
Sir Pelham, Sir Philip
and the Battle of 

Somewhere



The toad beneath the harrow

Letting I dare not wait upon I would (like the cat in the adage)

He skipped like the high hills

With his hair in a braid

Stout Cortez upon a peak in Darien

The boy who stood on the burning deck

His need is greater than mine



Indiscretions of Archie
This is the biggest thing since jolly old Sir Philip What's-his-name gave the drink of 
water to the poor blighter whose need was greater than his, if you recall the 
incident. I had to sweat it up at school, I remember. Sir Philip, poor old bean, had a 
most ghastly thirst on, and he was just going to have one on the house, so to 
speak, when... but it's all in the history-books. This is the sort of thing Boy Scouts 
do!

Ring for Jeeves
Jill collapsed into a chair . . .   Jeeves was a kindly man, and not only a kindly
man but a man who could open a bottle of champagne as quick as a flash. It 
was in something of the spirit of the Sir Philip Sidney who gave the water to
the stretcher case that he now whisked the cork from the bottle he was 
carrying. Jill’s need was greater than Bill’s.   

Laughing Gas
The goldfish were looking expectantly, obviously hoping for their cut, but my
need was greater than theirs.



Jill the Reckless
There he sat, surrounded by happy, laughing young men, each grasping a glass of the 
good old mixture-as-before, absolutely unable to connect. Some of them, casual 
acquaintances, had nodded to him, waved, and gone on lowering the juice,—a spectacle 
which made Freddie feel much as the wounded soldier would have felt if Sir Philip 
Sidney, instead of offering him the cup of water, had placed it to his own lips and drained 
it with a careless "Cheerio!"

The Mating Season
When I was a piefaced lad of some twelve summers, doing my stretch at Malvern House, 
Bramley-on-Sea, the private school conducted by the Rev. Aubrey Upjohn, I remember 
hearing the Rev. Aubrey give the late Sir Philip Sidney a big build-up because when wounded 
at the battle of somewhere and offered a quick one by a companion in arms, he told the 
chap who was setting them up to leave him out of that round and slip his spot to a nearby 
stretcher-case, whose need was greater than his. This spirit of selfless sacrifice, said the Rev. 
Aubrey, was what he would like to see in you boys – particularly you, Wooster, how many 
times have I told you not to gape at me in that half-witted way? Close your mouth, boy, and 
sit up. 









































1. The Lady of May
Een maskerspel 
voor Koningin Elisabeth I

2. Astrophel and Stella
Een sonnettenkrans 
(108 sonnetten en 11 liederen)

3. The Defence of Poesie
Een essay over het wezen en 
het nut van literatuur

4.  The Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia
Een omvangrijke pastorale prozaroman

5. The Sidney Psalms
Een vertaling van de Psalmen





Drie sonnetten van 

Sir Philip Sidney
vert. LB






