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Hello, thank you all for coming.  I hope everyone has been enjoying this weekends conference.  I’d like to welcome you to this session, Madison Avenue vs Ship of Snorgloid, by Dr Ting Tang of Wassamatta U in Walla Walla.  Unfortunately, the good doctor is unable to present the paper himself as he has been confined for some time at the Happy Valley Stedding and Rest Home, for those who’ve spent too much time exposed to the Boreal Master.

As I think most of you know, this represents a partial translation of that most notorious of works, the Free Enterprise section of The Lay of the Rowing Bench.  This represents but the tiniest of fragments of this monumental area which weighs in at 5,622 stanza – or 431.64 pounds.

Most regrettably, Dr Ting Tang has since retired from the field of Boreal studies.  Assisted by some nice young men in their clean white coats, he has taken up his new profession of unceasingly mouthing phrases of pure babble and inane gibberish.

Comparison of his current manner of speech with the works of the Boreal Master has been met with skepticism by the academic community.  We are hoping to form a blue ribbon panel from amongst the attendees of this conference.  Study of Dr Ting Tang’s mania could result in vital insights into the workings, or lack thereof, of the mind of the Boreal Master.

Before we get to Dr Ting Tang’s paper, I’ve been asked by the committee to make a couple of announcements.  At 4 o’clock in the Bloodaxe room, there will be a meeting of the Friends of Boreal W.  I understand that their new 12 step program has helped many scholars give up the Boreal Master and return to less mentally damaging fields of study.  Yes, there is a cure.

I would also like to announce that the main entrée for this evening’s gala banquet  is last year’s favorite - lutefisk.  We have been assured that this is indeed last year’s favorite because it has been confirmed by careful carbon dating.  For those of you who prefer something else, this year the committee is pleased to announce a vegetarian option – haggis.  It seems the haggis has been around so long that its become petrified.  This apparently makes it ‘a lot like wood’.

That concludes our announcements, so let’s move on to the paper.

MCXXXII

Hurrah, horo

There’s a splinter in my rowing bench.

Hurrah, horo

There’s a splinter in my rowing bench.

Way too damn many more miles to row to Orkney.

Far too many strokes of the oar.

Oh this is a mother!

I’ve got to change seats before my butt’s filed down by this damned splinter.

Hurrah, horo, horooo!

MD DDS PHD

Hurrah, horo

There’s a splinter in my rowing bench.

Hurrah, horo

There’s a splinter in my rowing bench.

Hey Skegold, you can have a turn with Snorgloid's toothbrush if we change seats.

He called me a geometrically challenged moron in sissy clothing
!

That’s not nice to say

To someone who’s butt’s getting perpetually dragged across this damned splinter.

Hurrah, horo, horooo!

O42CA COW

Hurrah, horo

There’s a splinter in my rowing bench.

Hurrah, horo

There’s a splinter in my rowing bench.

Oh Yngvar, come here and I’ll give you a breath mint.

You’ll thank me for it when you journey home to Ingrid,

Long though that will be.

Not so long as having your butt dragged across this damned splinter.

Hurrah, horo, horooo!

YMI2B HERE

Hurrah, horo

There’s a splinter in my rowing bench.

Hurrah, horo

There’s a splinter in my rowing bench.

Herfjotur, help me out here – I’ll give you anything you like.

What do you mean only if I take a turn being Lars’ sister!

Not for all the loot in England!

And no, my butt’s not been well prepared by being dragged across this damned splinter.

Hurrah, horo, horooo!

MOOKERJI WAS HERE

Hurrah, horo

There’s a splinter in my rowing bench.

Hurrah, horo

There’s a splinter in my rowing bench.

Snorgloid, I really need some help here.

You know what its like to be on long, hard questings.

Please cut me a break.

My butt needs a rest from being dragged across this damned splinter.

Hurrah, horo, horooo!

XYZ PDQ HOOPLE

Hurrah, horo

There’s a splinter in my rowing bench.

Hurrah, horo

There’s a splinter in my rowing bench.

Snorgloid laughs derisively in my general direction.

That Skraling’s Donkey Riding pig farmer, he can back to his barnyard.

He taunted me about my shell pink  butt being dragged across this damned splinter.

Hurrah, horo, horooo!

It is at this point that Dr Ting Tang’s translation breaks off.  Students at Wassammata U report that he ran out of his office and began bouncing up and down the corridors shouting “Bing bang, bing bang” – whereupon his permanent sabbatical began.  Since there yet remain well over 5600 untranslated stanzas in this section, it is to be hoped that some future scholar will take up the burden of carrying on of the good doctor’s work.

� Mother:  The original Norse colloquialism, “vershmukit grip” has also been translated as “vaguely unpleasant sensation in my nether regions” (Keyster, Rump, and Pohpoh – We Haven’t Paid  Our Rent and Are in Arrears, 1936); “eureka, this bath is too hot” (Socrates – He Always Was Ahead of His Time 420 BC); and “blinding in it’s magnificence is the backside of Vishnu” (Mookerji, 1996).  We feel that “mother”, while perhaps losing some if the poetic imagery of the original,  still retains a sense of poignancy while at the same time remaining printable.�


� Geometrically Challenged:  The pithy “shurbugr cuben” has been interpreted as badly formed rectangle, or perhaps vaguely square.  While “fairy hosen” is believed to refer to some manner of English style clothing.  Whether the rower is in fact oddly shaped or clothed remains unknown.  Unfortunately, Dr Ting Tang is unable to shed any light upon this quandary.  His response to this, or in fact any other question, is to loudly declaim “oo ee oo ah ah” or perhaps “my hovercraft is full of eels”. 





Regardless of these unknowns, this seems to have been a fairly effective insult since the rower does not speak to Skegold again for the duration of the voyage.


� Breath Mint: Stanislau in his Long Term Careers in Graduate Studentism (1988) persuasively argues that this variant on the frequently used “vaele blubber” is meant to be taken orally.  In light of the interminable and graphic Yngvar’s Halitosis section, this theory has gained considerable credence amongst the academic community.





� Yngvar’s Journey: In Smirk and Gloater’s Ha!  Ha!  We’ve Got Tenure and You Don’t (1975) the argument that Yngvar’s journey from his home stedding of Utagh is one of the longest undertaken by any of Snorgloid’s crew is intriguing.  Their suggestion that this was accomplished with several companions, but without rest stops or potty breaks however, seems most unlikely.  It is unclear weather Ingrid is meant to be Yngvar’s wife, sweetheart, or sheep.





� This turns out to be the rower’s only known offer to exchange seats, and yet he turns it down emphatically.  Dr Ting Tang’s belief is that “being Lars’ sister” actually represents an ancient pagan rite involving butter, a sharp axe, and a sheep.  Dr Mookerji’s violently opposing view that it represents a successful Hindu revolution in Norway is what led to the unfortunate altercation in the hotel lobby.  These embarrassing fisticuffs sadly led to the summoning of the local authorities.  Once the situation was fully understood, they suggested in future that the combatants be armed with knives, firearms, or perhaps pocket nuclear devices – the better to help beautify the academic community.


� Snorgloid’s Questing: Umschlagger (Waiter, There’s a Boreal Master in My Soup, 1966) speculates that this is a reference to Snorgloid’s epic quest for Three Wayward Gaullic Scriveners.  Hints exist that this story may in fact, be an even greater epic of which the Lay of the Rowing Bench is but a small segment.  Frightening though that thought may be.





� This is the only known mention of Snorgloid’s profession as anything other than that of ship captain.  Intensive research by Sheepkvetcher (The Art of Bovine Acquisition in Old Norway, 1982) has revealed the possibility of a missing fragment at this point in the text.  This fact, if proven, will be one of the most exciting discoveries in the field of Borelean studies in years.  The fragment, referred to as the Barnyard Noises section is of the following form:





Eee I, Eee I Oh


Snorgloid Big Toe had a sted.


Eee I, Eee I Oh


Snorgloid Big Toe had a sted.


And on that sted, he had some pigs.


“Oink oink” said the pigs of Snorgloid.


Oink oink here and there.


Those pigs should have their butts dragged across some damned splinter.


Eee I, eee I, Oink!





The fragment goes on in this vein for several dozen stanzas listing numerous animals along with their associated noises.  This includes many beasts not previously associated with Norway such as elephants, kangaroos, and wombats.  Mookerji, on hearing of its discovery, claimed that it was further proof of the eventual triumph of Vishnu since it mentions cows.  It is not yet known weather this list is meant to be a catalog, however unlikely, of Snorgloid’s holdings; or is merely the feverish imaginings of the rower in an effort to take his mind off his ever aching bum.  Clearly this is an intriguing question that requires further research by the Boreal Scholars.





An opposing view (Seamchecker – Trust Thee Not the Elf Hill Times, 1990) maintains that this has in fact been set to very different music and translates as follows: dozen eggs, half gallon milk, butter, flour, and 4 pairs of socks.  She further maintains that the brown smudge at the bottom of the page is not a souvlaki stain, as was previously believed; but the signature of one R. Kipling.
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