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Drinking stories from classic literature



This book is a harvest of stories, a dive into the cellar of literature for a tasty selection of well
aged anecdotes presented with an intention to inspire and inform. Most of them are quick shots
but a few are a fuller glass: the combination is designed to intoxicate. Except for my own; none of
the narratives are newer than nineteen hundred. My role in this is that of a maître d’, I’ll lead you
to each new table with a minimum of commentary. There’s a wide variety on the menu, all
presented with the hope that you find something that suits your taste. It’s not exclusively a wine
den, a whisky bar or a gin palace, it’s a fully stocked free house where you’re encouraged to
taste a little bit of everything. But enough of my cocktail of words, I’ll be here mixing metaphors
until I’m required for an introduction or inspired to comment. Until then, adieu.1.1600: Sancho
and Don Quixote.“‘If your worship had a good memory,’ replied Sancho, ‘you would remember
the articles of our agreement before we started from home this last time; one of them was that I
was to be let say all I liked, so long as it was not against my neighbour or your worship’s
authority; and so far, it seems to me, I have not broken the said article.’‘I remember no such
article, Sancho,’ said Don Quixote; ‘and even if it were so, I desire you to hold your tongue and
come along; for the instruments we heard last night are already beginning to enliven the valleys
again, and no doubt the marriage will take place in the cool of the morning, and not in the heat of
the afternoon.’Sancho did as his master bade him, and putting the saddle on Rocinante and the
pack-saddle on Dapple, they both mounted and at a leisurely pace entered the arcade. The first
thing that presented itself to Sancho’s eyes was a whole ox spitted on a whole elm tree, and in
the fire at which it was to be roasted there was burning a middling-sized mountain of faggots,
and six stewpots that stood round the blaze had not been made in the ordinary mould of
common pots, for they were six half wine-jars, each fit to hold the contents of a slaughter-house;
they swallowed up whole sheep and hid them away in their insides without showing any more
sign of them than if they were pigeons. Countless were the hares ready skinned and the plucked
fowls that hung on the trees for burial in the pots, numberless the wildfowl and game of various
sorts suspended from the branches that the air might keep them cool. Sancho counted more
than sixty wine skins of over six gallons each, and all filled, as it proved afterwards, with
generous wines. There were, besides, piles of the whitest bread, like the heaps of corn one sees
on the threshing-floors. There was a wall made of cheeses arranged like open brick-work, and
two cauldrons full of oil, bigger than those of a dyer’s shop, served for cooking fritters, which
when fried were taken out with two mighty shovels, and plunged into another cauldron of
prepared honey that stood close by. Of cooks and cook-maids there were over fifty, all clean,
brisk, and blithe. In the capacious belly of the ox were a dozen soft little sucking-pigs, which,
sewn up there, served to give it tenderness and flavour. The spices of different kinds did not
seem to have been bought by the pound but by the quarter, and all lay open to view in a great
chest. In short, all the preparations made for the wedding were in rustic style, but abundant
enough to feed an army.Sancho observed all, contemplated all, and everything won his heart.
The first to captivate and take his fancy were the pots, out of which he would have very gladly
helped himself to a moderate pipkinful; then the wine skins secured his affections; and lastly, the



produce of the frying-pans, if, indeed, such imposing cauldrons may be called frying-pans; and
unable to control himself or bear it any longer, he approached one of the busy cooks and civilly
but hungrily begged permission to soak a scrap of bread in one of the pots; to which the cook
made answer, ‘Brother, this is not a day on which hunger is to have any sway, thanks to the rich
Camacho; get down and look about for a ladle and skim off a hen or two, and much good may
they do you.’‘I don’t see one,’ said Sancho.‘Wait a bit,’ said the cook; ‘sinner that I am! how
particular and bashful you are!’ and so saying, he seized a bucket and plunging it into one of the
half jars took up three hens and a couple of geese, and said to Sancho, ‘Fall to, friend, and take
the edge off your appetite with these skimmings until dinner-time comes.’‘I have nothing to put
them in,’ said Sancho.‘Well then,’ said the cook, ‘take spoon and all; for Camacho’s wealth and
happiness furnish everything.’While Sancho fared thus, Don Quixote was watching the entrance,
at one end of the arcade, of some twelve peasants, all in holiday and gala dress, mounted on
twelve beautiful mares with rich handsome field trappings and a number of little bells attached to
their petrals, who, marshalled in regular order, ran not one but several courses over the meadow,
with jubilant shouts and cries of ‘Long live Camacho and Quiteria! he as rich as she is fair; and
she the fairest on earth!’Hearing this, Don Quixote said to himself, ‘It is easy to see these folk
have never seen my Dulcinea del Toboso; for if they had they would be more moderate in their
praises of this Quiteria of theirs.’Shortly after this, several bands of dancers of various sorts
began to enter the arcade at different points, and among them one of sword-dancers composed
of some four-and-twenty lads of gallant and high-spirited mien, clad in the finest and whitest of
linen, and with handkerchiefs embroidered in various colours with fine silk; and one of those on
the mares asked an active youth who led them if any of the dancers had been wounded. ‘As yet,
thank God, no one has been wounded,’ said he, ‘we are all safe and sound;’ and he at once
began to execute complicated figures with the rest of his comrades, with so many turns and so
great dexterity, that although Don Quixote was well used to see dances of the same kind, he
thought he had never seen any so good as this. He also admired another that came in
composed of fair young maidens, none of whom seemed to be under fourteen or over eighteen
years of age, all clad in green stuff, with their locks partly braided, partly flowing loose, but all of
such bright gold as to vie with the sunbeams, and over them they wore garlands of jessamine,
roses, amaranth, and honeysuckle. At their head were a venerable old man and an ancient
dame, more brisk and active, however, than might have been expected from their years. The
notes of a Zamora bagpipe accompanied them, and with modesty in their countenances and in
their eyes, and lightness in their feet, they looked the best dancers in the world.”2.May 15, 1827:
Samuel Pickwick visits Rochester.“Many authors entertain, not only a foolish, but a really
dishonest objection to acknowledge the sources whence they derive much valuable information.
We have no such feeling. We are merely endeavouring to discharge, in an upright manner, the
responsible duties of our editorial functions; and whatever ambition we might have felt under
other circumstances to lay claim to the authorship of these adventures, a regard for truth forbids
us to do more than claim the merit of their judicious arrangement and impartial narration. The



Pickwick papers are our New River Head; and we may be compared to the New River Company.
The labours of others have raised for us an immense reservoir of important facts. We merely lay
them on, and communicate them, in a clear and gentle stream, through the medium of these
pages, to a world thirsting for Pickwickian knowledge.Acting in this spirit, and resolutely
proceeding on our determination to avow our obligations to the authorities we have consulted,
we frankly say, that to the note-book of Mr. Snodgrass are we indebted for the particulars
recorded in this and the succeeding chapter—particulars which, now that we have disburdened
our consciences, we shall proceed to detail without further comment.The whole population of
Rochester and the adjoining towns rose from their beds at an early hour of the following
morning, in a state of the utmost bustle and excitement. A grand review was to take place upon
the lines. The manoeuvres of half a dozen regiments were to be inspected by the eagle eye of
the commander-in-chief; temporary fortifications had been erected, the citadel was to be
attacked and taken, and a mine was to be sprung.Mr. Pickwick was, as our readers may have
gathered from the slight extract we gave from his description of Chatham, an enthusiastic
admirer of the army. Nothing could have been more delightful to him—nothing could have
harmonised so well with the peculiar feeling of each of his companions—as this sight.
Accordingly they were soon afoot, and walking in the direction of the scene of action, towards
which crowds of people were already pouring from a variety of quarters.The appearance of
everything on the lines denoted that the approaching ceremony was one of the utmost grandeur
and importance. There were sentries posted to keep the ground for the troops, and servants on
the batteries keeping places for the ladies, and sergeants running to and fro, with vellum-
covered books under their arms, and Colonel Bulder, in full military uniform, on horseback,
galloping first to one place and then to another, and backing his horse among the people, and
prancing, and curvetting, and shouting in a most alarming manner, and making himself very
hoarse in the voice, and very red in the face, without any assignable cause or reason whatever.
Officers were running backwards and forwards, first communicating with Colonel Bulder, and
then ordering the sergeants, and then running away altogether; and even the very privates
themselves looked from behind their glazed stocks with an air of mysterious solemnity, which
sufficiently bespoke the special nature of the occasion.Mr. Pickwick and his three companions
stationed themselves in the front of the crowd, and patiently awaited the commencement of the
proceedings. The throng was increasing every moment; and the efforts they were compelled to
make, to retain the position they had gained, sufficiently occupied their attention during the two
hours that ensued. At one time there was a sudden pressure from behind, and then Mr. Pickwick
was jerked forward for several yards, with a degree of speed and elasticity highly inconsistent
with the general gravity of his demeanour; at another moment there was a request to ‘keep back’
from the front, and then the butt-end of a musket was either dropped upon Mr. Pickwick’s toe, to
remind him of the demand, or thrust into his chest, to insure its being complied with. Then some
facetious gentlemen on the left, after pressing sideways in a body, and squeezing Mr. Snodgrass
into the very last extreme of human torture, would request to know ‘vere he vos a shovin’ to;’ and



when Mr. Winkle had done expressing his excessive indignation at witnessing this unprovoked
assault, some person behind would knock his hat over his eyes, and beg the favour of his putting
his head in his pocket. These, and other practical witticisms, coupled with the unaccountable
absence of Mr. Tupman (who had suddenly disappeared, and was nowhere to be found),
rendered their situation upon the whole rather more uncomfortable than pleasing or desirable.At
length that low roar of many voices ran through the crowd which usually announces the arrival of
whatever they have been waiting for. All eyes were turned in the direction of the sally-port. A few
moments of eager expectation, and colours were seen fluttering gaily in the air, arms glistened
brightly in the sun, column after column poured on to the plain. The troops halted and formed;
the word of command rang through the line; there was a general clash of muskets as arms were
presented; and the commander-in-chief, attended by Colonel Bulder and numerous officers,
cantered to the front. The military bands struck up altogether; the horses stood upon two legs
each, cantered backwards, and whisked their tails about in all directions; the dogs barked, the
mob screamed, the troops recovered, and nothing was to be seen on either side, as far as the
eye could reach, but a long perspective of red coats and white trousers, fixed and motionless.Mr.
Pickwick had been so fully occupied in falling about, and disentangling himself, miraculously,
from between the legs of horses, that he had not enjoyed sufficient leisure to observe the scene
before him, until it assumed the appearance we have just described. When he was at last
enabled to stand firmly on his legs, his gratification and delight were unbounded.‘Can anything
be finer or more delightful?’ he inquired of Mr. Winkle.‘Nothing,’ replied that gentleman, who had
had a short man standing on each of his feet for the quarter of an hour immediately preceding.‘It
is indeed a noble and a brilliant sight,’ said Mr. Snodgrass, in whose bosom a blaze of poetry
was rapidly bursting forth, ‘to see the gallant defenders of their country drawn up in brilliant array
before its peaceful citizens; their faces beaming—not with warlike ferocity, but with civilised
gentleness; their eyes flashing—not with the rude fire of rapine or revenge, but with the soft light
of humanity and intelligence.’Mr. Pickwick fully entered into the spirit of this eulogium, but he
could not exactly re-echo its terms; for the soft light of intelligence burned rather feebly in the
eyes of the warriors, inasmuch as the command ‘eyes front’ had been given, and all the
spectator saw before him was several thousand pair of optics, staring straight forward, wholly
divested of any expression whatever.‘We are in a capital situation now,’ said Mr. Pickwick,
looking round him. The crowd had gradually dispersed in their immediate vicinity, and they were
nearly alone.‘Capital!’ echoed both Mr. Snodgrass and Mr. Winkle.‘What are they doing now?’
inquired Mr. Pickwick, adjusting his spectacles.‘I—I—rather think,’ said Mr. Winkle, changing
colour—‘I rather think they’re going to fire.’‘Nonsense,’ said Mr. Pickwick hastily.‘I—I—really think
they are,’ urged Mr. Snodgrass, somewhat alarmed.‘Impossible,’ replied Mr. Pickwick. He had
hardly uttered the word, when the whole half-dozen regiments levelled their muskets as if they
had but one common object, and that object the Pickwickians, and burst forth with the most
awful and tremendous discharge that ever shook the earth to its centres, or an elderly gentleman
off his.It was in this trying situation, exposed to a galling fire of blank cartridges, and harassed by



the operations of the military, a fresh body of whom had begun to fall in on the opposite side,
that Mr. Pickwick displayed that perfect coolness and self-possession, which are the
indispensable accompaniments of a great mind. He seized Mr. Winkle by the arm, and placing
himself between that gentleman and Mr. Snodgrass, earnestly besought them to remember that
beyond the possibility of being rendered deaf by the noise, there was no immediate danger to be
apprehended from the firing.‘But—but—suppose some of the men should happen to have ball
cartridges by mistake,’ remonstrated Mr. Winkle, pallid at the supposition he was himself
conjuring up. ‘I heard something whistle through the air now—so sharp; close to my ear.’‘We had
better throw ourselves on our faces, hadn’t we?’ asked Mr. Snodgrass.‘No, no—it’s over now,’
said Mr. Pickwick. His lip might quiver, and his cheek might blanch, but no expression of fear or
concern escaped the lips of that immortal man. Mr. Pickwick was right—the firing ceased; but he
had scarcely time to congratulate himself on the accuracy of his opinion, when a quick
movement was visible in the line; the hoarse shout of the word of command ran along it, and
before either of the party could form a guess at the meaning of this new manoeuvre, the whole of
the half-dozen regiments, with fixed bayonets, charged at double-quick time down upon the very
spot on which Mr. Pickwick and his friends were stationed.Man is but mortal; and there is a point
beyond which human courage cannot extend. Mr. Pickwick gazed through his spectacles for an
instant on the advancing mass, and then fairly turned his back and—we will not say fled; firstly,
because it is an ignoble term, and, secondly, because Mr. Pickwick’s figure was by no means
adapted for that mode of retreat—he trotted away, at as quick a rate as his legs would convey
him; so quickly, indeed, that he did not perceive the awkwardness of his situation, to the full
extent, until too late.The opposite troops, whose falling-in had perplexed Mr. Pickwick a few
seconds before, were drawn up to repel the mimic attack of the sham besiegers of the citadel;
and the consequence was that Mr. Pickwick and his two companions found themselves
suddenly inclosed between two lines of great length, the one advancing at a rapid pace, and the
other firmly waiting the collision in hostile array.‘Hoi!’ shouted the officers of the advancing
line.‘Get out of the way!’ cried the officers of the stationary one.‘Where are we to go to?’
screamed the agitated Pickwickians.‘Hoi—hoi—hoi!’ was the only reply. There was a moment of
intense bewilderment, a heavy tramp of footsteps, a violent concussion, a smothered laugh; the
half-dozen regiments were half a thousand yards off, and the soles of Mr. Pickwick’s boots were
elevated in air.Mr. Snodgrass and Mr. Winkle had each performed a compulsory somerset with
remarkable agility, when the first object that met the eyes of the latter as he sat on the ground,
staunching with a yellow silk handkerchief the stream of life which issued from his nose, was his
venerated leader at some distance off, running after his own hat, which was gambolling playfully
away in perspective.There are very few moments in a man’s existence when he experiences so
much ludicrous distress, or meets with so little charitable commiseration, as when he is in
pursuit of his own hat. A vast deal of coolness, and a peculiar degree of judgment, are requisite
in catching a hat. A man must not be precipitate, or he runs over it; he must not rush into the
opposite extreme, or he loses it altogether. The best way is to keep gently up with the object of



pursuit, to be wary and cautious, to watch your opportunity well, get gradually before it, then
make a rapid dive, seize it by the crown, and stick it firmly on your head; smiling pleasantly all the
time, as if you thought it as good a joke as anybody else.There was a fine gentle wind, and Mr.
Pickwick’s hat rolled sportively before it. The wind puffed, and Mr. Pickwick puffed, and the hat
rolled over and over as merrily as a lively porpoise in a strong tide: and on it might have rolled,
far beyond Mr. Pickwick’s reach, had not its course been providentially stopped, just as that
gentleman was on the point of resigning it to its fate.Mr. Pickwick, we say, was completely
exhausted, and about to give up the chase, when the hat was blown with some violence against
the wheel of a carriage, which was drawn up in a line with half a dozen other vehicles on the spot
to which his steps had been directed. Mr. Pickwick, perceiving his advantage, darted briskly
forward, secured his property, planted it on his head, and paused to take breath. He had not
been stationary half a minute, when he heard his own name eagerly pronounced by a voice,
which he at once recognised as Mr. Tupman’s, and, looking upwards, he beheld a sight which
filled him with surprise and pleasure.In an open barouche, the horses of which had been taken
out, the better to accommodate it to the crowded place, stood a stout old gentleman, in a blue
coat and bright buttons, corduroy breeches and top-boots, two young ladies in scarfs and
feathers, a young gentleman apparently enamoured of one of the young ladies in scarfs and
feathers, a lady of doubtful age, probably the aunt of the aforesaid, and Mr. Tupman, as easy
and unconcerned as if he had belonged to the family from the first moments of his infancy.
Fastened up behind the barouche was a hamper of spacious dimensions—one of those
hampers which always awakens in a contemplative mind associations connected with cold
fowls, tongues, and bottles of wine—and on the box sat a fat and red-faced boy, in a state of
somnolency, whom no speculative observer could have regarded for an instant without setting
down as the official dispenser of the contents of the before-mentioned hamper, when the proper
time for their consumption should arrive.Mr. Pickwick had bestowed a hasty glance on these
interesting objects, when he was again greeted by his faithful disciple.‘Pickwick—Pickwick,’ said
Mr. Tupman; ‘come up here. Make haste.’‘Come along, Sir. Pray, come up,’ said the stout
gentleman. ‘Joe!—damn that boy, he’s gone to sleep again.—Joe, let down the steps.’ The fat
boy rolled slowly off the box, let down the steps, and held the carriage door invitingly open. Mr.
Snodgrass and Mr. Winkle came up at the moment.‘Room for you all, gentlemen,’ said the stout
man. ‘Two inside, and one out. Joe, make room for one of these gentlemen on the box. Now, Sir,
come along;’ and the stout gentleman extended his arm, and pulled first Mr. Pickwick, and then
Mr. Snodgrass, into the barouche by main force. Mr. Winkle mounted to the box, the fat boy
waddled to the same perch, and fell fast asleep instantly.‘Well, gentlemen,’ said the stout man,
‘very glad to see you. Know you very well, gentlemen, though you mayn’t remember me. I spent
some ev’nin’s at your club last winter—picked up my friend Mr. Tupman here this morning, and
very glad I was to see him. Well, Sir, and how are you? You do look uncommon well, to be
sure.’Mr. Pickwick acknowledged the compliment, and cordially shook hands with the stout
gentleman in the top-boots.‘Well, and how are you, sir?’ said the stout gentleman, addressing



Mr. Snodgrass with paternal anxiety. ‘Charming, eh? Well, that’s right—that’s right. And how are
you, sir?’ (to Mr. Winkle).‘Well.’‘I am glad to hear you say you are well; very glad I am, to be sure.
My daughters, gentlemen—my gals these are; and that’s my sister, Miss Rachael Wardle. She’s
a Miss, she is; and yet she ain’t a Miss—eh, Sir, eh?’ And the stout gentleman playfully inserted
his elbow between the ribs of Mr. Pickwick, and laughed very heartily.‘Lor, brother!’ said Miss
Wardle, with a deprecating smile.‘True, true,’ said the stout gentleman; ‘no one can deny it.
Gentlemen, I beg your pardon; this is my friend Mr. Trundle. And now you all know each other,
let’s be comfortable and happy, and see what’s going forward; that’s what I say.’ So the stout
gentleman put on his spectacles, and Mr. Pickwick pulled out his glass, and everybody stood up
in the carriage, and looked over somebody else’s shoulder at the evolutions of the
military.Astounding evolutions they were, one rank firing over the heads of another rank, and
then running away; and then the other rank firing over the heads of another rank, and running
away in their turn; and then forming squares, with officers in the centre; and then descending the
trench on one side with scaling-ladders, and ascending it on the other again by the same
means; and knocking down barricades of baskets, and behaving in the most gallant manner
possible. Then there was such a ramming down of the contents of enormous guns on the
battery, with instruments like magnified mops; such a preparation before they were let off, and
such an awful noise when they did go, that the air resounded with the screams of ladies. The
young Misses Wardle were so frightened, that Mr. Trundle was actually obliged to hold one of
them up in the carriage, while Mr. Snodgrass supported the other; and Mr. Wardle’s sister
suffered under such a dreadful state of nervous alarm, that Mr. Tupman found it indispensably
necessary to put his arm round her waist, to keep her up at all. Everybody was excited, except
the fat boy, and he slept as soundly as if the roaring of cannon were his ordinary lullaby.‘Joe,
Joe!’ said the stout gentleman, when the citadel was taken, and the besiegers and besieged sat
down to dinner. ‘Damn that boy, he’s gone to sleep again. Be good enough to pinch him, sir—in
the leg, if you please; nothing else wakes him—thank you. Undo the hamper, Joe.’The fat boy,
who had been effectually roused by the compression of a portion of his leg between the finger
and thumb of Mr. Winkle, rolled off the box once again, and proceeded to unpack the hamper
with more expedition than could have been expected from his previous inactivity.‘Now we must
sit close,’ said the stout gentleman. After a great many jokes about squeezing the ladies’
sleeves, and a vast quantity of blushing at sundry jocose proposals, that the ladies should sit in
the gentlemen’s laps, the whole party were stowed down in the barouche; and the stout
gentleman proceeded to hand the things from the fat boy (who had mounted up behind for the
purpose) into the carriage.‘Now, Joe, knives and forks.’ The knives and forks were handed in,
and the ladies and gentlemen inside, and Mr. Winkle on the box, were each furnished with those
useful instruments.‘Plates, Joe, plates.’ A similar process employed in the distribution of the
crockery.‘Now, Joe, the fowls. Damn that boy; he’s gone to sleep again. Joe! Joe!’ (Sundry taps
on the head with a stick, and the fat boy, with some difficulty, roused from his lethargy) ‘Come,
hand in the eatables.’There was something in the sound of the last word which roused the



unctuous boy. He jumped up, and the leaden eyes which twinkled behind his mountainous
cheeks leered horribly upon the food as he unpacked it from the basket.‘Now make haste,’ said
Mr. Wardle; for the fat boy was hanging fondly over a capon, which he seemed wholly unable to
part with. The boy sighed deeply, and, bestowing an ardent gaze upon its plumpness, unwillingly
consigned it to his master.‘That’s right—look sharp. Now the tongue—now the pigeon pie. Take
care of that veal and ham—mind the lobsters—take the salad out of the cloth—give me the
dressing.’ Such were the hurried orders which issued from the lips of Mr. Wardle, as he handed
in the different articles described, and placed dishes in everybody’s hands, and on everybody’s
knees, in endless number.‘Now ain’t this capital?’ inquired that jolly personage, when the work of
destruction had commenced.‘Capital!’ said Mr. Winkle, who was carving a fowl on the box.‘Glass
of wine?’‘With the greatest pleasure.’‘You’d better have a bottle to yourself up there, hadn’t
you?’‘You’re very good.’‘Joe!’‘Yes, Sir.’ (He wasn’t asleep this time, having just succeeded in
abstracting a veal patty.)‘Bottle of wine to the gentleman on the box. Glad to see you,
Sir.’‘Thank’ee.’ Mr. Winkle emptied his glass, and placed the bottle on the coach-box, by his
side.‘Will you permit me to have the pleasure, Sir?’ said Mr. Trundle to Mr. Winkle.‘With great
pleasure,’ replied Mr. Winkle to Mr. Trundle, and then the two gentlemen took wine, after which
they took a glass of wine round, ladies and all.‘How dear Emily is flirting with the strange
gentleman,’ whispered the spinster aunt, with true spinster-aunt-like envy, to her brother, Mr.
Wardle.‘Oh! I don’t know,’ said the jolly old gentleman; ‘all very natural, I dare say—nothing
unusual. Mr. Pickwick, some wine, Sir?’ Mr. Pickwick, who had been deeply investigating the
interior of the pigeon-pie, readily assented.‘Emily, my dear,’ said the spinster aunt, with a
patronising air, ‘don’t talk so loud, love.’‘Lor, aunt!’‘Aunt and the little old gentleman want to have
it all to themselves, I think,’ whispered Miss Isabella Wardle to her sister Emily. The young ladies
laughed very heartily, and the old one tried to look amiable, but couldn’t manage it.‘Young girls
have such spirits,’ said Miss Wardle to Mr. Tupman, with an air of gentle commiseration, as if
animal spirits were contraband, and their possession without a permit a high crime and
misdemeanour.‘Oh, they have,’ replied Mr. Tupman, not exactly making the sort of reply that was
expected from him. ‘It’s quite delightful.’‘Hem!’ said Miss Wardle, rather dubiously.‘Will you
permit me?’ said Mr. Tupman, in his blandest manner, touching the enchanting Rachael’s wrist
with one hand, and gently elevating the bottle with the other. ‘Will you permit me?’‘Oh, sir!’ Mr.
Tupman looked most impressive; and Rachael expressed her fear that more guns were going
off, in which case, of course, she should have required support again.‘Do you think my dear
nieces pretty?’ whispered their affectionate aunt to Mr. Tupman.‘I should, if their aunt wasn’t
here,’ replied the ready Pickwickian, with a passionate glance.‘Oh, you naughty man—but really,
if their complexions were a little better, don’t you think they would be nice-looking girls—by
candlelight?’‘Yes; I think they would,’ said Mr. Tupman, with an air of indifference.‘Oh, you quiz—I
know what you were going to say.’‘What?’ inquired Mr. Tupman, who had not precisely made up
his mind to say anything at all.‘You were going to say that Isabel stoops—I know you were—you
men are such observers. Well, so she does; it can’t be denied; and, certainly, if there is one thing



more than another that makes a girl look ugly it is stooping. I often tell her that when she gets a
little older she’ll be quite frightful. Well, you are a quiz!’Mr. Tupman had no objection to earning
the reputation at so cheap a rate: so he looked very knowing, and smiled mysteriously.‘What a
sarcastic smile,’ said the admiring Rachael; ‘I declare I’m quite afraid of you.’‘Afraid of me!’‘Oh,
you can’t disguise anything from me—I know what that smile means very well.’‘What?’ said Mr.
Tupman, who had not the slightest notion himself.‘You mean,’ said the amiable aunt, sinking her
voice still lower—‘you mean, that you don’t think Isabella’s stooping is as bad as Emily’s
boldness. Well, she is bold! You cannot think how wretched it makes me sometimes—I’m sure I
cry about it for hours together—my dear brother is so good, and so unsuspicious, that he never
sees it; if he did, I’m quite certain it would break his heart. I wish I could think it was only manner
—I hope it may be—’ (Here the affectionate relative heaved a deep sigh, and shook her head
despondingly).‘I’m sure aunt’s talking about us,’ whispered Miss Emily Wardle to her sister—‘I’m
quite certain of it—she looks so malicious.’‘Is she?’ replied Isabella.—‘Hem! aunt, dear!’‘Yes, my
dear love!’‘I’m so afraid you’ll catch cold, aunt—have a silk handkerchief to tie round your dear
old head—you really should take care of yourself—consider your age!’However well deserved
this piece of retaliation might have been, it was as vindictive a one as could well have been
resorted to. There is no guessing in what form of reply the aunt’s indignation would have vented
itself, had not Mr. Wardle unconsciously changed the subject, by calling emphatically for
Joe.‘Damn that boy,’ said the old gentleman, ‘he’s gone to sleep again.’‘Very extraordinary boy,
that,’ said Mr. Pickwick; ‘does he always sleep in this way?’‘Sleep!’ said the old gentleman, ‘he’s
always asleep. Goes on errands fast asleep, and snores as he waits at table.’‘How very odd!’
said Mr. Pickwick.‘Ah! odd indeed,’ returned the old gentleman; ‘I’m proud of that boy—wouldn’t
part with him on any account—he’s a natural curiosity! Here, Joe—Joe—take these things away,
and open another bottle—d’ye hear?’The fat boy rose, opened his eyes, swallowed the huge
piece of pie he had been in the act of masticating when he last fell asleep, and slowly obeyed his
master’s orders—gloating languidly over the remains of the feast, as he removed the plates, and
deposited them in the hamper. The fresh bottle was produced, and speedily emptied: the
hamper was made fast in its old place—the fat boy once more mounted the box—the spectacles
and pocket-glass were again adjusted—and the evolutions of the military recommenced. There
was a great fizzing and banging of guns, and starting of ladies—and then a mine was sprung, to
the gratification of everybody—and when the mine had gone off, the military and the company
followed its example, and went off too.‘Now, mind,’ said the old gentleman, as he shook hands
with Mr. Pickwick at the conclusion of a conversation which had been carried on at intervals,
during the conclusion of the proceedings, ‘we shall see you all to-morrow.’‘Most certainly,’ replied
Mr. Pickwick.‘You have got the address?’‘Manor Farm, Dingley Dell,’ said Mr. Pickwick,
consulting his pocket-book.‘That’s it,’ said the old gentleman. ‘I don’t let you off, mind, under a
week; and undertake that you shall see everything worth seeing. If you’ve come down for a
country life, come to me, and I’ll give you plenty of it. Joe—damn that boy, he’s gone to sleep
again—Joe, help Tom put in the horses.’The horses were put in—the driver mounted—the fat



boy clambered up by his side—farewells were exchanged—and the carriage rattled off. As the
Pickwickians turned round to take a last glimpse of it, the setting sun cast a rich glow on the
faces of their entertainers, and fell upon the form of the fat boy. His head was sunk upon his
bosom; and he slumbered again.”◆◆◆Turns out the ‘fat boy’ is on laudanum, an opiate readily
available in the 1800’s.3.These are words of wisdom from Cormac MacArt, the king of Ireland
around the year 300. King Cormac had his principal residence near Dublin.The Instructions of
King Cormac:“‘O grandson of Conn, Cormac,’ said Carpre, ‘what is best for the good of a
tribe?’‘Not hard to tell,’ said Cormac:‘A meeting of nobles,Frequent assemblies,An enquiring
mind,Questioning the wise,Quelling every evil,Fulfilling every good,An assembly according to
rules,Following ancient lore,A lawful synod,A lawful lord,Righteous chieftains,Not to crush
wretches,Keeping treaties,Mercifulness with good customs,Consolidating kinship,Weaving
together synchronisms,Fulfilling the law,Legality of ancient alliances,A covenant without
curtailment,Warrior-bands without overbearing,Manliness against foes,Honesty towards
brothers,Just sureties,Full compensations,Righteous judgments,Honest witnesses,Keeping a
bargain without detriment,Interest on detriment,Evenly balanced substances,Ready
hiring,Hostages for honour,Lending without stint,Acceptable loans,An equivalent for every
good,A dignified response,Legitimate measure,Learning every art,Knowledge of every
language,Skill in variegated work,Pleading with established maxims,Passing judgment with
precedents,Giving alms,Mercy towards the poor,Pledges for (carrying out) judgments,Honest
guarantees,Listening to elders,Turning a deaf ear to the rabble,Guarding the frontier against
every evil,Let him not be smooth-faced where the good of the tribe is concerned,Let him not be
greasy in the mead-court house…That is best for the good of a tribe.’‘O grandson of Conn,
Cormac,’ said Carpre, ‘what are the dues of a chief and of an ale-house?’‘Not hard to tell,’ said
Cormac:‘Good behaviour around a good chief,Lights to lamps,Exerting oneself for the
company,Settling seats,Liberality of dispensers,A nimble hand at distributing,Attentive
service,To love one's lord,Music in moderation,Short story-telling,A joyous
countenance,Welcome to companies,Silence during a recital,Harmonious choruses...Those are
the dues of a chief and of an ale-house,’ said Cormac to Carpre.‘O grandson of Conn, Cormac,’
said Carpre, ‘what were your habits when you were a lad?’‘Not hard to tell,’ said Cormac:‘I was a
listener in woods,I was a gazer at stars,I was blind where secrets were concerned,I was silent in
a wilderness,I was talkative among many,I was mild in the mead-hall,I was stern in battle,I was
ready to watch,I was gentle in friendship,I was a physician of the sick,I was weak towards the
strengthless,I was strong towards the powerful,I never was hard lest I be satirised,I never was
feeble lest I should have my hair stript off,I was not close lest I should be burdensome,I was not
arrogant though I was wise,I was not given to promising though I was strong,I was not
venturesome though I was swift,I did not deride old people though I was young,I was not boastful
though I was a good fighter,I would not speak about anyone in his absence,I would not reproach,
but I would praise,I would not ask, but I would give…for it is through those habits that the young
become old and kingly warriors.’ ‘O grandson of Conn, Cormac,’ said Carpre, ‘what is best for



me?’‘Not hard to tell,’ said Cormac, ‘if you listen to my teaching: do not give your honour for ale
nor for food, for it is better to save one's fair fame than to save one's food.Be not proud unless
you be a land-owner,do not keep bridled steeds without (a stud) of horses,do not give banquets
without (brewing) ale,be not prodigal of dairy-produce without kine,do not dress elegantly unless
you possess sheep,for pride without husbandry,luxury without horses,banqueting without
ale,dairy-produce without kine,elegant dress without sheepare a crime in the gatherings of the
world.’‘O grandson of Conn, Cormac,’ said Carpre, ‘what is good for me?’‘Not hard to tell,’ said
Cormac, ‘if you listen to my teaching:do not deride any old person though you are young,nor a
poor one though you are rich,nor a naked one though you are well-clad,nor a lame one though
you are swift,nor a blind one though you are keen-sighted,nor an invalid though you are
strong,nor a dull one though you are clever,nor a fool though you are wise,be not slothful,be not
fierce,be not sleepy,be not miserly,be not feckless,be not jealous,for every lazy, fierce, sleepy,
miserly, feckless, jealous person is hateful before God and men.’‘O grandson of Conn, Cormac,’
said Carpre, ‘what is the worst for the body of man?’‘Not hard to tell,’ said Cormac; ‘sitting too
long, lying too long, long standing, heavy lifts, exertions beyond one's strength, running too
much, leaping too much, frequent falls, sleeping with one's leg over the bedrail, swift racing,
gazing at glowing embers, stepping in the dark, wax, beestings, new ale, bull-flesh, curdles, dry
food, bog-water, rising too early, cold, sun, hunger, drinking too much, eating too much, sleeping
too much, sinning too much, grief, running up a height, shouting against the wind, a blow beyond
one's strength, drying oneself by a fire, summer-dew, winter-dew, beating ashes, swimming on a
full stomach, sleeping on one's back, a deep drink, frenzy, foolish romping.’‘O grandson of Conn,
Cormac,’ said Carpre, ‘what is the worst pleading and arguing?’‘Not hard to tell,’ said Cormac,
‘seventeen signs of bad pleading:contending against knowledge,taking refuge in bad
language,much abuse,contending without proofs,stiffness of delivery,a muttering speech,hair-
splitting,uncertain proofs,despising books,turning against customs,talking in too loud a
voice,shifting one's pleading,inciting the multitude,fighting everybody,blowing one's own
trumpet,shouting at the top of one's voice,swearing after judgment.’‘O grandson of Conn,
Cormac,’ said Carpre, ‘what is the worst pleading?’‘Not hard to tell,’ said Cormac; ‘rash forgetful
pleading.’‘O grandson of Conn, Cormac,’ said Carpre, ‘what is the worst arguing?’‘Not hard to
tell,’ said Cormac; ‘an argument based on oaths, a feeble, slow, stiff argument.’‘O grandson of
Conn, Cormac,’ said Carpre, ‘who are the worst for whom you further have a comparison?’‘Not
hard to tell,’ said Cormac; ‘a rough, bitter, rude, violent, vehement, vulgar, impetuous, forgetful,
noisy, impudent, after-wise man, to whom no one attends, who does not attend to any one, who
does not care what anyone else says, while no one cares what he says, and he proscribed both
by the laity and by the Church.’‘O grandson of Conn, Cormac,’ said Carpre, ‘I desire to know how
I shall behave among the wise and the foolish, among friends and strangers, among the old and
the young, among the innocent and the wicked.’‘Not hard to tell,’ said Cormac:‘be not too wise,
be not too foolish,be not too conceited, be not too diffident,be not too haughty, be not too
humble,be not too talkative, be not too silent,be not too harsh, be not too feeble.If you be too



wise, one will expect (too much) of you;if you be too foolish, you will be deceived;if you be too
conceited, you will be thought vexatious;if you be too humble, you will be without honour;if you
be too talkative, you will not be heeded;if you be too silent, you will not be regarded;if you be too
harsh, you will be broken;if you be too feeble, you will be crushed.’‘O grandson of Conn,
Cormac,’ said Carpre, ‘how do you distinguish the race of Adam?’‘Not hard to tell,’ said Cormac,
‘I distinguish them all, both men, women, sons, and daughters.’‘How is that?’ said Carpre.‘Ní
hansa’ ol Cormac:‘every steadfast person is wise,every generous person is righteous,every
patient person is persevering,every studious person is learned,every one who loves his kindred
is gentle,every healthy person is joyous,every sleek person is sleepy,every boor is
crabbed,every athlete is dull-witted,every madcap is a laughing-stock,every serf is morose,every
indigent person is proud,every uninformed person is quarrelsome,every ignoramus is
shameless,every timorous person is apprehensive,every infirm person is candid,every ill-
favoured person is given to fostering,every anxious person is timid,every timorous person is
cautious,every timid person is ruthless,every indigent person is fraudulent,every contentious
person is a frequenter of meetings,every satiated person is fond of dogs,every lover likes a
dainty bed,every wealthy person is fond of jewels,every freeman is broad-tracked,every genial
person is generous,every satirical person is...every horseman is nimble,every falsehood is
bitter,everything true is sweet.’”◆◆◆The Book of Leinster (12th century), and The Book of
Ballymote (14th century), contain the oldest versions of Tecosca Cormaic, (The Instructions of
King Cormac).4.Candide at the carnival in Venice, mid 1700’s“One evening that Candide and
Martin were going to sit down to supper with some foreigners who lodged in the same inn, a
man whose complexion was as black as soot, came behind Candide, and taking him by the arm,
said:‘Get yourself ready to go along with us; do not fail.’Upon this he turned round and saw—
Cacambo! Nothing but the sight of Cunegonde could have astonished and delighted him more.
He was on the point of going mad with joy. He embraced his dear friend.‘Cunegonde is here,
without doubt; where is she? Take me to her that I may die of joy in her company.’‘Cunegonde is
not here,’ said Cacambo, ‘she is at Constantinople.’‘Oh, heavens! at Constantinople! But were
she in China I would fly thither; let us be off.’‘We shall set out after supper,’ replied Cacambo. ‘I
can tell you nothing more; I am a slave, my master awaits me, I must serve him at table; speak
not a word, eat, and then get ready.’Candide, distracted between joy and grief, delighted at
seeing his faithful agent again, astonished at finding him a slave, filled with the fresh hope of
recovering his mistress, his heart palpitating, his understanding confused, sat down to table with
Martin, who saw all these scenes quite unconcerned, and with six strangers who had come to
spend the Carnival at Venice.Cacambo waited at table upon one of the strangers; towards the
end of the entertainment he drew near his master, and whispered in his ear:‘Sire, your Majesty
may start when you please, the vessel is ready.’On saying these words he went out. The
company in great surprise looked at one another without speaking a word, when another
domestic approached his master and said to him:‘Sire, your Majesty's chaise is at Padua, and
the boat is ready.’The master gave a nod and the servant went away. The company all stared at



one another again, and their surprise redoubled. A third valet came up to a third stranger,
saying:‘Sire, believe me, your Majesty ought not to stay here any longer. I am going to get
everything ready.’And immediately he disappeared. Candide and Martin did not doubt that this
was a masquerade of the Carnival. Then a fourth domestic said to a fourth master:‘Your Majesty
may depart when you please.’Saying this he went away like the rest. The fifth valet said the same
thing to the fifth master. But the sixth valet spoke differently to the sixth stranger, who sat near
Candide. He said to him:‘Faith, Sire, they will no longer give credit to your Majesty nor to me, and
we may perhaps both of us be put in jail this very night. Therefore I will take care of myself.
Adieu.’The servants being all gone, the six strangers, with Candide and Martin, remained in a
profound silence. At length Candide broke it.‘Gentlemen,’ said he, ‘this is a very good joke
indeed, but why should you all be kings? For me I own that neither Martin nor I is a
king.’Cacambo's master then gravely answered in Italian:‘I am not at all joking. My name is
Achmet III. I was Grand Sultan many years. I dethroned my brother; my nephew dethroned me,
my viziers were beheaded, and I am condemned to end my days in the old Seraglio. My nephew,
the great Sultan Mahmoud, permits me to travel sometimes for my health, and I am come to
spend the Carnival at Venice.’A young man who sat next to Achmet, spoke then as follows:‘My
name is Ivan. I was once Emperor of all the Russias, but was dethroned in my cradle. My parents
were confined in prison and I was educated there; yet I am sometimes allowed to travel in
company with persons who act as guards; and I am come to spend the Carnival at Venice.’The
third said:‘I am Charles Edward, King of England; my father has resigned all his legal rights to
me. I have fought in defence of them; and above eight hundred of my adherents have been
hanged, drawn, and quartered. I have been confined in prison; I am going to Rome, to pay a visit
to the King, my father, who was dethroned as well as myself and my grandfather, and I am come
to spend the Carnival at Venice.’The fourth spoke thus in his turn:‘I am the King of Poland; the
fortune of war has stripped me of my hereditary dominions; my father underwent the same
vicissitudes; I resign myself to Providence in the same manner as Sultan Achmet, the Emperor
Ivan, and King Charles Edwarod, whom God long preserve; and I am come to the Carnival at
Venice.’The fifth said:‘I am King of Poland also; I have been twice dethroned; but Providence has
given me another country, where I have done more good than all the Sarmatian kings were ever
capable of doing on the banks of the Vistula; I resign myself likewise to Providence, and am
come to pass the Carnival at Venice.’It was now the sixth monarch's turn to speak:‘Gentlemen,’
said he, ‘I am not so great a prince as any of you; however, I am a king. I am Theodore, elected
King of Corsica; I had the title of Majesty, and now I am scarcely treated as a gentleman. I have
coined money, and now am not worth a farthing; I have had two secretaries of state, and now I
have scarce a valet; I have seen myself on a throne, and I have seen myself upon straw in a
common jail in London. I am afraid that I shall meet with the same treatment here though, like
your majesties, I am come to see the Carnival at Venice.’The other five kings listened to this
speech with generous compassion. Each of them gave twenty sequins to King Theodore to buy
him clothes and linen; and Candide made him a present of a diamond worth two thousand



sequins.‘Who can this private person be,’ said the five kings to one another, ‘who is able to give,
and really has given, a hundred times as much as any of us?’ Just as they rose from table, in
came four Serene Highnesses, who had also been stripped of their territories by the fortune of
war, and were come to spend the Carnival at Venice. But Candide paid no regard to these
newcomers, his thoughts were entirely employed on his voyage to Constantinople, in search of
his beloved Cunegonde.”◆◆◆The following section lists some halls, taverns, inns and hotels
found in fiction:In the Greek golden age the Symposium was the principal gathering place, this
moveable feast could be hosted by anyone. The following is a look at a Symposium through the
eyes of Plato. The scene takes place during a banquet hosted by Agathon the poet; in
attendance are the philosopher Socrates, the playwright Aristophanes, the physician
Eryximachus, Spartan warrior Aristodemus, and many others. The topic under discussion at this
party is Eros the god of love, producing riffs like these:Agathon: “In the days of old, as I began by
saying, dreadful deeds were done among the gods, for they were ruled by necessity; but now
since the birth of Love, and from the Love of the beautiful, has sprung every good in heaven and
earth. Therefore, I say of Love that he is the fairest and best in himself, and the cause of what is
fairest and best in all other things. And there comes into my mind a line of poetry in which he is
said to be the god who‘Gives peace on earth and calms the stormy deep, Who stills the winds
and bids the sufferer sleep.”Socrates: “I say that every man ought to honour him (Eros, the god
of love), as I myself honour him, and walk in his ways, and exhort others to do the same, and
praise the power and spirit of love according to the measure of my ability now and ever.”“When
Socrates had done speaking, the company applauded, and Aristophanes was beginning to say
something in answer to the allusion which Socrates had made to his own speech, when
suddenly there was a great knocking at the door of the house, as of revellers, and the sound of a
flute-girl was heard. Agathon told the attendants to go and see who were the intruders. ‘If they
are friends of ours,’ he said, ‘invite them in, but if not, say that the drinking is over.’ A little while
afterwards they heard the voice of Alcibiades resounding in the court; he was in a great state of
intoxication, and kept roaring and shouting ‘Where is Agathon? Lead me to Agathon,’ and at
length, supported by the flute-girl and some of his attendants, he found his way to them. ‘Hail,
friends,’ he said, appearing at the door crowned with a massive garland of ivy and violets, his
head flowing with ribands. ‘Will you have a very drunken man as a companion of your revels? Or
shall I crown Agathon, which was my intention in coming, and go away? For I was unable to
come yesterday, and therefore I am here to-day, carrying on my head these ribands, that taking
them from my own head, I may crown the head of this fairest and wisest of men, as I may be
allowed to call him. Will you laugh at me because I am drunk? Yet I know very well that I am
speaking the truth, although you may laugh. But first tell me; if I come in shall we have the
understanding of which I spoke (will you have a very drunken man? etc), Will you drink with me
or not?’The company were vociferous in begging that he would take his place among them, and
Agathon specially invited him. Thereupon he was led in by the people who were with him; and as
he was being led, intending to crown Agathon, he took the ribands from his own head and held



them in front of his eyes; he was thus prevented from seeing Socrates, who made way for him,
and Alcibiades took the vacant place between Agathon and Socrates, and in taking the place he
embraced Agathon and crowned him. ‘Take off his sandals,’ said Agathon, ‘and let him make a
third on the same couch.’‘By all means; but who makes the third partner in our revels?’ said
Alcibiades, turning round and starting up as he caught sight of Socrates. ‘By Heracles,’ he said,
‘what is this? here is Socrates always lying in wait for me, and always, as his way is, coming out
at all sorts of unsuspected places: and now, what have you to say for yourself, and why are you
lying here, where I perceive that you have contrived to find a place, not by a joker or lover of
jokes, like Aristophanes, but by the fairest of the company?’Socrates turned to Agathon and
said: ‘I must ask you to protect me, Agathon; for the passion of this man has grown quite a
serious matter to me. Since I became his admirer I have never been allowed to speak to any
other fair one, or so much as to look at them. If I do, he goes wild with envy and jealousy, and not
only abuses me but can hardly keep his hands off me, and at this moment he may do me some
harm. Please to see to this, and either reconcile me to him, or, if he attempts violence, protect
me, as I am in bodily fear of his mad and passionate attempts.’‘There can never be reconciliation
between you and me,’ said Alcibiades; ‘but for the present I will defer your chastisement. And I
must beg you, Agathon, to give me back some of the ribands that I may crown the marvellous
head of this universal despot—I would not have him complain of me for crowning you, and
neglecting him, who in conversation is the conqueror of all mankind; and this not only once, as
you were the day before yesterday, but always.’ Whereupon, taking some of the ribands, he
crowned Socrates, and again reclined.Then he said: ‘You seem, my friends, to be sober, which
is a thing not to be endured; you must drink—for that was the agreement under which I was
admitted—and I elect myself master of the feast until you are well drunk. Let us have a large
goblet, Agathon, or rather,’ he said, addressing the attendant, ‘bring me that wine-cooler.’ The
wine-cooler which had caught his eye was a vessel holding more than two quarts—this he filled
and emptied, and bade the attendant fill it again for Socrates. ‘Observe, my friends,’ said
Alcibiades, ‘that this ingenious trick of mine will have no effect on Socrates, for he can drink any
quantity of wine and not be at all nearer being drunk.’ Socrates drank the cup which the
attendant filled for him.Eryximachus said: ‘What is this, Alcibiades? Are we to have neither
conversation nor singing over our cups; but simply to drink as if we were thirsty?’Alcibiades
replied: ‘Hail, worthy son of a most wise and worthy sire!’‘The same to you,’ said Eryximachus;
‘but what shall we do?’‘That I leave to you,’ said Alcibiades.‘The wise physician skilled our
wounds to healshall prescribe and we will obey. What do you want?’‘Well,’ said Eryximachus,
‘before you appeared we had passed a resolution that each one of us in turn should make a
speech in praise of love, and as good a one as he could: the turn was passed round from left to
right; and as all of us have spoken, and you have not spoken but have well drunken, you ought to
speak, and then impose upon Socrates any task which you please, and he on his right hand
neighbour, and so on.’”◆◆◆Alcibiades and Socrates each down two quarts of wine in that scene
but it was likely diluted with water, as that was the custom at a Symposium to ensure the party



lasted through the night.◆◆◆The Hostel of Da Derga of Leinster, (Da Derga was the “chief-
hospitaller of Erin”), first century guesthouse on the Road of Cualu in south east Ireland. (The
road from Bray to Dublin)“Since it was built its doors have never been shut save on the side to
which the wind comes— the valve is closed against it — and since he began housekeeping his
caldron was never taken from the fire, but it has been boiling food for the men of Erin.”The
kitchen at Da Derga’s hostel had a magical cauldron that always stayed full, it was called Caire
Ainsicen: “which was used to return his own proper share to each, and no party ever went away
from it unsatisfied, for whatever quantity was put into it there was never boiled of it but what was
sufficient for the company according to their grade and rank.”Cauldrons of this kind have a long
history. In order to become associated with such a cauldron a host would have to establish an
outstanding reputation for goodwill and hospitality. King Cormac mac Airt (300 AD), had one at
Tara he called “the caldron of restitution:” because it used to “return and to deliver to every
company their suitable food. For however long the food might be therein, until the proper
company would come, it would in nowise be spoiled. Moreover, no boiled (meat) was found
therein save what would supply the company, and the food proper for each would be taken
thereout. It was this kind of caldron that Cormac then had at Tara: Now each in turn was brought
up to that caldron, and every one was given a fork-thrust out of it. So then his proper portion
came out to each, to wit, a thigh to a king and to a poet, a chine for a literary sage, a shinbone
for young lords, heads for charioteers, a haunch for queens, and every due share besides.
Wherefore in that assembly his proper due fell to each.”
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