Boasting

Let every man examine his own work,

and then may he glory within himself alone

and not among others.

(Galatians 6:4)

It ain’t bragging if you can do it. (Dizzy Dean, baseball pitcher)

A woman was bragging about her ancestors, and she went on and on, telling what each one did in past wars and in peacetimes. Each ancestor was the very best in his town or village, and many and wonderful were the deeds she related. Her audience listened politely until one man finally got a chance to insert a word into the monologue. “Hmm,” he said, “interesting family, wouldn’t you say? But a lot like a turnip. The best parts seem to be underground. (Millie Van Valkenburg-Glick, in The Saturday Evening Post)

Chicago is well-known as “The Windy City,” and most people assume that the city on the shores of Lake Michigan got that moniker because of its gusty weather. The true origin of the nickname, though, is in the residents’ penchant for bragging – as the story goes, citizens of Chicago talked so much about how great their town was that they were deemed “windy.” (Samantha Weaver, in Tidbits)

A friendly rivalry developed between Methodist and Episcopal church groups in Rocky Mount, N. C., when both broke ground on Habitat for Humanity houses within weeks of one another. One Saturday, a Methodist churchgoer helped his Episcopalian brethren frame their house. At noon he couldn’t resist bragging, “About this time on the Methodist project, the women arrive with chicken, sandwiches, chips and tea.” Not to be outdone, an Episcopal minister spoke up. “On this project,” she said, “the women are too busy nailing.” (Cleve H. Cox, in Reader’s Digest)
“Crow” is defined as “a triumphal boast.” If a person moved something with an iron lever that couldn’t be moved without it, that person might utter such a triumphal boast. From that came the name of the “crowbar.” (L. M. Boyd)

A duty is a task we look forward to with distaste, perform with reluctance, and brag about afterwards. (Bits & Pieces)

Three boys are in the schoolyard bragging about their fathers. The first boy says, “My Dad scribbles a few words on a piece of paper, he calls it a poem, they give him $50.” The second boy says, “That's nothing. My Dad scribbles a few words on a piece of paper, he calls it a song, they give him $100.” The third boy says, “I got you both beat. My Dad scribbles a few words on a piece of paper, he calls it a sermon . . . and it takes eight people to collect all the money!” (S.C.U.C.A. Regional Reporter)


There’s a lot to be said for the fellow who doesn’t say it himself. (Maurice Switzer)

Bragging is not an attractive trait, but let’s be honest. A man who catches a big fish doesn’t go home through an alley. (Quoted by Anne Landers, Creators/Los Angeles Times Syndicates)

In a booming voice, a cantor bragged to his congregation, “Two years ago, I insured my voice with Lloyd's of London for $750,000.” The crowded room was hushed. Suddenly, an elderly woman spoke. “So,” she said, “what did you do with the money?” (Joseph Telushkin, in Jewish Humor)

George Bernard Shaw explained the value of publicity: “A codfish lays 10,000 eggs a day, silently. A hen lays one egg, and cackles. Nobody eats codfish eggs. Everybody eats hen’s eggs.” (L. M. Boyd)

I always like to hear a man talk about himself, because then I never hear anything but good. (Will Rogers)

Three little boys were bragging about whose father made the most money. “My dad sits down, scribbles a few words on a piece of paper, and get $100,” the first boy said. “That's nothing," said the second boy. “My dad sits down, scribbles a few words, calls it a song, and get $200!" “I got you both beat," said the third boy. “My dad sits down, scribbles a few words, calls it a sermon, and it takes eight people to collect all his money!" (Vera Emmert Johansen) 
Noise proves nothing. Often a hen who has merely laid an egg cackles as if she had laid an asteroid. (Mark Twain)

A young woman tended to brag a bit too much about her home state, notes Field Editor Karen Ann Bland from Gove, Kansas. One day she told a long-suffering friend, “You know, the first man in powered flight was from Ohio. The first man to orbit the Earth was from Ohio. And the first man on the moon was from Ohio.” “Sounds to me like a lot of people are trying to get out of Ohio,” her friend observed. (Country magazine)

Although Old West writer Ned Buntline promoted some heroic figures – Buffalo Bill, Wild Bill Hickok – a couple did a pretty good job publicizing themselves. Allan Pinkerton of “Private Eye” fame wrote 18 detective novels. Bat Masterson, a New York City newspaperman, wrote some spiced-up accounts of his own exploits. (L. M. Boyd)

Let the other fellow find out who you are. He’ll remember it longer. (The Wall Street Journal)

What kills a skunk is the publicity it gives itself. (Abraham Lincoln)

Three little boys were boasting about how tough they were. One said, “I’m so tough I can wear out a pair of shoes in a week.” Another said, “I’m tougher. I can wear out a pair of jeans in a day.” The third little boy bragged, “I’m the toughest. I can wear out my grandma and grandpa in an hour.” (Darwin Bang, in Country magazine)

Bragging may not win friends, but no man who has caught a big trout goes home the back way. (Bits & Pieces)

Do you wish people to think well of you? If you do, then don’t speak well of yourself. (Blaise Pascal)

At the company water cooler, I bragged about my children’s world travels: one son was teaching in Bolivia, another was working in southern Italy, and my daughter was completing a yearlong research project in India. One co-worker’s quip, however, stopped me short.  “What is it about you,” he asked, “that makes your kids want to get so far away.” (Todd W. Kaiser, in Reader’s Digest)   
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