “Well, do you know who made you?” in precisely the sexual sense that the Sunday-school question is intended to wrap up in teleological disguise.

Here are the more authentic forms of the story, both being carefully worked-out situations as compared to the ‘college’ wise-crack. These are the ‘pre-arranged answers that go awry’ (Motifs J1741.3, and 3.1), a trick of the ‘stupid scholar’ in 16th-century joke collections in both English and French (Des Périers’ Nouvelles récréations, 1558, No. 7). Sunday-school children are taught to answer the stock questions, “Who made Adam and Eve?” “What did Adam say to Eve?” etc. At the recitation before the bishop, the teacher jogs the students’ memories by jabbing them privately with a hatpin. “What did Eve say to Adam?” the bishop asks a little girl, while the teacher draws back the pin to jab. “Don’t you stick that thing in me!” (2:233.) Same situation, with the Sunday-school stock questions and replies: “Who made you?—God made me.” “Who were the first man and woman?—Adam and Eve.” The little boy who is to answer the first question has been “excused to go to the basement” just before the arrival of the bishop, who therefore begins with the second boy: “Who made you?” “Adam and Eve.” The bishop is horrified. Teacher: “No, no! God made you.” “He did not. The boy God made is downstairs taking a shit.” (N.Y. 1940. Anti-Virgin in Kryptádia, XI. 205.)

This is extremely close to a French text given in the Alsatian patois in Kryptádia (1884) II. 278, “Le Tout est de bien commencer.” In this version (in translation), which is obviously older than the American form and perhaps its origin: The visiting ecclesiastic is examining the best pupil in the village school. “Well, my boy,” he says, “what is your first thought and deed every morning?” The boy does not know the expected answer. To help him along the examiner says, “The first thing you do is to say your prayers to your Father in heaven, isn’t it?” “No,” says the boy, finding his tongue: “first I go behind the barn and shit.” Note how the European clerically-dominated ‘village school’ has become the American ‘Sunday school,’ the religious element in both cases being the story-tellers’ main scatological target. Here is a true story, not a joke: A little girl whose mother had just had a baby was extremely disappointed to learn that the baby was a girl instead of the boy she had expected. She was told patiently that the parents would have preferred a boy too [obviously the origin of her sexual self-hatred], but that it was “God’s will.” She disappeared into the bathroom and did not come out for some time. “What are you doing in there so long?” her father asked her finally. “Shitting on God.” (N.Y. 1965.)




III. THE DIAPER AND THE SCYTHE

Human aggregations differ from those of most of the other mammals in the continuing presence of the male in the entourage of the female after she has become pregnant. With the exception of certain species of apes and the horned & hooved animals, such as deer and mountain sheep, that are powerful enough to gather harems and to drive away all younger males, the peculiar and continuing sexual possessiveness displayed by the human male for the female is quite rare in the mammalian orders. This avoidance of anything that might be called a ‘family’ effectively protects the nursing young from the sexual jealousy of the father (who cannot assist in feeding them, as can birds), and where quasi-families are set up among mammals, the father tends to eat or otherwise destroy the children unless the female is strong enough to prevent him. The harem system protects the young slightly, partly by their very number and partly by the continuing sexual busyness of the father; but when monogamy is approached—as, sometimes, among the larger cats and human beings—the infant is in no small danger from the mother’s consort.

Nothing that is said here is intended to be humorous, nor is it humorous. Little boys in Anglo-Germanic countries have only within living memory ceased to be dressed protectively in girls’ clothes, such as pinafores, kilts, and the semi-dresses of Fauntleroy collars and Buster Brown belted suits, with long curls to match, until a special initiatory rite at puberty allows them to drop girls’ clothing and act the part of men. This particular rite (’confirmation’: the ‘bar mitzvah’ or ‘son of the commandment’ of religious Jews) is itself a modification at fourth or fifth hand of a ceremony clearly intended not to make the child the social and sexual equal of the father, but to deprive him physically of the ability to compete sexually with the father at all. It is the subliminal realization of this original reversal of the pretended meaning of ‘confirmation’ among Christians and Jews that makes the boy’s soprano announcement, “Today I am a man,” so richly humorous to the adult.

This is certainly not the place to trace at full length the history of the origin of human patriarchy and of the killing of the male (i.e. sexually uninteresting) children by the father, through the historical stages of plain killing and eating, through ceremonial offering to the god before killing and eating, then the sacrificing and eating of the god or the god’s son (still current), the substitution of an animal or money-payment for the son (the Jewish ‘redemption of the son’ or pidyon ha-ben), and finally the mere cutting off of the child’s penis, or some part of it, to dissuade him from competing for the mother or other harem-females.

For those interested, this whole history will be seen briefly, as in a lightning flash, in the story of Abraham and his sons, one of whom he drives into the desert with his mother to die (Genesis, xxi. 14-16), the other of whom he sets out to kill personally (xxii. 6-10), but satisfies himself instead, at God’s suggestion, with killing a ram, and cutting off only the tips of the boys’ penis-skins with a special knife. (See Exodus, iv. 24-26, as to the bird-goddess Zipporah’s circumcision knife of stone, implying the ancientness of these castratory practices as harking back beyond the human use of metal tools.) Judæo-Christian groups have since reduced the date of circumcision from the beginning of the boy’s sexual maturation at thirteen (Genesis, xvii. 23-25) when it does him the most irreparable emotional damage, to eight days (xxi.4, baptism among Christian sects), and have exchanged the religious rationalization for the even more tenuous one of ‘hygiene.’ But they still enact a token recollection of the original killing or castration, in the confirmation ceremonial at the age of thirteen ; and retain with inordinate and inexplicable dread the autumn circumcision festival (Yom Kippur) still observed by Mohammedan groups in the form of a wholesale roundup of all the pubescent boys—once with camels, now with jeeps—to circumcise them en masse.

1. FATHER TIME

Far older recollections of this history still survive. The one oldest mythic survival still the subject of ritual in Western civilization is unquestionably the festival of Kronos, the titan who castrated his father Saturn with a scythe, on New Year’s Eve. Kronos, or ‘Father Time’ (appearing in the combined characters of both Death and Time, with the scythe, hourglass, and cloaked wings common to both), not only still wanders with his scythe once a year, but he has changed places in the drama with the father he castrated and killed—in order to marry his sister—and, for his rebellion, is cut down with his own scythe at the very stroke of midnight by a small, naked boy wearing only a large, well-filled diaper and a chest-banner reading “Happy New Year!” In the street, in New York City, for instance, the Saturnalia is observed by several million or more hysterical worshippers, who shuffle about screaming and blowing horns for reasons they are unable to explain, in a special area (called Times Square) in which store-windows are barricaded with wooden fences to prevent damage—and looting—by the overexcited natives.

This double displacement of the castratory struggle between the father and the son, to the bearded grandfather and naked grandson who can enact it with easier identification and less feeling of sin, and dread of punishment, on the part of the spectator, is discussed at some length in Otto Rank’s Inzest-Motif (1912) chapters 6 and 9.ii, though he does not make mention of the New Year’s survival. That the winter solstice is, however, the focus of most of this anxiety, any study of the Christmas—New Year’s week, with its Saturnalia and Feast of Fools observances, will immediately demonstrate. All the material points so unmistakably in the same direction that it is remarkable it has never been collected: the Phoenician baby-eating god Baal, who became the Greek Saturn-Kronos, and, with the blood wiped off his chops, Zeus; the Saturnalia itself, especially in the later forms with the father-castrating and father-defying titan appearing as the Lord of Misrule (see Frazer’s Golden Bough), the Jewish anti-chorus of Purim, and the Irish Beltane; even the solemn religious calendaring to this day among Catholics, of the first day of spring as the day the Virgin became pregnant, of Christmas, nine months later, as the day She gave birth to Jesus, and of the eighth day thereafter, January 1st, as the Feast of the Circumcision. (Now expurgated on French saints’ day calendars to the allusive ‘Octave de Noël.’ I am waiting for some innocent French mother to name a child born on New Year’s day after precisely that ‘saint’!) Santa Claus himself is only Saturn in a red suit (but with the same old whiskers), dealing out toys exclusively to good children nowadays. The ‘switches’ for bad children that he once dealt out as Father Nicholas are now forgotten, with such similar Teutonic castration lore as the Daumenabschneider or Thumb-cutter of Struwwelpeter (on whom see Neurotica, 1951, No. 9).

Readers of science fiction—and particularly of the readers’ own mimeographed fan-magazines, which are so much more revealing than the stereotyped professional pulp—will find endless lore since H. G. Wells’ The Time Machine (1895) on that science-fictional onslaught against Time that rivals even the similarly endless war on the father-god’s planet, Mars. (Martians, in the science-fiction illustrators’ pantheon, as codified by Edgar Rice Burroughs, are red, stiff, tall, robust, heavy-chested, and really good at heart. Venusians, on the other hand, are female, green, shapeless, slimy, diseased, batrachian, steaming hot, with sagging breasts, and truly evil.) The principal problem in the war on Time—the problem frankly avowed and recalculated innumerable times—is to go back in time and kill your own grandfather, and yet somehow manage to be born (without a grandfather) in order to go back in time and kill him. Mark Twain fumbled his way much closer to the real problem in his equally jocular discussion of the boy and his father who marry a mother and daughter (the boy marrying the mother—ha ha ha—and the father marrying the daughter), and the complicated relationships then ensuing when the daughter has a baby, with the net result somehow that the boy ends up being his own grandfather. Other paradoxes of this kind (since the 1790’s) flirt even more openly with the symbolized incest.

As useful references on the subject of Time are difficult to find, I will mention here, for the use of anyone who cares to follow this very rich furrow, at least the following in addition to those above: Joost Meerloo’s “Father Time,” in Psychiatric Quarterly (Oct. 1948, and Oct. 1950), with his further references to the psychoanalytic literature, XXII. 608, and XXIV. 671; John W. Dunne’s An Experiment with Time (1927, later revised); Freud on the clock as conscience, in his Collected Papers, II. 158-9; Marie Bonaparte’s “Time and the Unconscious,” in International Journal of Psycho-analysis (1940); and much other material on Father Time and on watches and clocks: for instance, the automata of Greece and the Middle Ages, both lethal (Leonardo da Vinci) and merely horological, and the clock that turns all to smiles on welcoming Alice through the Looking-Glass. On Time, as identical with Death, see especially Erwin Panofsky’s Studies in Iconology (1939), or even the identical representations in so informal a source as the Pequeño Larousse Ilustrado (Buenos Aires, 1943) at “Alegoría,” p. 42, and “Tiempo,” Suppl. p. 1482. Hogarth’s bitter caricature, captioned “As Statues Moulder into Worth,” showing Time smoking a clay pipe while he dismembers a statue and slashes a painter’s canvas with his scythe, should also not be overlooked.

One folklore survival in which the whole drama is realistically enacted, of the father’s attempted killing or castration of the son—not with one knife but many—and the son’s miraculous escape, is the famous Hindu Rope Trick, which no one has ever seen (or will), but which a friend-of-a-friend has been swearing to since the century when it was first slightingly mentioned in the Vedanta Sutras. In a provocative but very condensed page in American Imago (1951) VIII. 287-8, William H. Desmonde notes some of the psychoanalytic implications of the related folktale of “Jack and the Beanstalk,” which—although Dr. Desmonde does not mention this—is the Hindu Rope Trick told frankly as a fairy-tale (Aarne Type 328), with the pie-in-the-sky heaven that the climbing boy goes to, the ogre’s wife that he commits some type of adultery with there, and all. On the identity of the ogre, see the joke, below, on the little girl and boy playing sexually under the very tree in which their Father—as in Genesis, iii.8—is hiding.

2. THE STOPPED CLOCK

Where several thousand years of mythology, religion, mass-hysterical ceremonials (like New Year’s Eve), and mass-neurotic literatures (like science fiction) have not been able to allay successfully the fear of being killed and eaten by one’s father, or, at the very least, castrated by him by way of punishment for one’s sexual urges toward the mother, sister, or other women of the father’s harem (such as the maid), it is hardly to be expected that a handful of dirty jokes can do the job. Nevertheless, two remarkable stories may be cited identifying the timepiece with the penis in circumcision-castration themes. Both stories are based on impossible situations, and may therefore be assumed to exist simply to allay—by means of humorous treatment—the anxiety focussed in this subject for both the originators of the stories and those who repeat them. The first is a Jewish story. A man in a small town finds that his watch has stopped. He goes into a shop displaying a large watch outside, and asks the man to fix his watch. “I don’t fix watches.” “But you have a big watch hanging outside.” “I know, but I don’t fix watches. I’m a mohel (circumciser).” “So why do you have a watch outside?” “Nu, so what should I have—a putz?” (N.Y. 1940.) It is self-evident that the hypothetical ‘putz’ (penis) sign would involve at least symbolic castration (of the penis-sign’s former ‘owner’) as an advertisement for circumcision. A man is smuggling a valuable watch into England. In order to hide it he hangs it on his penis [!] and would have gotten it through successfully except that when the customs inspector asks him, “Do you have the time on you, old cock?” the man faints. (N.Y. 1953.)

With this may be compared the following, in Joe Miller’s Jests (1739) No. 107, following a joke on a ‘devout Gentleman’ whose watch was stolen from him ‘while he was at Prayers.’ It should be understood that ladies at this period—as gentlemen now, in a ‘fob’ pocket—wore their watches en chatelaine just over the pubis. George Ch—n, who was always accounted a very blunt Speaker, asking a young Lady one Day, what it was o’Clock, and she telling him her Watch stood, I don’t wonder at that, Madam, said he, when it is so near your -----. The suspicion raised by the first story above, and strengthened here, that the stopped watch represents impotence, becomes a certainty when one observes the third story in Joe Miller’s train of associations from the stolen watch to the stopped watch:

108. A modest Gentlewoman being compelled by her Mother to accuse her Husband of Defect, and being in the Court, she humbly desired of the Judge, that she might write her Mind, and not be obliged to speak it, for Modesty’s sake; the Judge gave her that Liberty, and a Clerk was immediately commanded to give her Pen, Ink, and Paper, whereupon she took the Pen without dipping it into the Ink, and made as if she would write; says the Clerk to her, Madam, there is no Ink in your Pen. Truly, Sir, says she, that’s just my Case, and therefore I need not explain myself any further. (Taken from Comedians Tales, 1729; reissued as Spiller’s Jests, p. 7.)


In its modern form this is told as of an American in Paris who refuses the egg in his whiskey that will ‘put lead in his pencil,’ on the grounds that he has ‘no one to write to.’ (1:299.) Other material on the identification of impotence with castration will be found in Chapter 13.

A large amount of material could be collected, if wanted, on the clock as conscience, as noted above in Freud’s Collected Papers, II. 158-9, where the meaning of conscience (the superego) as the internalization of parental prohibitions concerning sex and hostility will also be found discussed. The inevitable presents of a fountain pen and wristwatch at the modern Jewish boy’s bar-mitzvah confirmation—on which, see above—draw their equally inevitable humor (“Today I am a fountain pen!”) strictly from their symbolic level. Less humorously, a remarkable incident appearing in an AP dispatch of Feb. 27, 1951, is reprinted in Neurotica No. 8: p. 39, of a boy who killed himself by means of a home-made electrocution device attached to his arm and leg while he slept, and set off by an alarm clock at 6 A.M. The sin, in his sleep, for which he felt he deserved death, is not hard to discern. There is also the masochist novel, The Big Clock, by Kenneth Fearing (‘name-fatality’?), made into a popular movie, about a man who is hired to chase himself—all unbeknownst—for seducing the ‘boss’s’ wife; but it is difficult to take seriously these grown-up proliferations of childish fantasies of sexual sin and parental punishment.

Folk materials come closer to the point, at least in the identification of the wound-up clock and male potency, if not of the clock as the censorious and all-seeing father’s face. (Grandville’s, and much later Magritte’s, sky-floating eye, which has recently become the single most popular paranoid theme in derivative advertising art. Compare De Chirico’s “Enigma of the Hour,” 1914, and Dali’s famous limp watches in “The Persistence of Memory,” 1931.) As to male potency, in a long mock ‘debtor letter,’ in which an old farmer explains why getting any money out of him to pay his bills ‘would be like trying to ram a pound of melted butter up a wildcat’s ass with a red-hot poker’ (or, ‘with a wilted noodle’), the recounting of the farmer’s sexual troubles ends with him being left with nothing but “A Waterbury watch and a stricture … I was kept busy winding my watch and running to piss.” (D.C. 1945-48.) In another version he is left with “A dollar watch and the clap. The clap ran; the watch wouldn’t.” (N.Y. 1953.) Similarly, A sailor in Atlantic City naïvely refuses a streetwalker’s invitation, “Do you want your watch fixed?” He is told by a buddy that this is simply a form of solicitation, and accepts the next such offer. A year later, when another streetwalker asks him if he wants his watch fixed, he replies, “I had it fixed a year ago, and it’s been running ever since.” (On the concept of venereal disease as a punishment for sexual sin, see Chapter 12, in Series Two.)

The clock image is also reported as a gag-line worked into a conversation: A man recently married was asked how his wedding present, an alarm clock, worked. “Fine! The clock, my wife, and I all go off at the same time.” (Calif. 1941. If this is anything like a telephone ringing at the same time, it can be added to all definitions of pandemonium.) Exactly matching, on the dust-jacket prepared for the publisher Grayson in 1952, in taking over Elgart’s Over Sexteen (1951), a single cartoon is added to the new issue, noted as ‘an overflow’ making the book ‘gay from cover to cover and flap-happy besides,’ and showing a bride and groom lying in bed with the covers rounded in a tent over his sleeping erection, while nearby three alarm clocks are set to go off at two-hour intervals beginning at midnight, to reconsummate his marriage. This is, of course, only a dream. In a woman’s conversational complaint of her husband, recorded D.C. 1949, the more usual identification is made: “Why, the goddamn sonofa-bitch takes more time to wind his watch.” This naturally brings to mind the famous opening of Sterne’s Tristram Shandy (1760) in which the wife interrupts the husband in coitus to ask whether he has wound the clock. Much more evidence could be cited, but enough has been given to identify with some certainty Time (Kronos) as the castrator, the scythe that he shares with Death as the instrument of the operation, and the clock—formerly the hourglass—as his memento mori.




IV. MASTURBATION

1. THE CASTRATORY THREAT

Children are very clever and very forlorn, but—in this culture at least—they do not have a chance. Whatever the pretense of freedom or ‘modernity’ in its training, the child very soon understands that its sexual experimentations, whether with its own body or with anyone else’s, are considered wrong by adults and are usually punished, if not by castration then by the specific threat of castration or some equivalent such as circumcision. This last, though adults find it easy to agree to (for the child) under some ‘hygienic’ or other rationalization, is guaranteed not to fool any child.

However cleverly hidden, the threat may always be discerned by its effect. In the following story, the dénouement, as given, does not at all explain the child’s terror and sudden obedience, and it may confidently be assumed that the ending is a mere veiling of the castration threat—probably from the originator of the story as well as from its tellers. As it stands, the story is really in the class with the “Sleeve Job” story (Chapter 8.III.3-4) and that other “Most Maddening Story in the World,” in which we are left wondering what was on the paper, or in store for the young man on his wedding night. That it is Santa Claus, whose jolly, fat fraud has been discussed above, who is chosen here as the custodian of the great secret—castration—seems significant indeed.

A little boy makes a pest of himself by refusing to get off the department store hobby-horse when taken to see Santa Claus. When the mother gives up, Santa Claus offers to help out. He whispers a few words in the little boy’s ear. The little boy pales and immediately jumps off and leaves dutifully with his mother. In the street the mother asks him what it was that Santa said that made him so obedient. The child’s lip trembles, but he will not say. “Did he say he’d bring you presents if you were a good boy?” “No, Mummy, he didn’t say anything about presents.” “Then what did he say, darling?” “He said, ‘You little son of a bitch, if you don’t get off that horse this minute, I’ll kick the living piss out of you!’” (Anecdota Americana II, 1934, No. 109.)

The compiler of Anecdota II, and almost every other teller of this story, piles on the profanity hard, to try to invent a threat that will have some possible relation to the observed effect, but their profanity is the measure of their failure, as bad little boys are quite used to being sworn at. Actually, in this terrific unveiling, Santa Claus drops the mask, and is again—not just Father Christmas with his ‘switches’ for bad children, but Saturn-Kronos with his still-living scythe. (The author faithfully promises that ‘what song the Syrens sang, or what name Achilles assumed when he hid himself among women’ will not be solved in the present volume; but on the first of these other classic problems see Henry Alden Bunker’s “The Voice as (Female) Phallus,” in Psychoanalytic Quarterly, 1934, III. 391-429. The Indian Rope Trick has already been identified above as the folktale of “Jack and the Beanstalk,” Aarne Type 328, with extensive references, not one of which draws this obvious parallel.) Compare now the similar story in which the disobedient little boy is tamed by exactly the opposite method to castration—but one still closely related: A guest at a bridge-party, “a gray-haired man,” offers to get an unruly boy child to be quiet. He takes the boy upstairs, and when he comes down a few minutes later all is quiet. Asked after the party, by the boy’s mother, what the secret method was, he explains: “It was really very simple. I taught him how to masturbate.” (2:184.)

A little boy is told that if he bites his fingernails he will get “a great big stomach like that lady”—his mother points, as she says this, to a pregnant woman on the streetcar. The boy stares at the woman and when she angrily asks him why, he whispers, “I know what you’ve been doing!” (2:343.) The form of the story, and the end-line used, are the same as those in the well-known medieval story of the magpie that had all its feathers pulled out for telling the husband that his wife ate a ‘good morsell’ (namely, an eel) in his absence; and ‘ever after, whanne the [mag]pie sawe a balled [sic] or a pilled man, or a woman with an high forhede, the pie saide to them, “ye spake of the ele”.’ (Geoffroy de La Tour-Landry, The Book of the Knight of La Tour-Landry, 1372, ed. Thomas Wright, 1906, chap. 16; and Wright’s note, p. 208, mentioning that the story ‘is often repeated by the medieval conteurs’ and that ‘it is the subject of a much more modern story,’ which, however, he does not give. Motif J551.5.)

So much for the form. The actual matter is obviously that of Struwwelpeter by Dr. Heinrich Hoffmann (1845), in which the little boy—called Conrad, but clearly the Struwwelpeter of the title-page—has his thumbs cut off by a tailor with an enormous shears for no worse sin than sucking them. Again, the utter disparity of cause & effect indicates that the child’s real sin is masturbation and the real punishment castration. The psychoanalytic literature aside (see Dr. Rudolph Friedmann’s remarkable “Struwwelpeter,” in Neurotica, 1951, No. 9; p. 25-32; enlarged and reprinted in Dwight Macdonald’s Parodies: An Anthology, 1960, p. 493-501), the equivalence of nail-biting or thumb-sucking to masturbation, and of the measures or threats—here pregnancy!—intended to prevent these to threats of castration, is baldly and unequivocally stated in the joke intended to follow immediately after the one above in Anecdota II: ‘Another youngster was in the habit of pissing on the streets, a habit of which his mother wished to break him. She called him and chastized him severely, telling him that if he continued she would be forced to cut his prick off. “Aw,” said he, “what the hell do I care! All the girls have theirs cut off and tucked in”.’ (2:353, quoted exactly. 2:343, above, is the first joke preceding to which the prefatory ‘Another youngster’ can refer.) As castration is a ridiculous punishment for urination, the following joke will make clear both what is meant and what is being punished: “What are you doing behind that tree?” “Just pissing.” “Well stop this minute. You know good and well you don’t have to pump it out!” (Idaho, 1919, told in Negro dialect.)

A boy masturbating in a tree is reprimanded by an old lady who tells him that this wastes a possible president, baseball player, aviator, or similar. The boy continues anyhow, and the ejaculate lands at the old lady’s feet. “I guess you’re right,” he says. “There goes an acrobat.” (2:42.) Actually this is only a wisecracked version of the story, with the inner emphasis shifted to the exhibitionistic relation with the ‘old lady.’ Anecdota I gives the original form, opening with the phrase, ‘Everybody is familiar with the story …’ The little boy is masturbating, looks at the semen in his hand and says, “You might have been a barber, a farmer … or even President. But now, well …” suddenly swallowing it down, “I’ll give you another chance.” (1:149.)

There is finally the threat of death, on which H. A. Bunker makes the following parallel:

For the patient, death and castration were interchangeable terms; they were one and the same thing. Not only did he have many fantasies of death and of suicide (simultaneously with a terror of death) and numerous dreams involving various appurtenances of death (cemeteries, etc.) … but his equating of death and castration was unequivocally proved to him by an occasion on which, seeing a young man stretched out naked on a table in the morgue, his instantaneous thought was, “It will never rise again.” (Psychoanalytic Quarterly, 1934, III.405. Compare the Egyptian depictions of the dead Osiris with an erection, and the folk and other materials given in Chapter 13, in Series Two, identifying erection and resurrection.)


A little boy going to a party is told by his mother that he will die if he kisses a girl. He kisses a girl anyhow, but suddenly runs away. The girl pursues him and asks why. “Because I’m going to die. My mother said so and now I know she’s right—I could feel myself starting to get stiff while I was kissing you.” (Clean Dirt, Addendum, 1938.) To intrude a personal example of the minced castration-threat, I was told when small that if I played the ‘pee-pee’ doctor-game any more with the little girl next door, my mother would hit me with a broom and then I could never ‘get married.’ I took this very seriously, at the time, and am still made nervous by the sound of a broom sweeping. This idea of being unfitted for marriage is perhaps only a Hungarian superstition (compare the medieval accusation against witches that they could nouer l’aiguillette, or hex the codpiece); but the same misfortune is believed by some, in America, to result from walking under a ladder. (On the broom see, of course, the witch’s phallic-flying broom, classically illustrated in Goya’s Los Caprichos, No. 68, “Pretty Mistress,” quite Lesbian in tone; and in the forthright illustration of flying coitus on the witches’ broom—with the Lesbian tone studiously avoided—in Alexander King’s illustrations to Samuel Putnam’s translation of All the Extant Works of Rabelais, 1929, II.632 and 708.)

The atmosphere now begins to lighten somewhat for the child. In the death-threat the parent has gone too far, for experience in ‘falling from grace’ quickly shows the child that the threat is hollow. The parental prohibition is defied, neither death nor castration is found actually to follow, and the child turns at once to ridiculing the forbidding parent, to masturbation without feelings of wrong, and, eventually—at least in jokes—to the incest with the sister or mother that is really what is being forbidden behind the shibboleth of masturbation.

A little boy is told that if he continues to masturbate he will die. His mother listens at his bedroom door. “I’ll die! I’ll die! I’ll die, diddle-diddle, dee-die, dee-die!” (Tune: “The Campbells Are Coming” or “Over the Hills and Far Away.”N.Y. 1952.) The ‘diddle-diddle’ element, here slyly imported to refer to masturbation, was, in Shakespeare’s time, a popular refrain, as in Autolycus’ peddler’s pack that ‘has the prettiest love-songs for maids; so without bawdry, which is strange; with such delicate burthens of dildos and fadings, “jump her and thump her” … where some stretch-mouthed rascal would, as it were, mean mischief and break a foul gap into the matter’—A Winter’s Tale (MS. 1610) IV. iii. 193-98. It has fallen away since to the purposeful ‘nonsense’ of a nursery-rhyme refrain, as in “Hey Diddle-Diddle, the Cat and the Fiddle,” or, perhaps more relevantly, in “Lavender’s Green” (before 1685):

Some to make hay, Diddle diddle,


some to the Corn,


Whilst you and I, Diddle diddle,


keep the bed warm.


(Reprinted from the broadside, in Iona & Peter Opie’s Oxford Dictionary of Nursery Rhymes, 1951, p. 266 and pl. x.)

“There are those in this congregation,” shouts the revivalist, “who have committed the unutterable sin of heing-and-sheing. Stand up and repent!” Three-quarters of the congregation stand up. “And there are those who have committed that double sin of sins, heing-and-heing. Stand up!” The rest of the men stand up. “And I positively know that there are those that have committed that triplest of triple sins, sheing-and-sheing!” The rest of the women all rise, sobbing hysterically. No one is left sitting but one little boy. “Elder Hogmouth,” he quavers, “how do you stand on meing-and-meing?” (N.Y. 1942.)

2. GROUP PERMISSION

Searching for permission to experiment sexually, at least with its own body, the child turns to every possible authority-figure: the brother, father, doctor, playmates, even to the mysterious stranger who answers Yes when everyone else says No. (The ‘gray haired man’ who explains calmly, “I taught him how to masturbate.”—2:184.) A male teacher in the New York primary schools reported (1953) that he was chosen by the little boys of his class to give them this needed permission—or to be the butt of the necessary defiance of authority—in the following repeated pantomime: “Hey, teach’! Man sees a duck—he shoots it (pointing the hand upward at penis level as though a gun)—stabs it ten times—it’s dead!” Even a mock-religious justification is adduced. A man finds a boy masturbating in a public toilet. “Say, stop that!” “Let me alone, mister. I’m a Christian Scientist, and I’m screwing my girl in Chicago.” (N.Y. 1949. Also an elaborate variant, 1953, in which a whole parade of clergymen—rabbi, minister, and priest—are defied by the boy before topping them with his own ‘permissive’ religious affiliation.)

Swimming-pool jokes, with their implied exhibition of the genitals, offer a surprising corroboration of the identification between circumcision and the punishment for sexual acts. Two poor boys and two rich boys (or two country boys and two city boys) are swimming naked in the same pool. “Did you notice the small pricks on the rich kids?” says one of the poor boys. “They have toys to play with,” the other explains. (N.Y. 1952.) Collected also as a bare gag-line, in Minneapolis, 1946, about the Scotsman who cut the pockets out of his son’s pants so he wouldn’t have to buy him any toys. Here the permissive and castratory (the cutting) elements are mixed. In a version collected in Monterey about the same time, the connection with circumcision is directly stated: “I told her to do like they did in the old days—not give them any toys, and you won’t have to circumcise them.” Similarly: “Twenty dollars to have Junior circumcised?” objects the father. “Let him wear it off, the way I did!” (N.Y. 1945.)

The most common appeal for permission, in fact as well as in jokes, is the child’s own contemporaries: brothers not too much older, and playmates. Two little boys are standing urinating together. “I wish I had a big prick like my brother,” says one; “he has to use four fingers to hold it.” “Well you’re using four fingers.” “Yes, but I’m pissing on three of them.” (N.Y. 1953.) The whole manipulatory tone here—lacking only the mention of urinating at a target or for height—suggests that the ostensible subject, urination, is simply the usual masturbational screen.

The so-called ‘orgies’ of children and adolescents, plugged very hard by the newspapers over the last twenty years or more (quite aside from the recent infantile hippie ‘group gropes’), are by no means the enactments of ‘unbridled lust’ that parent-teacher associations and police authorities tend to announce, but rather the child’s attempt to achieve group approval—and therefore individual permission—for acts which are powerfully urgent but almost equally powerfully forbidden. That “Everybody does it” (the title of a Mozart comic opera, Cosi fan tutte, 1790, and of a more recent James M. Cain pocket-reprint) is still the best available permission for what are felt to be disapproved acts. The mass formalizations of hostile impulses in games and other public entertainments, such as football, wrestling, TV murder-dramas, war, lynching, etc., necessary before American adults can enjoy these without mental reservation, are an even better example of the same mechanism of permission. In a more childish and probably more normally sexual form: A club of boys are playing “ring-jerk poker.” Each boy puts in a dime, and the one who finishes masturbating first wins the pot. Leader: “All right, everybody stop now. The fellow in the corner came.” Boy: “Uh-uh, I got a good hand and I’m playing it out.” (N.Y. 1949. On the obvious homosexual element here, and its formalization into publicly accepted hostile forms in gambling, wrestling, etc., see Ralph R. Greenson, in American Imago, 1947, IV, No. 2: p. 61-77; and the further material in Dr. John Del Torto’s “On Gambling,” in Neurotica, 1950, No. 6: p. 11-22.)

Group sexual activities are always essentially masturbatory, for all their plural pretense. This is the paradox, or mathematical nature, of orgies. As I have noted in The Fake Revolt (1967) p. 31: ‘the actual 3-in-1 oil orgy, involving kissing-HER-while-screwing-HIM, or screwing several other people (and the dog) simultaneously, under the excuse of drugged drunkenness, not only necessarily and permutationally must involve sexual perversion, but is also, in the deepest sense, the setting up of a sexual hall of mirrors, or a thinning-out and cooling-down of the sexual charge and sexual relationship, to the point where there is really nobody present but the drugged orgiast, whose main emotion is an intense and frightened narcissistic concern to touch no one, except with the necessary tip of his or her penis or clitoris, and sometimes not even with that. The masturbator’s dream. Obviously, a better solution would be a vibrating scalp-massage motor.’ The exhibitionistic or show-off element is also very prominent, whether under the hoary pretext of religion (or anti-religion), as in the so-called ‘Black Mass’ and other devil-worshipping rites, or in the modern ‘group grope’ and ‘street fucking’ proposed by the current mock-révolté and drug-addicted hippies. (Hitting Time magazine, July 7, 1967, p. 17/3, in a brief and permissive publicity reference to the hippies’ ‘group grope,’ of which the essential difference from the more solid citizens’ ‘wife-swapping’ is really only its simultaneity—but that will come.)

In Scranton, Pa., in 1930, the little girls of about ten reported a secret ‘clothespin club,’ in which each girl put a piece of candy in the pot, and the winner was determined by the depth of entry achieved on a clothespin. Public performances like these give rise to fancy virtuosity, recollected in such lines as the boy’s jeer: “Can you change hands without missing a stroke?” (Pa. 1934.) One is reminded somehow of the efficiency-expert father’s single-stroke method of taking a bath, as described in Frank Gilbreth Jr.’s Cheaper by the Dozen. A similar narcissistic lavishing of a long-drawn caress on the body—under the guise of cutting down the amount of body-handling to an absolute minimum—was the winning of a radio shaving-contest for college boys (N.Y. 1940), in which chorus-girls whisked up the lather, held the mirrors, etc., by a young man who completed the whole job in a single stroke, in the boustrophedon or ox-turn fashion of ancient Greek writing. Compare the ‘trip around the world’ or prolonged body-tonguing, considered the ultimate oragenital caress.

The wet dream represents the complete but innocent failure of repression, and, whatever pretenses are made about it, is welcomed by the young boy as a safe way out of an impossible conflict between impulse and interdict. In Geraldine Bradshaw (1950) chap. 20, Calder Willingham catches, with the most remarkable ear for dialogue, the once-a-year school lecture ‘for the benefit of pubescent juniors and seniors,’ in which the fake-friendly ‘Old Doc’ begins with ‘the dirty nightmare … the foul, noxious weed of night, a weeeeeeed in the garden of the soul,’ ending, of course, with the stereopticon slides of the ‘spotted victims’ of tertiary syphilis, caught somehow in a dream. The more permissive approach of the general practitioner is roughly approved in the following: High-strung Young Man: “Doctor, I suffer from wet dreams and loss of manhood.” Old-Time Doctor: “Why hell, that’s not a disease. That’s a pastime!” (Minneapolis, 1946.)




V. INCEST

There is finally the question of the content of the dream. Who is the dreamer fantasying in his sleep, if one may be so unkind as to inquire? Is it really just movie-stars, innocently attained in a new Hypnerotomachia Poliphili-Perversi, as with The messenger boy who delivers flowers to the actress naked in her dressing room, and stays to stare. “Run along now,” she says, giving him a quarter; “I hear somebody coming.” “You have marvellous hearing,” he says. “That’s me.” (2:161. This is also the subject of the best-known modern limerick, on the young man of Dee, ‘who was plumbing his girl by the sea.’ The Limerick, Paris, 1953, no. 60-63, gives English, French, German, and modern-Latin versions dating since 1927.) The dreamer keeps his secret close, but he is not averse to letting on that the illusion is preferable to the reality, or at least safer: The boy who would rather have a wet dream than a woman, because “You meet a better class of women that way.” (2:239.)

Frankly approaching, if not identifying, the woman actually dreamed of—and compare the ‘old lady’ above, to whom the masturbating boy’s semen is presented as an acrobatic gift—A boy who has had a wet dream throws back the covers and says, “Look, Ma, no hands!” (N.Y. 1941), the irreproachable achievement. A pantomime joke difficult to classify—it is not quite a fool joke—probably belongs here, in its subterfuge sexual approach to the mother figure. A woman in a department store sees a shoplifter putting something into his pocket and denounces him to the floorwalker. The shoplifter denies it. “But I saw you put it in your pocket myself!” the woman insists, and reaches into his pocket to prove it. She faints. “What have you got in your pocket?” the floorwalker demands. “Pockets? Who’s got pockets?” (N.Y. 1942. Compare the Scotsman, above.)

The first actual physical approach to incest is usually with the sister, as in the real life cases of Nietzsche, Byron and Beardsley. In life the initiative is usually the boy’s, as witness that the sister tends to be younger, but in jokes the sexually aggressive little girl is a cherished fantasy. One little girl asks the other her age. The second little girl doesn’t know. “Have you been with a boy?” “No.” “Then you must be eight, ’cause I’se nine.” (Transcontinental train, 1943.) Little girls have their problems too, with forbidding mothers, just as do boys with their fathers. But subterfuges can be found, to evade most prohibitions, without shocking the childish conscience. A little girl is told before going out that her mother will be disgraced if she lets a boy lay on top of her. She lays on top of the boy. “Now his mother is disgraced.” (2:448.) The rationalization here is double in that, for the purposes of the joke, it evades the parent’s prohibition, while for the purposes of the jokester it explains away the little girl’s dominance. This is also told of a big girl (D.C. 1942) as a fool story, but with a good deal less meaning. More graphically, on the theme of the child’s grappling with the problems of sexual anatomy—as in the fool story, given later, of the nose—A little girl cautions a little boy: “My mother says I mustn’t let you put your hand up my dress. But you can put your hand down my dress in back, if you want. It’s the second hole you come to.” (1:303.)

A joke that has remained popular for twenty or more years sums up the real usefulness of the fantasy of the sexually aggressive little girl. It may usefully be compared with Adam’s explanation of why he ate the ‘apple.’ A little boy is accused of stealing a girl’s bicycle. “I didn’t steal it, Judge,” he says. “She gave it to me. She was riding me home from school on the handlebars, and she stopped in the woods and took off her blue jeans and her panties and said I could have anything she had. Well, the panties were girl things and the blue jeans wouldn’t fit me, so I took the bicycle.” (This form, Norfolk, Va., 1953. Versions without the blue jeans since 1935. The wearing of identical clothing currently by adolescents of both sexes in America—in particular the dungarees that were formerly the mock-virile badge of the homosexual prostitute—is noted briefly in my book Love & Death, 1949, p. 77; and is satirized in “Al Capp’s America,” in Pageant, March 1953. It has since then passed far beyond satire, with ‘Twiggy’ ‘look-alike’ contests for couples, 1967, in which the boy may have hair longer than the girl.) There is also a homosexual version of this joke in which A fairy is picked up by a movie-star in her car. She takes him to a hotel, undresses, and tells him he can have anything he wants. He takes the car. “And you did right, dear,” says the other fairy. “Her clothes would never have fit you.” (N.Y. 1953.) Even more briefly: The homosexual’s wedding night, as told by the bride: “He took off all my clothes—then he took off all his clothes—then he put on my clothes—and I haven’t seen him since.” (N.Y. 1950.)

That the rejection of women means the acceptance of homosexuality is a truism that does not need to be supported by jokes. To continue in the normal pattern, the little boy must eventually accept both the initiative and the guilt of his sexual attempts, if they are to succeed. Little boy, to little girl: “Wanna peanut?” “Thanks.” “Wanna go down in the cellar?” “No.” “Gimme back my peanut.” (N.Y. 1943.) A fuller version of this ‘cute-kid’ parody of adolescent seduction has been heard principally from women. It is one of the few stories in which a woman can identify with the winner and not with the villain. A little boy hides in the rumble seat of his brother’s car to find out how to handle girls. The next day he pedals down the street in his kiddie-car to try his own hand. He sees a little girl. “Wanna ride?” “Yeh.” “Det in.” Pedals around the corner. “Now pull up your dwess.” “I won’t.” “Det out.” This is repeated several times. Finally one little girl agrees but says, “What’ll you gimme?” “All I got’s two jelly beans an’ a nickel.” They go down into the cellar and the little girl pulls up her dress. Little boy: “Aw gee, no hair!” Little girl: “What do you want for a nickel—turls?” (N.Y. 1939.)

The sexual approach to the sister and mother is made circumspectly in jokes, by way of cousins, maids, cooks, and other surrogates of the actual female relative. The poor, the Negroes, and other ‘inferior’ groups are used here in the traditional belief that they are ‘practically animals’ in their sexual unrepression. A farmer boy is sent to bring his city cousin from the train with the horse & buggy, but is cautioned not to use any bad language or make any indecent proposals. On the way back to the farm they pass a clump of horse-dung on the road. “What’s that?” asks the little city girl. “That’s, er, road-apples,” he explains. “Where I come from we call it horse-shit,” she says. He drops the reins and turns to her eagerly, crying, “Honey, let’s fuck!” (Transcontinental train, 1943.)

Of the many elements in the following story available to psychoanalytic interpretation, one has already been noted—that of the mother-tree in which the father hides to spy (Genesis, iii. 8). The rest are left to the reader to gloss. I am indebted for this remarkable story to Mr. Kenneth Larson, of Idaho, where the story was collected in 1919. A little boy and girl are late to school every day. The teacher complains, and the father decides to go early and hide somewhere to see what they do. Soon they arrive under a big tree and stop to play. “You be the mare and I’ll be the stud,” says the little boy. The little girl obligingly pulls down her pants, and the boy begins prancing around her on his hands and knees with his penis out. “Now you pee a little,” he says. She tries but can’t. Suddenly the little boy tosses his head and sees his father watching from up in the tree. “Do you want me to pee a little for you now?” the girl asks. “No!” replies the boy in desperation. “But if you’ll look up in that tree, you’ll shit!”

Finally, the mother-figure. First as the Negro mammy or maid. A small boy cajoles the Negro washerwoman to let him have intercourse with her, and after many refusals, on the grounds that he is too small and she is too busy, she allows him to do so while she bends over the washtub and continues to work. Suddenly she says, “C’mon in bed, chile. You got talent.” (1:373.) As compared to this achieving of adult male potency, there is the wishful dream of the child who impregnates his mother against his father’s will. “My four-year-old son knocked up the maid.” “Impossible!” “Yes sir, the little son-of-a-bitch punctured all my condoms with a pin.” (2:331.) An unpleasant Lesbian-fecal variation on this idea occurs in Pierre Louÿs’ Trois Filles de leur Mère (1926), of which two English manuscript translations have been made, and a third published in Paris as The She-Devils, by ‘Peter Lewys.’

The theme of ‘the mother and the penis of her son’ is one of the various approaches of the two made possible by sickness, the law-courts, etc. An 11-year-old boy is accused of rape. His mother takes out his penis to show the judge the absurdity of the charge. “Why this tiny organ, your Honor, this little bauble! How could my boy even be suspected of raping this woman with his undeveloped little …” Boy: “Hey, Ma, better quit stroking that or we’re gonna lose this case sure.” (N.Y. 1939.) Mark Twain tells a story containing a number of similar elements, explaining that it is a true incident that had occurred in a law-court in Hartford, Conn., ‘about a dozen years before I went there, in 1871.’ A lawyer who is famous for two things, his diminutiveness and his persecuting of witnesses, is questioning a vast Irishwoman who has testified that she awoke in the morning and found the accused lying beside her, and discovered that she had been raped. The little lawyer elaborately measures her figure with his eyes. “Now, Madam, if one may take so preposterous a thing as that seriously, you might even charge it upon me. Come now, suppose you should wake up and find me lying beside you? What would you think?” She measures him critically and at her leisure with her eyes, and says, “I’d think I’d had a miscarriage!” (Mark Twain in Eruption, 1940, p. 44, in a passage on Andrew Carnegie’s small size, dated 1907.)

The emphasis on the smallness of the accused male, as compared to the largeness of the woman in all such rape stories, makes it perfectly clear that he is really a child. “How does it happen,” asks the judge in a rape case, “that a little bit of a fellow like that was able to attack a large woman like you? It seems to me that standing against a tree, as you say you were, he could barely reach you.” “Well, Judge,” says the woman, “maybe I did stoop a little.” (1:281. In Carnoy’s “Contes Picards,” in Kryptádia, 1907, X. 118.)

Occasionally, the accused rapist is actually a midget. The midget is accused of raping the fat woman by standing on a bucket. His defense lawyer stands him on a bucket and shows how, with one kick, the woman could have knocked over both the bucket and him. The midget is acquitted but the judge still has his doubts. He takes him aside after and says, “It’s all over now and you can’t be tried twice, but I know damn well you did it. How?” The midget winks. “The bucket.” “But didn’t your lawyer … couldn’t the woman …” “I didn’t stand on it,” says the midget. “I put it over her head and hung on to the handle.” (N.Y. 1942. Compare Motif J2372.)

As these comedy routines with midgets and buckets should indicate, stories baldly describing acts of incestuous intercourse between a mother or sister and son are not common. There is one, however, and it is very commonly collected, and from all over the world (English-speaking informants in Denmark, West Africa, etc.). It is the only joke in Anecdota I indexed under “Incest,” and is prefaced in the text by the statement that it is ‘The dirtiest story ever told,’ though only the first half is given. As it is not particularly funny, its great popularity certainly suggests that it serves a need for the tellers. It is generally called “The Happy Family,” as in the earliest version found, in the McAtee MS. (1912) envelope 7, noting that it is ‘Based on a story heard in Grant County [Indiana], in the ’90’s.’ (Compare, in the final chapter of Series Two, “The Aristocrats.”) Mother: “My, Jimmy, your prick is bigger than Dad’s!” Jimmy: “Yes, that’s what Sister always says.” (1:225, and many variants to 1962, changing the speakers to sister and brother. A complex variant, in Anecdota 2:37, has the father speaking to the daughter, with extended dysphemistic trills on the abilities of members of a fine old Southern family at anilinctus, etc.) Other versions of this story will be found in Chapter 12, “Disease & Disgust,” in Series Two, where its hands-around effect is made use of to transmit venereal disease to the father-enemy. The disease-bearing form is probably the original and can be traced at least as far back as Voltaire’s Candide in 1759.

One item of evidence as to its date is perhaps the strictly logical structure of the “Happy Family” joke, which displays the classical rhetorical inversion of hipallage, or perhaps chiasmus. In the same way, the oldest traced incest joke turns on a similar reversal with true medieval logic. A boy is given a dollar by his father to go to town and have a woman. On the way he meets his grandmother, who offers to do it for half price. “Back so soon?” asks the father. The son explains what happened. “What!” shouts the father. “You screwed my mother?” “Why not? Didn’t you screw mine?” (2:280.) This exact story will be found in the Cent Nouvelles Nouvelles, written in Burgundy, between 1456 and 1461, to entertain the Dauphin of France, in exile for trying to kill his father, Charles VII, an Oedipal expression not really very different from that in the story itself. This is Tale No. 50, and is signed by the editor of the collection, Antoine de La Sale, who caps the climax with the remark that the father wants to kill his son for having tried to do, once, what he himself had done (with the son’s mother) more than five hundred times without the son saying a single word! The English translator, Robert B. Douglas (text entitled One Hundred Merrie and Delightsome Stories, Paris: Carrington, 1899, offset-reprint [New York, 1929] II. 530) notes, probably after Thomas Wright’s standard edition of the French text in 1858, that the story is taken from the 14th Tale of Sacchetti, who died in 1400, or from Poggio (MS. 1451) No. 143, adding: ‘The idea has suggested itself to many writers, including Laurence Sterne, in Tristram Shandy [1760-67].’ This implies a spontaneous re-creation of the story, which is probably not the case. Further conscious imitations, as by La Fontaine, are noted in the more recent English translation by Rossell Hope Robbins, entitled The Hundred Tales (1960) p. 384, No. 50. Rotunda T423.




VI. PEDOPHILIA

It cannot be overlooked that the Oedipus complex, of sexual attraction to the parent or parent-surrogate, is only half the story. The Laïus and Jocasta complexes—to call them by the names of the parents of Oedipus (see Jocasta’s Crime, 1933, by Lord Raglan)—are at least as important. In their hostile aspects the father resists and resents the attention the mother is paying to the boy-child, and exposes the child to death with its feet pierced (Laïus’ crime, though no one has written a book about it yet), or to some other expression of paternal jealousy and displeasure. That this drives the boy who wishes to stay at peace with (i.e. uncastrated by) his father into homosexuality and the pretended rejection of women, and drives the girl—who wishes to stay at peace with her mother in her matching Electra complex—into Lesbianism and the pretended detestation of men, will be discussed further in the chapter on Homosexuality in Series Two. What is of more particular interest here is the erotic element in the parent’s relationship with its own or someone else’s child.

No child can possibly actually have sexual relations with a parent or older sister or brother except by the parent’s or sibling’s express desire, and probably at their instigation (being older). Pedophilia, as the sexual attraction to children, is particularly common among older men, actual sexual exhibitionism being enacted principally before small girls (or boys), seldom before grown women. This represents a probable regression to the sexual goals and attractions of childhood on the part of the aging individual. In older women the expression of sexual interest in extremely young men—‘she’s old enough to be his mother’—or emotional dominance over them, on some social, fad-religious, or intellectual pretext, is considered practically respectable if the woman is divorced, rich or cultured (the ‘salon’), or otherwise quasi-available. The use of homosexuals in this way by aging, perverted, or unattractive female ‘fag-hags’ is particularly common. The greater freedom allowed to women in this, where the rich ‘sugar-daddy’ or ‘Dirty Old Man’ (the ‘lobster’ of the 1900’s) is an object of ridicule, is clearly due to the woman’s necessarily greater closeness to the child, her handling of the child’s genitals, etc. In fiction and folklore she is invariably shown as the aggressive party (La Putiphara, in Genesis, xxxix. 6-22), but this appears to represent, at least in part, a shifting of the guilt for the incestuous dream from the male author to the mother-figure.

Most of the jokes about dominant women and sexually subservient young men are not cast in terms of incest, but simply of male ‘folly.’ They are therefore given in Chapter 2, under the subject of Fools. (Actually such young men are usually masochists or homosexuals or both.) In the same way, however, that the midget-&-fat-woman jokes are interpreted above as disguises for mother-son incest, the numerous jokes about the rustic fool and the tough young flapper from the city in her expensive roadster (with condoms in the glove compartment) must also be interpreted as fantasies of incest. Masochism in the male inevitably involves a sexual, and usually an oral (food or sex) relationship with a dominant mother-image. It is certain, too, that the ‘fool’ is simply the child who has grown up without learning what sex means, or who pretends to have done so in order to facilitate otherwise taboo sexual activities. Only one joke can be given here in which the mother-figure actually seduces the child, and this has the built-in apology of completely rejecting her for doing so. (Compare the similar treatment of sexual relations with the schoolteacher, above.) A small boy is sitting on the curb with an erection, using it to snap pebbles into the air. A woman observes him from the window, invites him upstairs, and seduces him. An hour later, seeing him in the street, she invites him to come up again. “Aw, go to hell, you busted my bean shooter!” (2:361, illustrated.) Also as of a fool on a desert island using his penis as a clam-digger, (N.Y. 1953.)

Most pedophilic jokes involve older men and young girls. In no case so far collected (except the dysphemistic variant of the “Happy Family” in Anecdota 2:37) are a father and daughter actually named as the participants in incest. The whole point of the “Happy Family” story is to express this only by means of an elaborate implication. One well-known permissive example does, however, turn on a father’s reminding his daughter of the sexual hospitality due to strangers. “Lift up yo’ ass, daughter, an’ get that gen’leman’s balls up off’n that cold marble floor!” (This is actually a catch-phrase, or punch-line-without-a-joke.)

Sleeping arrangements in poor and farm communities, on which the classic travelling-salesman-&-farmer’s-daughter jokes turn, are also made use of in pedophilic terms. A circuit-riding minister is to sleep over in a Scots farmer’s house. The farmer’s wife tells the smallest daughter that after she has finished her chores she should lie in the minister’s bed to warm it. The child falls asleep there. The minister comes up to bed, sees the tousled head on his pillow, and says, “Weel, that was a wunnerful souper, an’ the whuskey was great, but eh Gad, this is the height o’ hospitality!” (Minn. 1946.) In a joke on the same situation, in Tom Brown’s Jester (1755, ed. New York, 1850’s, p. 39), ‘A citizen more tender of his wife than himself, used to make her go to bed first in the winter-time, and lie in his place to warm it, and then called her his warming-pan; which she not well relishing … left something smoaking in the place; he suddenly leaped into it, and finding himself in a stinking pickle, Wife, said he, I am bes-t; No, husband, said she, it is but a coal dropped out of your warming-pan.’ (This is copied verbatim from Tom Brown in the American manuscript collection, A Treasury of Erotic and Facetious Memorabilia, c. 1910.)

Where the two-in-a-bed situation is made use of in another joke for relations with a child, not only the first move is made to seem hers (as with the Scots minister, preceding), but the man sleeps innocently through the whole action—a pretense which, in a woman, would invariably be considered absurd. A travelling salesman stops at a farmer’s house overnight, and is given a bed with the farmer’s small daughter. She watches him undress and asks what his penis is. “Oh, that’s my dolly.” In the morning he asks, “Well, how did you sleep?” She says, “I didn’t sleep. I played with your dolly all night. It’s funny though. When I touched it, it sat up, then it stood up, then it threw up, and then it fainted.” (Clean Dirt, 1938, Addendum; told of the comedian Joe Penner and his mythical ‘duck,’ in the 1930’s. Text form, Minn. 1946.) In another story in which the little girl is practically the aggressor: A barber leans over the shoulder of the little girl whose hair he is cutting to get at an unruly forelock. “Oh look,” he says, “you have hair on your lollypop.” “Yes, and I’m not even twelve yet.” (N.Y. 1941. Also collected N.Y. 1953, as of a little girl eating a cookie and spitting. “Do you have hair on your cookie?” “Don’t be silly. I’m only eleven.”)

The pre-pubescent girl—the word itself refers to her lack of pubic hair—is frankly described as desirable only by a foreigner (in this case a Russian, apparently even lower than a Frenchman), the standard stalking-horse under which the ‘id’ expression of taboo desires becomes allowable in jokes. The clean young non-foreign interlocutor, or stooge, represents of course the superego or conscience. Diplomatic attaché: “And what would you like to do tonight, General?” Russian general: “I vould like a vooman, a yong vooman.” “Well, how young—eighteen, nineteen?” “No, yong! Tvalff—tirteen.” “But migod, General, a kid that young—why she wouldn’t even have any hair between her legs!” “Pozzibly, pozzibly,” says the General, stroking his beard, “bot TONIGHT!!!” (N.Y. 1941.) Pedophilia of this kind has been made a household word in America in recent years by the novel Lolita (Paris, 1955) by the Russian emigrant author, Vladimir Nabokov.

A veiled homosexual element is present in the two following jokes, but they are of more particular interest as leading into the mocking of father- and authority-figures which will be seen to follow immediately upon sexual permissiveness. A man left to look after the little boy, takes him to the burlesque show with him. During one of the stripper’s bumps and grinds the boy shouts, “Hey, Pop, somebody is pushing me off your lap!” (Pa. 1940; also told of a ventriloquist and his wooden dummy watching chorus-girls rehearse.)—The vicar comes to visit, and the little boy of the family sits on his lap while his mother and older sisters discuss ways of raising money for the foreign missions. They show their silk hose, silk petticoats, silk panties, etc., suggesting that if they would replace these with cotton the money saved could be given to charity. Suddenly the little boy jumps off the vicar’s lap. “I’m not going to sit on your lap any more. You have something live in your pants pocket.” (Minn. 1946. Often collected as of an elderly man giving a girl a seat on his lap on a crowded bus. Kryptádia, 1907, X. 38.) Compare in Chapter 8.VI.3, p. 603, The ‘fool’ who gives the baby his penis to play with, as the climax of his efforts to do his wife’s housework for her.




VII. PERMISSIVENESS AND RIDICULE

The almost total prohibitiveness of our culture toward the three primary impulses of the newborn and growing child—the oral, anal, and genital, in that order—contrasts worse than almost anything else about us with the total permissiveness, in regard to these same impulses in children, in more advanced societies, such as that of the natives of Okinawa, an island in the Pacific. Dr. James Clark Moloney, in an article in Psychiatry (Nov. 1945, abstracted in Neurotica, No. 9: p. 36-7), has scathingly compared the rock-like emotional stability of the Okinawans after the dreadful traumata of years of bombing, annihilation, starvation, living in caves, infestation of open wounds with vermin, maggots, etc. etc. etc., during World War II, at the end of which only an inconsequential few of the people to whom this had happened had ‘developed mental diseases of sufficient severity to warrant institutionalization,’ while, in the American society, simultaneously, with nothing worse for civilians to suffer than standing in line for cigarettes, the reduction of exotic ice-cream flavors to only fourteen, and the necessity of counting red points for the juicier cuts of beef, ‘over fifty percent of all hospital beds [were and] are allocated to those suffering from mental disease.’

Dr. Moloney has been prominent in the movement to allow children in Western civilization at least the advantage the Okinawan child has in being well-mothered (by its own mother) from the time of birth, and in being fed thereafter on human, rather than bovine, milk. This pre-historic, but also somehow incredibly advanced and radical permissiveness, beginning at birth, has shown some signs of advancing to include infancy (with a relaxation of forcible toilet-‘training,’ and of rubbing the child’s nose in accidental vomit, almost achieved in certain specially-educated classes). That it will be allowed to include sexual experimentation in childhood and early puberty—also as on Okinawa—is most unlikely, and the jocular folkloristic thrusts at our own repressive rather than permissive sexual control of children seem slated for a long life still ahead.

The lag between the token permissiveness of sex-enlightenment lectures (to parents: ‘Children under sixteen not admitted’), and the actual experimentation engaged in privately by the children, is so great as to be beyond absurdity. One may quote an editorial, harbingering the New Freedom and fearlessly entitled at the time, “All Sex Isn’t Bad,” in a Sunday tabloid, the New York Enquirer (Jan. 12, 1953) p. 11, defending a Maryland schoolteacher ‘who was forced to quit his job … after teaching his pupils how to play Postoffice…. Many people, no doubt, were shocked that a teacher would send boys and girls into a cloakroom to kiss each other. But really, what’s so awful about that? Kids have been doing it at perfectly proper parlor parties [all those p’s and no petting?] for generations!’ This editorial broad-mindedness is intended to show that the publishers are not really prudes, for the series of articles beginning in the same issue, p. 4, and entitled, with hopeful sensationalism, “$ex $mut in Best $ellers,” in which, however, four words accidentally reprinted in a horrified excerpt from James Jones’ From Here to Eternity are erased by hand in every copy of the newspaper released.

One is reminded of The skywriter who got so mad that he went behind the cloud and wrote “shit.” (N.Y. 1953.) Or of The two children home alone. “Let’s talk dirty—you first.” “Hair under your arm.” “That’s enough. I came.” (N.Y. 1946. This is also told as of two homosexuals.) Compare the little poem Robert Graves quotes, in Lars Porsena: The Future of Swearing and Improper Language (London, 1927, ed. 1936, p. 42), after mentioning the little girl and boy who decided to test the reality of God in the hearing of (the modern) Sir Walter Raleigh. ‘“Let’s say something awful and see what happens,” said the little girl. “He might bang out on us from a cloud,” said the little boy nervously, “and frighten us to death!” But the little girl did not care. She looked up into the sky, put out her tongue and said provocatively, “Piggy God!”’ With this Graves compares ‘the refrain that nasty little East-enders sometimes sing in the [London] streets to embarrass passing clergymen and old ladies:

‘“Pa’s out and Ma’s out, let’s talk dirt!


Pee-poh-belly-bottom-drawers.”’


It is extremely difficult to separate the jokes turning strictly on permissiveness and those in which the child immediately makes use of the achieved sexual permission to mock the authority of the parent-figure—human or divine. In a transitional group, the mocking and physical hostility are put into the mouth of the parent instead of the child. A little boy whose modern parents have told him the sexual truth at all times, comes home at the age of nine announcing to his mother, “Well, I had my first piece of tail today!” When the father comes home she sobbingly tells him the news. He reaches for a heavy frying-pan. “Don’t hit him, dear!” cries the mother; “it’s really our own fault.” “Hit him? I’m not going to hit him. I’m going to fry him a couple of eggs. He can’t begin that way on cornmeal mush.” (2:197.) In a current joke, more popular than its modicum of humor would seem likely to have made it, A soldier just back from the war is asked by his father to tell his little brother “the facts of life, you know, nothing rough, just about the birds and the bees.” He takes the boy aside and says, “Ya remember them two McCafferty girls we used to take in that old packing-case under the porch and screw the asses off?” Boy: “Yeah …” “Well, Pop wants me to tell you that the birds and the bees do it too.” (N.Y. 1944.) A version collected the next year has The tough Marine telling Junior, in a loud voice: “Lissen kid, when a man and a woman want a baby, they FUCK—just like the birds and the bees.”

The word-taboo has also been made the object of some humor. I do not refer here to the endemic humor of long articles on the ‘four-letter words’ carefully not using a single one, such as Allen Walker Read’s otherwise remarkable “An Obscenity Symbol,” in American Speech (1934) IX. 264-78; Bernard De Voto on “Mr. Roberts,” in Harper’s (Dec. 1948) p. 98-101; Henry Bosley Woolf’s The G.I.’s Favorite Four Letter Word (Baton Rouge, La. 1948?) 7 pages; David Kahn’s “The Dirtiest Word,” in the men’s magazine Nugget (New York, August 1961) pp. 21 and 68; and the similar but less serious short article quoted in part in Benjamin C. Bowker’s Out of Uniform (New York, 1946) p. 119-21, chapter 8, “Full of Strange Oaths.” Of all of these—and I am sure others equally titillatory will be written—one might say, as does the father of the boy with an arithmetic problem about butter, who asks, “Say, pop, how do you spell ‘firkin’?” “Spell it? Why, son, you can’t even pronounce it!” (N.Y. 1938. Variant: “Do you think that girl would let me suck her kumquat?” “Suck it? You can’t even say it!”—Nice, France, 1967, colloquy overheard between two American sailors.) One might also cite the most staggering example of modern lexicographical nincumpoopery—in the original sense of the word—in the omission from Eric Partridge’s Shakespeare’s Bawdy (London, 1947) of all of Shakespeare’s punning references to the word ‘cunt.’ (Detailed in my Introduction to John S. Farmer & Henley’s Dictionary of Slang & Its Analogues, ed., New Hyde Park, 1966, p. xc.)

The permissive parent is seldom the father, or, if he is, he is so permissive as to be imbecilic. For the non-comedy father the position is reserved of being mocked by the child’s new-found freedom. The permissiveness tends therefore to be described as coming from a roughly good-natured brother, an earthy farmer, or a fond mother or grandmother. A little joke or catch of this type collected remarkably often, and obviously a favorite, is that of: A little boy and girl who are making a great noise up in the attic. Jewish grandmother: “Votcha doin’, kids, you fighting?” “No, grandma, we’re fucking.” “Dot’s nice. Dun’t fight.” (N.Y. 1940.) This is the franker origin of the hippie anti-war motto of the 1960s: “MAKE LOVE—NOT WAR.” The form I originally suggested, taken directly from the joke, was “DON’T FIGHT—FUCK!” but this does not seem to have been used, as yet, on any lapel-button. The relationship is also clear of the late Wilhelm Reich’s excellently-taken point that people who have satisfactory orgasms in normal intercourse do not want to make war.

The ‘Jewish grandmother’ is, of course, a sort of hopelessly innocent Lady-from-Philadelphia or permissive fairy godmother, and gives permissions that no one else would. The White Anglo-Saxon Protestant father with his flat-top haircut (nor even the two other American types matching the WASP: the GCC and NJB—Good Clean Catholic, and Nice Jewish Boy) cannot be expected to give his children any such permissive advice, though—in actual fact—he often does so nowadays, sometimes with even greater imbecility than the fathers in jokes. I recollect one seventeen-year-old American girl very recently who told me that her mother made her wear girdles up to here as a chastity-belt (and pulled me into a dressing-cubicle, where she was trying on a psychedelically-patterned dress, to show me), while her more broad-minded father had told her that she should ‘save it [her virginity] for her husband by going down on her boy-friends.’ Compare the variant of the Jewish grandmother story, here with a farmer-father: “Whatcha doin’ up there in the hayloft, Tessie?” “I’m screwin’ the hired man, pop.” “Goddamit, Tessie, you’ll be chewin’ gum next!” (N.Y. 1953.) This is the Tobacco Road tradition or influence, of the farmer or mountain hill-billy or Arkansawyer as an utterly amoral ‘gun-totin’, granny-jazzin’, whiskey-swillin’ pig’, with only three entertainments: ‘fightin’, fuckin’, an’ fishin’—(an’ in the winter there ain’t no fishin’).’ These catch-phrases are not insults but brags!

In the same tradition, or even beyond, is the ultra-permissive story of the Ozark father coming charging out of his ramshackle cabin and saying angrily to his little boy, “Would you mind coming inside and fucking out—we’re having supper.” (N.Y. 1953. Revenge for life in the womb?) Compare some of Randolph’s ‘unprintable’ Ozark jokes, with which may also be compared the joke-relic printed by Elgart in Over Sexteen (1951) p. 105, of the mountaineer who says to his wife at dinner, “Maw, how old is Zeke now?” “Nigh onto twenty I reckon, Paw.” Paw, very seriously: “Maw, it appears to me we better start putting pants on Zeke. Did you see what he dragged through the soup?” (To make up for his inexplicit presentation, Elgart entitles this “Soup to Nuts.”) In a semi-incestuous hillbilly joke, The half-grown son rushes in at meal time, jumps into his mother’s lap, pulls out one of her breasts, sucks at it, and then says disgustedly, “Hey Pop, Ma’s been eating wild onions again!” (N.Y. 1942.) The usual rejection covers the otherwise taboo intimacy—even in the mountains—between the adolescent boy and his mother. In another fond-mother joke, the permissive parent is again made out as practically an idiot. The nouveauriche family is entertaining the vicar. Just as the mother is pouring the vicar’s tea, a cat comes screaming through the parlor and leaps out the bay-window. Right after it, in hot pursuit, comes a little boy. He stops in the middle of the parlor and announces, “If I catch that cat, I’ll fuck it!” and then dives out the window after it. “He will too,” says the mother. “He’s a manly little fellow. (Or: horny little bastard.)—More cream ?” (N.Y. 1953.)

A well-known motif in folktales is the trickster’s deception, usually for purposes of theft, by which he tells his intended victim that his name is Who-Shit? or Kick-Me-Arse, or similar. The end situation is then that the victim is chasing the trickster, who has robbed him, shouting “Who-Shit?” or “Kick-Me-Arse!” while helpful passers-by prevent him from ever catching the trickster by matching insults, or by doing what the presumable name suggests. In Kryptádia (1884) II. 70 and 117 ff., three quite clever ‘sells’ of this type are given, from Brittany and Picardy, on the names ‘Je Chie’ and ‘J’ai Chié’: (“Alors, dit le passeur, débarbouillez-vous dans la rivière”), ‘Attrape-mescouilles,’ and ‘J’ai-trois-poils-au-con;’ with note of a similar story in Afanasyev’s Russian Secret Tales (collected about 1865), No. 72, “Les Noms étranges,” of the Je Chie and J’ai Chié type. This is No. 71 in the English translation of Afanasyev, published by Carrington in Paris (1897) and recently reprinted, p. 245-8, in which the scatological names are disguised in Arabic [!] and in Latin, as Cacabo and Cacavi. Afanasyev observes that this is ‘a pleasantry of the type of Ulysses in the cave of Polyphemus, taking the name of Outis [No-one].’ This would refer it (Type 1138, Motif K602) to the Homeric legends, gathered by the diacévastes under Pisistratus in the 5th century B.C., though then much older, making this probably one of the oldest recorded joke-types in the world, and connected of course with even more ancient ideas of ‘ineffable’ name-magic.

A current American story uses the same device to achieve both sexual permission—at least verbally—and an opening for the ridicule of parents. (This is Type 1545, Motif K1399.2:) A boy hires himself out as a farm-hand, telling the farmer that his name is Johnnie Fuckerfast. “Well, go down to the pasture and get the cows,” says the farmer. “My daughter will show you the way.” Darkness comes, but neither the boy, the cows, nor the daughter is back. The farmer goes to the window and shouts, “Oh, Johnnie Fuckerfast! Oh, Johnnie Fuckerfast!” The boy raises up out of the ditch nearby and replies, “Shut up, you old fool! I’m fucking her as fast as I can!” (Idaho, 1919.) Variant: A boy is nicknamed Johnnie Fuckerfast by his mother [!] She comes home and hears him up in the attic, but does not know he is there with a little girl. “Oh, Johnnie Fuckerfast!” she calls. The boy sticks his head out the attic window. “If you think you can fuck her any faster,” he says, “you can come on up and try.” (Indiana, 1936. Also collected from a ten-year-old New England girl on a transatlantic liner, 1964. She knew many other erotic jokes, and used them as part of her attempted seductiveness to at least one adult man.)
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