DIALOGUE BETWEEN FRANKLIN AND THE GOUT

Written by Benjamin Franklin in 1780 during the six week period he was confined to his house with gout. This is a comical piece in which Ben Franklin reflects on his own weaknesses (eating too much, drinking too much, not exercising) by writing a play in which he and Gout (a physical condition a person gets from eating/drinking too much rich food) discuss his condition and his weaknesses and what he can do to overcome them. Your assignment: Write a dialogue between you and something that represents one of your weaknesses. A tardy slip for those who are always running behind? A computer for someone who lives more in virtual fantasy rather than reality? A cellphone for someone who thinks that unless the text, tweet or post to facebook that they are missing out on something ) or the rest of the world is missing out on them (inflated sense of self-importance anyone?)?
Here is Franklin’s piece:
FRANKLIN. Eh! Oh! Eh! What have I done to merit these cruel sufferings? 

GOUT. Many things; you have ate and drank too freely, and too much indulged those legs of yours in their indolence. 

FRANKLIN. Who is it that accuses me? 

GOUT. It is I, even I, the Gout. 

FRANKLIN. What! my enemy in person? 

GOUT. No, not your enemy. 

FRANKLIN. I repeat it; my enemy; for you would not only torment my body to death, but ruin my good name; you reproach me as a glutton and a tippler; now all the world, that knows me, will allow that I am neither the one nor the other. 

GOUT. The world may think as it pleases; it is always very complaisant to itself, and sometimes to its friends; but I very well know that the quantity of meat and drink proper for a man who takes a reasonable degree of exercise, would be too much for another, who never takes any. 

FRANKLIN. I take-Eh! Oh!-as much exercise-Eh!-as I can, Madam Gout. You know my sedentary state, and on that account, it would seem, Madam Gout, as if you might spare me a little, seeing it is not altogether my own fault. 

GOUT. Not a jot; your rhetoric and your politeness are thrown away; your apology avails nothing. You ought to walk or ride; or, if the weather prevents that, play at billiards. But let us examine your course of life. While the mornings are long, and you have leisure to go abroad, what do you do? Why, instead of gaining an appetite for breakfast, by salutary-exercise, you amuse yourself with books, pamphlets, or newspapers, which commonly are not worth the reading. Yet you eat an inordinate breakfast, four dishes of tea, with cream, and one or two buttered toasts, with slices of hung beef. What is your practice after dinner? Walking in the beautiful gardens of those friends, with whom you have dined, would be the choice of men of sense; but these are rejected for this abominable game of chess. But amidst my instructions, I had almost forgot to administer my wholesome corrections; so take that twinge,-and that.

FRANKLIN. Oh! Eh! Oh! Ohhh! As much instruction as you please, Madam Gout, and as many reproaches; but pray, Madam, a truce with your corrections! 

GOUT. No, Sir, no,-I will not abate a particle of what is so much for your good,-therefore- 

FRANKLIN. Your reasonings grow very tiresome. 

GOUT. I stand corrected. I will be silent and continue my office; take that, and that. 

FRANKLIN. Oh I Ohh! Talk on, I pray you! 

GOUT. No, no; I have a good number of twinges for you to- night, and you may be sure of some more to-morrow. 

FRANKLIN. What, with such a fever! I shall go distracted. Oh! Eh! Can no one bear it for me? 

GOUT. Ask that of your horses; they have served you faithfully. 

FRANKLIN. How can you so cruelly sport with my torments? 

GOUT. Sport! I am very serious. I have here a list of offences against your own health distinctly written, and can justify every stroke inflicted on you. 

FRANKLIN. Read it then. 

GOUT. It is too long a detail; but I will briefly mention some particulars. 

FRANKLIN. Proceed. I am all attention. 

GOUT. Do you remember how often you have promised yourself, the following morning, a walk in the grove, or in your own garden, and have violated your promise, alleging, at one time it was too cold, at another too warm, too windy, too moist, or what else you pleased; when in truth it was too nothing but your insuperable love of ease? 

FRANKLIN. That I confess may have happened occasionally, probably ten times in a year. 

GOUT. Your confession is very far short of the truth; the gross amount is one hundred and ninety-nine times. 

FRANKLIN. I am convinced now of the justness of poor Richard's remark, that "Our debts and our sins are always greater than we think for." 

GOUT. So it is. You philosophers are sages in your maxims, and fools in your conduct. 

FRANKLIN. But do you charge, among my crimes, that I return in a carriage from Mr. Brillon's? 

GOUT. Certainly; for having been seated all the while, you cannot object the fatigue of the day, and cannot want, therefore, the relief of a carriage. 

FRANKLIN. What, then, would you have me do with my carriage? 

GOUT. Burn it, if you choose; you would at least get heat out of it once in this way; or, if you dislike that proposal, here's another for you; observe the poor peasants, who work in the vineyards and grounds about the villages; you may find every day, among these deserving creatures, four or five old men and women, bent and perhaps crippled by weight of years and too long and too great labor. After a most fatiguing day, these people have to trudge a mile or two to their smoky huts. Order your coachman to set them down. This is an act that will be good for your soul; and, at the same time, after your visit to the Brillons, if you return on foot, that will be good for your body. 
FRANKLIN. Ah! how tiresome you are! 

GOUT. Well, then, to my office; it should not be forgotten that I am your physician. There. 

FRANKLIN. Ohhh! what a devil of a physician! 

GOUT. How ungrateful you are to say so! 

FRANKLIN. I never feed physician or quack of any kind, to enter the list against you; if, then, you do not leave me to my repose, it may be said you are ungrateful too. 

GOUT. I can scarcely acknowledge that as any objection. As to quacks, I despise them; they may kill you indeed, but cannot injure me. there. 

FRANKLIN. Oh! Oh!-for Heaven's sake leave me; and I promise faithfully never more to play at chess, but to take exercise daily, and live temperately. 

GOUT. I know you too well. You promise fair; but after a few months of good health, you will return to your old habits; your fine promises will be forgotten like the forms of the last year's clouds. Let us then finish the account, and I will go. But I leave you with an assurance of visiting you again at a proper time and place…

The End 
Questions from the Reading

1. What has Franklin done to deserve his suffering?

2. What does the Gout do to Franklin throughout the piece?

3. What is the gout trying to convince Franklin of?

4. How does the gout try and prove to Franklin he is wrong?

5. What do you think prompted Franklin to write this piece?

6. What does the dialogue reveal about Franklin’s personal interests?
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